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Holy hell, I actually transmigrated into a book?!

That was the first thought that flashed through Grace Lawson’s mind when she woke up in a boys’ dorm.

Her second thought was—

Why did everyone else get to transmigrate into a villainous girl side character and stage some glamorous comeback, while she ended up in a boys’ dorm as a man?!

Well...

Grace quickly checked her body. Nothing extra had appeared where nothing extra should have been. She was still physically female, but somehow living under a male identity.

Lying on the dorm bed, she frowned as a flood of plot information suddenly poured into her mind.

The original book was a full-blown campus Mary Sue romance: every handsome guy in the world loved the heroine; anyone who did not love her was a bad person; every beautiful girl loved the male lead; and any woman other than the heroine who loved the male lead was also a bad person.

In the book, Grace was the male lead’s roommate. Wealthy, good-looking, and born into privilege, he was the 102nd male supporting character to have a crush on the heroine.

Calling him a “male side character” was putting it politely.

In truth, he was cannon fodder.

The original book only gave Grace one chapter of introduction—

He flirted with the heroine, got in two lines of dialogue, was beaten half to death by the male lead, and went home to recover.

After recovering, he returned to school, only to be driven by the male lead into Dorm 444, the most terrifying dorm in the entire book—a place so creepy it felt as if a horror novel had wandered into a campus romance.

In the end, Grace had a complete mental breakdown, went insane, and his family was crushed along with him.

After reading the whole story, Grace’s mood turned complicated.

With so little screen time, how exactly was she supposed to keep pretending to be the original owner?

There was no detailed personality, no habits, no mannerisms.

That was it?

Grace herself fit a lot of classic transmigration heroine tropes.

An orphan.

Broke.

Friendless.

And cursed with terrible luck.

She had died in a car accident on the spot.

Now that she had crossed into another world, she had nothing tying her back.

As for her old hobbies, they were simple: fighting, flirting with pretty girls, and sleeping.

Acting, however, was not one of her talents.

After thinking it over very seriously for quite a while, Grace came to a final decision—

She would just wing it.

The original owner had only been a minor character anyway. Probably nobody would notice.

And if they did notice, she could always say she’d gotten hit in the head on the way out and his personality had changed.

If that excuse did not work, she could just slam into a wall on the spot and pretend to have amnesia...

Perfect.

The more Grace thought about it, the more convinced she became that she was a genius.

Just then, a voice dripping with equal parts icy contempt, mockery, and careless arrogance rang out along with the dorm door opening.

“Hey! Amelia Anderson is my woman! You dared flirt with her? You’re finished! Get out of this dorm. Now. Immediately. This second!”

Grace had not expected overbearing-CEO energy to come not only with absurdly expressive eyes, but with absurdly theatrical vocal delivery too. And that script? It made her suspect the man had something seriously wrong with his brain.

She blinked, then decided to fight poison with poison.

Sitting up, without even getting a proper look at the scripted male lead, she spoke first.

“First of all, classmate, my name isn’t ‘hey.’ It’s Grace. Second, I didn’t flirt with her. I’m not nearly as blind as you are.”

Sean Harris had not expected Grace to say something like that.

The two had been roommates throughout all three years of high school. Grace had always been flamboyant, reckless, and used to throwing his weight around as a rich second-generation heir.

Sean himself was worth hundreds of millions, yet even he kept a low profile. And this mere little rich kid had dared act this arrogantly in front of him—had even dared flirt with his woman?!

Amelia had cried so pitifully that he had arranged for people to beat Grace up once already, sending him fleeing back to the dorm.

But Amelia still had not been satisfied. She thought the punishment had been too light. So this time, Sean had planned to come back personally, punish Grace himself, and record the whole thing to show her later, so she could feel reassured.

What he had not expected was for Grace to sit there like nothing had happened and mock him to his face.

And Sean was not alone. Four boys stood behind him, watching the show. The moment they heard what Grace said, all of them turned to look at him with gloating expressions.

“Grace, all you’ve got is a sharp tongue!”

“Tsk, looks like Sean didn’t hit you hard enough. You can still get up.”

“Who doesn’t know Amelia is our sister-in-law? You dared flirt with her? Are you asking to die?”

“Sean, there’s nobody else here. Let’s beat him up!”

Grace sat straight on the lower bunk, staring at the five people in the dorm as she matched them to the characters from the novel.

Sean, standing at the front, really did look built to spec for a overbearing-CEO protagonist.

Tall frame. High nose bridge. Sharp brows and bright eyes. The cold, untouchable aura of an iceberg prince. And in his eyes, the sort of confidence that suggested he could crush someone beneath a fortune without blinking.

That level of absurd self-assurance was not something ordinary people could pull off.

Behind him stood Grace’s former roommates—the male lead’s loyal lackeys, A, B, C, and D.

The more Grace looked at them, the funnier it all seemed. In the book she was supposed to be the villain, but how did these idiots look far more punchable than she did?

The smile at the corner of Grace’s lips made Sean frown deeply. He recognized it as provocation.

“You’re not convinced? Then they were right. I’ve been too merciful!”

As he spoke, Sean slowly began undoing the buttons at his cuffs.

“You all stand back. I’ll deal with the man who messed with my woman myself. Get your phones ready and film it for Amelia.”

Lackeys A, B, C, and D instantly got excited.

“Sean, you’re doing it yourself?!”

“Sean is a black belt in taekwondo! He never fights unless he has to!”

“As expected of a wife-spoiling maniac. All of this is for sister-in-law—”

Before the lackey could finish, Grace strode forward and threw an uppercut straight at Sean, who was still busy slowly and elegantly unfastening his cufflinks.

The punch landed so hard Sean nearly bit his own tongue.

Grace was helpless too.

She had not wanted to hit anyone.

But they were literally planning to record a video to threaten her.

She tilted her chin and smirked.

“Oh? That’s it? A black belt? Sorry, but I’ve trained too.”

She was not fully used to this body yet, but it was even stronger than the one she had before. Add in her real combat experience, and she felt unstoppable.

The corner of her lips lifted. This body had the kind of androgynous beauty that made it hard to tell male from female at a glance. Dark short hair trailed into a wolf-tail cut. Her double eyelids were deep, and her lashes thick and curled.

A pity the original owner usually acted both arrogant and cowardly at the same time, reducing that beauty to a discount version of itself.

Now that Grace had taken over, it was like wiping the dust off a buried pearl and revealing a brilliance no one had seen before.

Classic transmigration routine. No need to explain further.

One hand tucked casually into her pocket, she smiled with a hint of wicked amusement in her eyes, looking lazy, unruly, and full of swagger.

Compared to her, even Sean—supposedly the male lead—came off a little inferior.

Sean looked disheveled as he held his jaw. His expression was a mixture of fury and disbelief.

“You actually dare—”

Before he could finish, Grace threw another punch, knocking him staggering backward.

The four lackeys holding their phones froze where they stood, dumbfounded by how violently the plot had gone off the rails.

Grace glanced back over her shoulder and flashed a lazy grin. She even held up a V sign to the camera.

“So Amelia is your precious sister-in-law, right? Fine. Her friend started mouthing off at me first. Otherwise I wouldn’t even have bothered with her.”

“Problem solved. I’m leaving.”

With that, she did not even spare Sean another glance. She went back to her bed, folded her blanket, and started packing up her bedding.

As a domineering male lead, how could Sean possibly tolerate this?

His fist clenched so tightly it trembled with anger as he glared at Grace’s back.

“You dared make me angry! You’re finished!”

He said that, but did not move an inch.

He was afraid that if he rushed in and Grace hit him a few more times in front of his lackeys, he would lose all dignity for good.

The standoff lasted a while. By the time Grace had packed everything, she slung the bedding roll into her arms and headed out of the dorm.

Sean had not expected Grace to actually move out, just like he had once planned to force him to do. Did that mean Grace was scared of him?

As he was thinking that, he heard Grace speak.

“Our trash-sorting program here must be doing pretty well, huh? The four of you non-recyclable wastes can just keep living together. Bye, A, B, C, and D.”

Grace walked off in style, leaving Sean to pound furiously on the door.

“Damn it! How dare he provoke me like this! Why are you all still filming? Turn them off!”

“He wants to change dorms, does he? Fine. I’ll make it happen. Grace is going to end up worse than dead!”

Even in the hallway, Grace could still hear Sean’s impotent rage. She shrugged.

“Seriously... seeing a real-life overbearing CEO is even weirder than reading one.”

In the original story, the previous Grace had been horribly bullied after being sent to Dorm 444.

But after reading the entire book, Grace had noticed something.

In that bizarre mess of a novel, nearly everyone in the school had been affected by the Mary Sue heroine and the overbearing male lead.

Only the people in Dorm 444 had remained completely untouched by them from beginning to end.

Still insane.

Still abnormal.

Maybe it was better to join forces with the lunatics.

Carrying her pile of bedding, Grace made her way to the door of Dorm 444.

The number alone was deeply unlucky. And it seemed the entire fourth floor had no other students living on it. The hallway was empty and eerily quiet.

She reached the door, set her bedding down, and was just about to knock when she realized—

The door was not shut.

With a creak, it slowly opened on its own.

Inside, a man was in the middle of taking off his shirt and tossing it over the back of a chair.

He happened to have his back to the door, and from where Grace stood, she had a perfect view of his lean, wheat-toned back, tight with muscle. Broad shoulders. Narrow waist. The clean, defined lines of someone who obviously worked out often.

And across almost the entire span of his back stretched a vicious, jagged scar.

Grace froze.

Was this a transmigration bonus?!

Hearing the sound at the door, the man turned.

As his torso twisted, so did his chest and waist, and Grace got a full, unobstructed look at the eight sharply defined abs on his stomach...
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Grace did not consider herself a pervert, but even across both of her lives, this man’s body ranked at the very top.

His muscles were smooth and well-defined without being excessive. Eight hard abs still glistened with sweat, shining under the light with an almost indecent allure. Every line of muscle looked packed with explosive strength.

He was nothing like Sean, the original book’s male lead. This kind of physique could only come from brutal, consistent training. Bodies did not lie.

A domineering campus prince like Sean spent all day either chasing romance, getting jealous, or crushing love rivals. Where would he find the time to work out?

The only exercise that guy probably ever got in the original story was whatever happened on a mattress after graduation.

As for the man’s face, there was not a trace of softness to it.

Sharp brows drawn tight. Hard, cold features. A high nose bridge. Lips that were not especially thin, yet somehow undeniably sexy.

But even more striking than his looks was his presence.

Saying he was imposing did not begin to cover the pressure he gave off.

He merely stared at Grace with a pair of dark, frigid eyes. He did not even speak, yet that simple gaze alone made her feel the weight of him.

Grace did not meet people like this often.

Honestly, she was curious.

Tall, cold, severe, and frightening even when silent—

This had to be Xander Shaw from the original book.

There had only been a brief description of him in the book. He hated people who talked too much, caused trouble, or generally got on his nerves. Anyone who angered him would end up suffering badly.

The novel had not described Dorm 444 in much detail either.

Mostly, it had emphasized how indifferent the people there were toward the heroine. It was as though a cluster of bizarre side characters had wandered into a romance story from some entirely different genre, completely out of sync with the rest of the plot.

Grace actually liked that sort of mystery.

At the very least, this man did not seem like some love-crazed fool.

Facing Xander’s cold stare, Grace stood there with a thermos in her left hand, a suitcase in her right, an overstuffed backpack slung over her shoulders, and a rolled bundle of bedding collapsed by her feet. She smiled.

“Hey. Nice to meet you. I’m your new roommate.”

Xander found people annoying the moment they opened their mouths.

Especially the fearless weirdos.

He spoke at last, his voice low and heavy, the kind of voice that seemed able to control a room by itself.

“Get out.”

Same line as Sean. Much stronger delivery.

That was what Grace thought as she mentally beat the already-dead male lead with a stick. At the same time, she quietly wedged one foot against the doorframe.

“Can’t. If I roll away, I won’t have anywhere to sleep.”

Her things were too heavy, so she simply walked into the dorm shared by five deranged campus tyrants and set the thermos down by the wall.

The moment she finished, something in the darkness behind the door let out a soft hissing sound.

“A snake?!”

Grace jumped.

As expected of the psycho dorm. She had barely stepped inside and was already being welcomed with surprises.

Xander shot a cold glance at the lunatic who had barged into their dorm without fear, frowned slightly, then turned away to grab a towel.

He could not be bothered to waste words.

Soon enough, this idiot would run off in tears.

This dorm was not a place ordinary people could stay.

Xander headed into the bathroom to shower, and the sound of running water instantly made Grace feel strangely exhilarated.

So this counted as infiltrating the boys’ world in male disguise, huh?

It really did feel a little dangerously thrilling.

Men were bold. They just stripped without treating her like an outsider at all. So didn’t that mean their relationship had already, invisibly, advanced to a new level?

While entertaining those shameless thoughts, Grace briskly piled her things into the dorm and then went looking for wherever the snake had hidden.

“Where are you, little snakey? Hiss, hiss... Come out and play with this devastatingly handsome big brother all the girls adore.”

Grace actually liked creatures like that.

Though...

The thing being kept in this dorm was not exactly little.

As she continued hissing to lure it out, a huge emerald python—about a meter long—glided elegantly out from the doorway. Its belly skimmed the floor, and its gloomy eyes fixed on Grace.

She stared back.

The green python slowly lifted its body, its massive head and terrifying length inching closer and closer to her...

The dorm gradually fell silent.

Three minutes later, the door was pushed open.

“Now this is interesting. Sean got dealt with by some little thing today. Tsk. One punch right to the face.”

The speaker’s voice naturally curled upward at the end, sounding lazy and mocking, yet the tone itself carried a deep, magnetic quality that made it immediately distinctive.

One pale, elegant hand rested on the doorknob as he spoke to the boy behind him—a teenager wearing headphones, slightly taller than Grace but not quite one meter eighty.

The boy had a disarmingly babyish face, but he did not look like someone who smiled. His expression was serious in a way that completely clashed with his cute appearance.

The two of them stepped into the dorm, and the moment they saw what was inside, both froze.

“Hm?”

“What?”

In the dorm, a slim, androgynous, dark-haired boy was currently hugging an enormous, terrifying python.

The snake struggled wildly in his arms, clearly deeply unwilling to be held. Every so often it flicked out its red tongue and hissed furiously.

But the boy holding it looked delighted.

“Come on, Louis Green, stop hissing. A little hug won’t make you lose a piece of yourself.”

Grace had been enjoying herself when she suddenly noticed the light at the dorm entrance had changed.

She looked up and saw two handsome men standing there.

One of them looked, at first glance, exactly like the kind of “dangerously seductive and cold” male lead that appeared in novels. That had to be Harvey Wells, the man from the original story who was chased by women nonstop and rumored to have ruined enough hearts to circle the city.

In the book, the heroine had once tried to seduce Harvey. During a group lecture, she had “accidentally” spilled water on his pants, then panicked and tried to wipe it off for him.

Harvey had smiled—

and then kicked her three steps away.

Sean, the male lead, had only thrown out a few empty threats afterward and never seriously confronted him.

Still holding the python, Grace recalled that scene and met Harvey’s gaze.

His pale hand remained on the doorknob, sunlight falling over his fingers and leaving shadows that only made them look longer and more elegant.

One eyebrow lifted with amused interest, making his eyes look even more hazy and alluring.

His eyes were slightly narrow, the sort that seemed painted with rich ink, like a misty landscape. His lips looked naturally curved upward, his smile carrying a kind of arrogant charm that blended recklessness with beauty.

“You look a little familiar.”

Harvey looked Grace up and down. His gaze always seemed affectionate, as though he were naturally half in love with whoever he looked at.

Grace knew better.

People who looked that affectionate were often the most heartless of all.

Still holding the python in one arm as it struggled to escape, she raised her free hand and greeted them amicably.

“Hi. I’m the new roommate. My name’s Grace. Nice to meet you.”

Harvey understood immediately.

“Grace? The one who beat up Sean?”

Grace had not expected word of Sean getting punched to spread that fast. She thought it over carefully.

“Wouldn’t call it a full beating. Just two hits. Half a beating, maybe.”

The smile at Harvey’s lips widened. He glanced at the python in her arms, stepped two paces into the dorm, crouched beside her, and lifted a hand to stroke the python’s head as if he were petting a cat.

The python clearly disliked him too. Its body twisted like a knot of rope.

Harvey seemed to enjoy teasing it. His smile became even brighter.

“I see. Cute.”

Grace had no idea whether he was calling her cute or the snake cute.

Though the snake really was pretty cute...

She copied Harvey and tried petting it too, but the python seemed to hate her even more. It thrashed violently, hissing nonstop.

In the end, it wriggled free from her arms with its plump body and slithered into the darkness like it was fleeing for its life.

Harvey found that even more interesting and turned to Grace.

“It’s scared of you. What did you do to it?”

At that, Grace felt a little guilty.

“Well... we just had a little emotional exchange. It’s not necessarily scared of me. Maybe it simply hates me.”

Before the others had arrived, Grace had held the python firmly by the vital point below its head and given it a thorough lesson in how to behave like a proper snake.

She had honestly wanted to be friends.

But apparently the snake feared her and rejected her.

Tragic.

So forced love really did only make the other party run away?

No matter.

It could run. She could chase. It would not get away even if it grew wings.

While Grace was thinking that, a childish, milk-soft voice suddenly sounded nearby. The strange thing was that it carried almost no rise or fall at all.

“If Chloe Green dislikes someone, it won’t run away. There is a ninety-nine percent probability that you frightened it.”

“Within that ninety-nine percent probability, there is a ninety-two percent chance that you grabbed it by the weak point under the neck.”

The tone was eerie and weirdly cute at the same time.

A baby-faced cutie who was actually an emotionless type?

Grace looked up and met the gaze of the expressionless boy. His eyes were as clear as a child’s, untouched by the world, and his cheeks still had a soft trace of baby fat.

He looked adorable.

But when he spoke, he sounded like a machine.

This had to be Julian York, the genius from the novel.

Absurdly intelligent, with near-perfect scores in almost every subject since first year. But because of family issues and his own personality, he had apparently stayed in school instead of skipping grades.

Grace blinked.

This kid was way too cute.

Julian stared at her blankly. According to probability, there was a forty percent chance that Grace would remain in their dorm.

And that would not be a good thing.

Thinking of this, he spoke.

“I advise you not to stay in Dorm 444. This is not a place where you can rest—”

Before his AI-like warning could finish, Grace reached up and pinched his cheek.

The entire dorm fell silent.

Julian froze as if someone had pressed pause.

In all these years, no one had dared touch him. He was—

Grace had no idea what he was thinking. She only knew one thing.

The second she pinched his cheek, the texture was so unbelievably good that it nearly blew her mind.

So she used both hands at once, bullying the adorable boy like some creepy auntie—

No, creepy uncle.

“What did you grow up eating—pure cuteness? This face—damn, this is incredible!”

Julian went from stunned silence to slowly turning red...
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Xander stepped out of the bathroom shirtless after his shower, a towel wrapped low around his waist. Water still rolled down the sharply defined planes of his body.

His damp black hair had been swept back, exposing a clean, broad forehead, and he casually rubbed it dry with another towel in his hand.

He had assumed the person trying to move into their dorm earlier had already left.

But when he came out—

Harvey was standing by the door with that knowing, amused smile of his, as if he had stumbled upon something entertaining.

And that strange little robot-like kid was standing there with a red face while someone pinched his cheeks.

What exactly was going on?

Normally, any stranger who entered their dorm would have been bitten by that lunatic’s pet by now.

But this newcomer looked completely uninjured.

Xander thought about it for only a moment. He was not all that interested. He sat down in a chair and kept drying his hair.

Harvey noticed him immediately and glanced his way.

“So you already welcomed the new roommate?”

Xander did not stop toweling his hair. He did not even lift his head.

“No.”

Harvey shook his head. “How cold. That’s no way to welcome someone new. Grace, we’re actually very happy to have you here.”

“This dorm hasn’t had a newcomer in a long time.”

As he said that, Harvey’s expression turned almost nostalgic.

“Ever since the last roommate ran out crying and screaming, we haven’t had anyone new in two years.”

Julian, whose cheeks were still being squished, had turned pink like a ripe peach. His lips were pressed together, small and soft, and with that tender baby-faced look, he really did resemble an innocent little puppy.

He seemed embarrassed.

He just had no idea how to express embarrassment.

So he let Grace knead his face like dough for a good while without resisting. Only when Harvey finished speaking did he quietly correct him.

“It was five hundred and thirty-six days.”

Harvey nodded. “Right. Of course you’d remember exactly.”

He narrowed his already long eyes and looked at Grace, who was having far too much fun with Julian.

“Do you want to know how the previous roommate ran away?”

Without even looking up, Grace continued her wholehearted assault on the adorable boy’s cheeks and answered casually,

“The last one got bitten by the snake. The one before that was thrown out by Jasper Kingsley because he was too dirty and triggered his cleanliness obsession.”

“The one before that talked too much and got beaten half to death by Xander.”

“The one before that said he saw a ghost, had a mental breakdown, and ran out in the middle of the night.”

“And the one before that was because...”

There had only been five of them in total, and every single one had fled in collapse.

Strictly speaking, before the college entrance exams, the final member of Dorm 444 in the original plot had been Grace himself—the one who wanted to escape and could not, the one repeatedly sent back by the male lead to suffer a living hell.

Of course, now that she had transmigrated into the story, the future would be rewritten.

If the male and female leads kept acting up in front of her, she was absolutely going to deal with them.

Across from her, Harvey listened as Grace rattled off the dorm’s terrifying history as if she knew it by heart. He studied her carefully, trying to find some clue in her expression.

After all, he knew this Grace had not been thrown here to die by someone else.

He had come here looking for death on his own.

Why?

Unfortunately, there was nothing on Grace’s face except a blissful obsession with the soft squishiness of Julian’s cheeks and the pure joy of pinching them.

Harvey got nothing.

He lifted the corner of his lips and offered polite small talk.

“You seem very invested in our dorm.”

Grace responded with equally polished social flattery.

“Not at all. You’re all just so distinctive. Hard not to remember.”

In reality, all of this had been written in the novel.

Harvey said nothing more. He glanced at his phone. Those other two were probably coming back soon.

He did not mind adding someone interesting to the dorm if it meant more entertainment for him.

In fact, he rather liked the idea of having another person around. Spending every day trapped with a room full of lunatics was tiring, even for him.

Still, things never worked out the way he hoped.

Harvey curled his lips into a half-smile tinged with mischief.

“I have high hopes for you. Do your best. I’m looking forward to you officially becoming my roommate.”

Grace paused.

“You have an evaluation system here? I have to pass some test before I can qualify as a roommate?”

Julian, whose cheeks had been pinched red by now, answered in that same flat, AI-like tone. But somehow, there was the faintest trace of shyness in it after being bullied for so long.

“Mhm... Jasper and Henry Hale still need to agree.”

“Jasper...”

At that point, Julian stopped, as if he wanted to say something more but swallowed it back down.

Grace did not pay much attention. She already knew Jasper’s secret.

He had dissociative identities.

The first personality was gentle.

The second was deeply and disturbingly unstable.

At least, that was what the original book had said. It had never described the details.

The moment Julian felt Grace release his cheeks, he instinctively let out a breath of relief.

This person...

Wasn’t afraid of him?

He was strange, and he also...

Anyone who knew those things about him, other than his roommates, always stayed far away.

The probability that Grace knew his secret was... 0.7 percent.

Not zero.

Still not zero.

Thinking this over, Julian continued,

“Jasper really hates dirty things. I suggest you tidy up your bedding and keep the dorm neat.”

“Henry...”

He paused again.

Harvey cut in with a smile. “That one is too far gone. Stay away from him and you’ll be fine. As long as you don’t touch his specimens, he usually won’t bother with anything.”

The novel had not said much about Henry. Only that he was stunningly beautiful—beautiful enough to make people sigh—and so strange that no one dared approach him.

Now Grace was even more curious. Like a child full of questions, she turned to Harvey.

“Specimens? What kind of specimens?”

Harvey was about to answer when Xander, still drying his hair, finally spoke. His deep voice was as distinctive as ever.

“Why did you come to our dorm?”

Grace blinked, thought seriously, and gave him a serious answer.

“I think... I might be the same kind of person as you.”

None of the three men had expected that answer.

A moment later, the first person to laugh was actually Xander, the one who usually spoke the least.

He lowered the towel he had been using, narrowed his eyes, and examined Grace with a dangerous dark stare, as though trying to see through her surface and into whatever was underneath—or perhaps simply trying to intimidate her into leaving.

“The same kind?”

“Do you know what kind of people we are?”

Julian answered honestly.

“We’re all freaks.”

Xander:...

Harvey:...

Grace could not hold back. She reached over and pinched Julian’s soft cheek again.

“How are you this cute?”

Surrounded by a group of bizarre men, someone this harmless-looking only seemed even more adorable.

Julian tilted his head, confused. With his headphones on, he looked especially obedient.

“But we are freaks. Harvey says that all the time too.”

Harvey lifted a hand and waved lazily. Leaning against the edge of a single dorm bed with his long legs crossed, he said,

“When we call ourselves freaks, it’s teasing. But when someone else says it to our faces... well... that becomes... hmm...”

Grace took over for him.

“Then I’ll wait until I can say it to your faces.”

She hooked up the corner of her lips, smiling in that roguish, slightly wicked way of hers. When this androgynous pretty-boy smiled, it almost looked as though he were glowing.

Then she added,

“Because we’re about to be roommates anyway.”

“I don’t really care whether anyone’s a freak or not. I just know we don’t fit into this strange world around us.”

The core of this novel was a brainless romantic melodrama. The whole world inside it felt broken.

And among all of that madness, only these people—these people who had refused to go along with it—gave Grace even the slightest sense of kinship.

She knew she was talking nonsense.

But apparently...

they believed her.

From the beginning of high school, they had been labeled strange. Because of different pasts but equally terrible personalities, they had ended up together. It had been a long time since anyone had spoken to them like this.

Harvey could not help curling his lips into a smile.

Beasts did not need to be understood, and they certainly did not need to seek out their own kind.

Still, if a little lamb wanted to throw on a wolf’s skin and march into the den...

That was not entirely unacceptable.

Harvey changed his mind.

“I think having you around could be very entertaining.”

“Julian, Xander, what do you think? If the three of us vote yes, we can keep him.”

It was rare for Harvey to show this much interest. But after speaking, he looked toward Grace—only to find that the very person he had just started finding interesting was busy pinching Julian’s face again, teasing him like a child.

“When were you born? I feel like you’re younger than me. You should call me big brother.”

“Do you want me to stay? If you do, I’ll do whatever it takes to stay.”

Harvey:...

He fell silent for a moment.

Then, in a perfect example of the slippery mutability of men, he spoke again.

“I vote no.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

chapter 4

[image: ]


Grace was a woman with the script in her hands.

She did not have the protagonist’s plot armor. She was stuck in the role of a female soul wearing the identity of a male supporting character. Even so, she believed she could survive just fine.

That was what she thought before she saw Henry.

Then the door opened, and someone pushed in a large cart that reeked of formalin.

At that point, it had to be said—Dorm 444 was ridiculously huge.

Technically it was one dorm, but it looked more like three or four rooms that had been merged together. The beds were all single beds, and the desks were in a separate connected room.

It seemed like the entire fourth floor belonged only to them. Maybe all the neighboring dorms had been knocked through and combined.

Still...

pushing a cart with a soaked corpse into the dorm was too outrageous.

Grace could not make sense of it. Everyone said the not-yet-seen Jasper had a severe cleanliness obsession, so how exactly had he managed to coexist with Henry?

She stared in shock, and the hand pinching Julian’s cheek unconsciously tightened, leaving a mark on his soft skin.

Julian frowned a little, but he said nothing. If not for that tiny frown, he would have looked like a porcelain doll with no sense of pain at all.

The man pushing the cart kept his head lowered. His hair was slightly long, almost like someone from an ancient era, and he walked quickly, the wheels scraping across the floor with a sound so eerie it was practically funeral music.

Harvey let out a helpless sigh.

“You brought something like this back again?”

The man finally stopped and spoke.

His voice caught Grace by surprise. It was beautiful—beautiful in a way tinged with something naturally sinister.

“Fresh.”

Henry spoke with the slightest trace of amusement in his tone.

“Very hard to come by.”

Grace:...

One nightmare had opened the door for another. The madness went all the way down.

As she was thinking that, Henry seemed to notice her unfamiliar face and turned his head to look over.

His appearance was even more unexpected.

Beautiful. Gloomy. Morbidly exquisite.

That was Grace’s first impression.

His skin was white as snow, yet somehow even clearer than frost. His black eyes were hazy and yet so deep they were startling.

When he looked at people, it felt as though he were looking at a corpse—yet also as though he could see every single bone beneath the skin with perfect clarity.

His nose was high and elegant, the kind of bridge absurdly handsome men seemed born with.

His lips were vividly red, almost like they had just been stained with blood, standing out against his pale skin with a beauty so unforgettable it bordered on the shocking.

And yet there was not a trace of softness in him.

His long hair, tied loosely behind his head, made him look as though he had stepped straight out of an ancient novel.

He was breathtaking.

And yes—both gorgeous and completely deranged.

Grace looked at Henry, and Henry looked back at her.

He studied her for a moment, as though he had found something interesting. Then those bright red lips curved into a smile.

“Your corpse would make a beautiful masterpiece. When you die, leave your body to me so I can take it apart.”

Grace:...

After saying that, Henry did not bother to care what she thought. He simply continued pushing his horrifying cart toward the connected room beside the dorm.

Goosebumps ran over Grace’s skin.

She was not exactly afraid of death anymore now that she had already transmigrated, but this was way too abnormal even by her standards.

Once Henry was gone, she finally spoke.

“That was... a corpse? He brought a corpse into the dorm?”

Harvey was the chattiest of the bunch, so he answered with a nod.

“He should be done dealing with it before evening. Don’t worry.”

Grace felt that this was not really a question of whether to worry.

Why was that lunatic already eyeing her future corpse?

That kind of thing gave people very strange ideas.

A person could be ungrounded, sure, but they should not be directly tethered to the underworld.

To be honest, Grace did feel a tiny bit intimidated.

Still, the thought of sleeping at night with a corpse not far away...

Well.

That was definitely one hell of a thrill.

Her expression turned conflicted.

Harvey sighed. “If you really can’t handle it, go back.”

If this was enough to scare her off, then what was the point? How boring.

His interest faded immediately. He climbed onto his bed, planning to get some rest. He had not slept well the night before, so he had found two women to keep him company.

He was still tired.

Harvey prepared to sleep. Xander kept drying his hair, though he subtly turned in another direction.

Corpses were a little bad luck, even for him.

From the next room came a series of strange noises. Grace did not dare look, but just hearing them was enough to paint a gruesome picture in her mind.

Then she suddenly remembered something.

“Who keeps the snake? Jasper?”

Lying on the bed with both hands tucked behind his head, Harvey rested with his eyes closed and answered lazily,

“Mhm... If you’re leaving, do it quickly. Don’t waste time.”

Grace was baffled.

“Why would I leave? And besides Jasper, everyone’s here now, right? Henry didn’t object. He even said something very friendly to me. That means I can stay, doesn’t it?”

The three men present all froze for a moment.

Even Xander paused in the middle of drying his hair. Sitting straight-backed in his chair, all smooth muscle lines and rigid posture, he genuinely wondered whether he had heard her correctly.

“Something friendly?”

Grace nodded. “Yeah. He said when I die, he wants to dissect my corpse. Doesn’t that basically mean he wants me to stay?”

Harvey turned his head slightly to look at her. His narrowed eyes looked hazy, as though a layer of teasing smoke floated in them. He stared at her for a long moment before finally smiling.

“Mhm. Your bed is the one by the window. Move your things over yourself.”

“Got it.”

She had not fully broken into the dorm’s inner circle yet, but she had already claimed a bed. Grace was deeply satisfied.

She quickly dragged her bedding roll over to the bed by the window.

Watching her bustle around so enthusiastically, Julian could not understand it at all.

Everyone else who came to their dorm looked like they wanted to die.

Even the teachers doing dorm inspections never came here.

So why was this person so happy?

The probability that Grace was also a freak: one hundred percent.

After reaching that conclusion, Julian still walked over to help her make the bed.

Grace had not expected him to help. Looks like the people in this dorm were actually pretty nice.

As she spread out the mattress pad, she lifted a hand and ruffled Julian’s hair.

“Thanks, Julian.”

Julian blinked.

“By age, I’m older than you by sixty-eight days. I’m the older brother.”

Grace laughed and pressed a finger lightly to the center of his forehead. The tips of her dark hair swayed with the motion, and the bright smile on her face seemed to flicker right in front of his eyes.

“Julian, age isn’t the only thing that matters. For example, I’m more top than you.”

By now, Grace had completely and naturally slipped into the role of a “male character.” She did not feel at all like she was disguising herself as a man.

In a way, maybe that was a form of camouflage too.

Julian frowned faintly.

“Top?”

Xander watched Grace interacting with Julian while slowly continuing to dry his hair.

She had moved in.

That was all. Just moved in.

Nothing worth caring about.

Harvey also treated it as a passing episode and gradually fell asleep on his bed.

Everyone busied themselves with their own things. After Grace finished making her bed, she rested for a while too.

There were still afternoon classes to attend.

When she woke up, Julian and Xander were gone. Harvey was still asleep, and Henry was still in the other room doing who knew what.

Grace washed her face and headed off to class.

This school was a strict boarding academy. Tuition was expensive, the rules were many, and every year a large number of students got into top universities.

Most students walked to class in groups by dorm. Grace, by herself, stood out a little.

But that was nothing.

Because the bigger issue was this—

By the time she reached the classroom for the first class of her post-transmigration life, the entire class was already looking at her strangely.

“That’s Grace. He’s disgusting! He harassed Amelia!”

“Sean let him off easy, and he still goes around spreading rumors and even hit Sean. He’s the worst!”

“Exactly. How can someone with morals that rotten even be in our class?”

Grace had no interest in listening to that idiocy. Following the original book’s description, she finally found her seat. But before she could sit down, two girls stumbled their way over to block her.

Grace Carter in front had a high ponytail and the bearing of a female warrior. She glared at Grace furiously.

“Grace! I’m the one who talked behind your back, so why did you go after Amelia?!”

“And what if I said a few bad things about you? Are you even a man? You don’t even have that much grace?”
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The entire class watched as the two girls stood in front of Grace, and several of them looked uneasy.

“Don’t get too close to Grace. He’s like a cockroach—completely unreasonable!”

“Get Amelia away from him. That guy’s insane!”

“Hey, Grace, I’m warning you! Girls are innocent. Since you’re a man, at least act like one!”

Grace remained perfectly calm.

She was not a man, so why exactly did she need to show a man’s generosity?

She did not even have a man’s stomach, so where was that supposed “capacity” meant to come from?

She tossed her backpack onto the desk, stretched lazily, and did not even bother responding to the ponytailed Grace.

Grace’s brows twisted together in fury.

“You! What kind of attitude is that? I’m talking to you!”

Grace sat down and glanced at her with a lazy lift of the brow. The corners of her lips naturally tilted upward, giving her smile a slightly wicked edge. In an impatient, careless voice, she said,

“You’re talking to me? So what? You want me to hit you?”

The ponytailed girl looked stunned.

“I was talking to you and you didn’t even listen?!”

Grace said,

“I never listen to dogs barking... Sorry, that insults dogs. Your kind is harder to define. The things coming out of your mouth don’t even sound like they belong to a carbon-based lifeform, so I’m not sure how I’m supposed to respond.”

The ponytailed girl’s face flushed with anger.

“You insulted me?! You actually insulted me?!”

Grace found it funny. Leaning back in her chair with both hands behind her head, she said lazily,

“You insult me, but I’m not allowed to insult you back? Is your gender gold-plated? Did you buy anti-insult insurance or something?”

“If you want to play gender war, take it online and scream at strangers for three days straight. Don’t come annoy me.”

After saying that, Grace started to feel sleepy. She had already forgotten the ponytailed girl’s name and had not paid enough attention to care. Anyone under the heroine’s influence had a very high probability of being brainless anyway.

Honestly, Grace believed a lot of romance novel leads came with more than just protagonist halo effects.

They also emitted an idiot beam.

A force field that seemed to lower the intelligence of everyone around them.

Every time she had read one of these brainless novels, the number of angry comments she left insulting the book and the author had nearly exceeded the word count of the novel itself.

Right now, she did not want to say another word. She hoped the other side would have enough sense to leave.

Clearly, Grace had still been too young, too simple.

The ponytailed girl’s face flushed red with fury, and finally the original heroine, Amelia—who had been waiting for her best friend to defend her—spoke.

“Grace... I’m sorry. We were a little harsh. But Sylvia Young didn’t mean it. She didn’t do it on purpose.”

Grace glanced at the original heroine.

To be fair, as the heroine, her looks were genuinely good.

Amelia had pale skin, round eyes, and soft, plump lips. From the face alone, she looked like a china doll.

Or, to put it another way, from the face alone she looked like a very pretty corpse.

Grace personally thought Amelia’s appearance would make her a much better match for Henry from Dorm 444.

That whole overbearing school-prince plotline was outdated. Wouldn’t a tragically twisted romance with a beautiful psychopath be much more interesting?

Then again, with Amelia’s intelligence, she would probably be dead within a second.

Thinking that, Grace smiled brightly at Amelia.

That smile made a chill run through Amelia’s body. Her slender frame trembled slightly like a startled deer.

The effect was immediate.

The protective instinct of the entire class was triggered.

Three or four boys stood up and rushed to Amelia’s side.

“Grace, that’s enough!”

Grace looked baffled.

“I haven’t even said anything. How is it already enough?”

The boys:...

Amelia bit her lip. Her soft hair fell over her shoulders as she said in a pitiful, delicate voice,

“You don’t need to worry about me. It’s fine. There may just be some misunderstanding between Grace and me.”

“He may have misunderstood me—”

Grace cut her off.

“There is no misunderstanding. Stay away from me.”

She had no interest in being exposed to the idiocy beam any more than necessary.

Amelia:...

The day before, Grace had supposedly flirted with Amelia and ended up targeted by Sean because of it.

But the way Grace was looking at Amelia now...

It was less like looking at a girl he liked and more like looking at a pile of—

well.

Waste.

The disgust was completely undisguised.

That wounded Amelia deeply.

Still biting her lip, she saw that Grace had already closed her eyes and was refusing even to look at her.

Tears gathered in Amelia’s eyes. In a voice both stubborn and brave, she said,

“I understand. I’m sorry for bothering you, Grace.”

Then, with tears in her eyes, she ran out of the classroom.

Grace knew exactly what that was called.

A dramatic tearful exit.

Amelia was gone, leaving behind an entire classroom full of hostile stares aimed at Grace.

Now she understood.

This classroom was the original heroine’s headquarters of idiocy.

So what was this?

Had she infiltrated enemy territory?

Sylvia, the best friend who had started all of this by standing up for Amelia, had a face red with rage. She glared at Grace viciously.

“What did Amelia ever do wrong? How could you bully her like this?! Don’t you know how cute she is, how kind she is, how pitiful she is? How could you treat her like this?!”

Grace stared at Sylvia quietly for a moment, then recalled the relevant plot.

The original heroine, Amelia, was an illegitimate daughter. Her mother had lived a difficult life, and the two of them had depended on each other since childhood. As a result, Amelia had a very strong sense of pride.

At this point in the story, she had just been brought back into her father’s family.

As an illegitimate child, she was disliked and cold-shouldered by the family’s legitimate daughter.

But Amelia had Sean, the overbearing CEO type, doting on her, and she also had Lapdogs One, Two, and Three rushing to protect her and solve every problem for her.

So every single time she was bullied, or did something stupid, a fresh batch of men would appear to defend her.

In the end, Amelia married into wealth, gained her father’s love, and inherited everything in the family.

Her mother also successfully rose from mistress to respected wife.

Meanwhile, her half-sister died horribly—gang-raped, thrown into the sea—and even her biological mother’s gravestone was destroyed.

... God.

The plot was so absurd Grace wanted to comment on it, but had absolutely no idea where to begin. Her expression darkened.

This scene had never even happened in the original book.

Because by now, Grace had already been beaten nearly half to death by Sean and ostracized into misery.

Sylvia mistook Grace’s silence for being persuaded. She sneered.

“Hurry up and apologize to Amelia! Don’t hurt her. She’s already suffered enough! Go apologize to her—and apologize to Sean too! Otherwise your whole family is going to be destroyed!”

Grace:...

“Being brainless isn’t the real issue. The solution is just to remove the brain entirely.”

She rubbed her temples. She still had not adjusted to the deranged tone and logic of this novel’s world.

Then she continued,

“I’m warning you to stay away from me. Otherwise I really will hit you. You’re unbelievably annoying.”

After a long struggle, the members of the heroine’s little support squad finally left, still cursing under their breath.

Grace sat in her seat and let out a long sigh.

“So annoying. Why do they talk so much?”

But was that the end of it?

Of course not.

In a romance novel, the price of making an enemy of the heroine was even worse than Grace had imagined.

She had read other transmigration novels before. Normally, once someone transmigrated, they became the new protagonist, right? At the very least, they got some plot privilege.

Grace got none.

She was still a textbook villain.

Worse—she felt like the entire “will of the world” itself was trying to reject her.

The class bell rang.

And Mr. Harold Foster who walked onto the platform nearly made Grace get up and leave.

Because this one was another member of the heroine’s fan club.

The original book had not even spared the handsome teachers. It had included a refined, elegant teacher secretly in love with Amelia.

His name was Yvette Young.

A restrained, abstinent-type handsome man with a scholarly face, a gentle smile, and underneath it all, a vicious and calculating heart.

After hearing that Amelia had been bullied, he had actually switched classes with another teacher just so he could come teach Grace’s class in person and make an example out of him.

Standing at the podium, Yvette adjusted his gold-rimmed glasses and looked toward Grace, who was half-dozing in the back row. A faint smile curved his lips.

“Student Grace, sleeping in class is a violation of classroom discipline.”

“Ten points deducted.”

“Fighting earns another ten-point deduction. Write a ten-thousand-word self-criticism, and tomorrow morning during the school exercise session, you will read it aloud to the entire school.”

At that, Grace’s temper finally flared.

“I’m not writing it.”

Yvette smiled mildly.

“Of course. Then we’ll simply put it on your permanent record. College entrance results depend on overall school performance too. It would be unfortunate if your exam score turned out fine, only for your regular record to drag you down.”

As one of the original plot’s male supporting characters, Yvette was high-ranking, powerful, connected everywhere, and basically the most influential person in the school. Even Principal Richard Coleman listened to him.

Was that logical?

Do not ask.

This was a romance novel. The male lead committed crimes every day and still got acquitted by love itself. In this universe, existence was justification.

Grace took a deep breath.

She still could not leave school—not unless she wanted to drop out and become a street thug.

This school, this world, its rotten rules—

all of it was enough to make her furious.

Seeing the anger in her eyes, Yvette felt deeply satisfied.

She had dared bully gentle, innocent Amelia. What was this tiny punishment worth, compared to that?

He went on,

“Since there’s no issue, let’s continue class. Starting today, I’ll be teaching your mathematics. Grace, where did your previous teacher stop yesterday?”

Grace said nothing.

Yvette smiled again.

“You don’t listen in class, and you still call yourself a student? Look around. Who here isn’t better than you?”

That did it.

Grace shot to her feet, ready to say something—

when the classroom door was suddenly knocked on.

Then, without waiting for permission, it was pushed open.

The man standing outside tilted up the corner of his lips. His low, magnetic, slightly husky voice carried a natural, dangerous charm.

“Oh? Class is in session? Looks like I’m not late after all.”

He was only standing there, yet someone in the room audibly sucked in a breath.

“Harvey! It’s Harvey from that dorm! Why is he here?!”

“My god... it’s that devil...”

Harvey smiled with obvious amusement. His gaze swept over Yvette on the platform, then landed on Grace, whose face was flushed with anger.

And then he smiled.

“I’m here to see my little roommate.”

“I transferred into this class. From now on, we’re classmates. Grace—surprised? Happy?”
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Grace was genuinely surprised.

No matter how she looked at it, she had never expected Harvey to suddenly show up in her classroom.

According to the original plot, everyone in Dorm 444 had been assigned to different classes. They barely spoke in class, no teachers or students dared provoke them, and they themselves could not be bothered to deal with anyone.

But now Harvey had walked straight into her class.

That meant one of the book’s villains had forcibly inserted himself into the original heroine’s storyline.

Grace said nothing. Harvey merely lifted a brow.

Standing in the classroom doorway, he looked like a scene all by himself.

He was not even wearing the school uniform. Instead, he had on an obviously expensive set of casual clothes. His brows were tilted with effortless arrogance, his features so sharp and precise they looked sculpted by hand, and even when he smiled, his eyes still carried that hazy, seductive look.

Clearly, though, the entire class was afraid of him.

Even Yvette could not help knitting his brows tightly. Adjusting his glasses, he said to Harvey,

“Student Harvey, transferring classes requires an application. The school assigns students to classes according to the school’s arrangement.”

Harvey could not be bothered to respond properly. He simply walked toward Grace with that lazy smile still on his face.

“An arrangement, huh? I already arranged myself. I feel like I belong with Grace’s kind.”

As he spoke, he reached Grace’s desk and sat down in the empty seat beside her, smiling all the while.

Because Grace had offended Amelia, everyone in class disliked her and avoided her. Someone had originally been seated beside her, but that student had already moved.

Which worked out perfectly for Harvey.

After sitting down, he dropped his bag on the desk and winked at Grace.

“What a coincidence.”

Grace had no idea what Harvey was thinking, but in that moment, he looked like a good man to her.

A real one.

She nodded hard, feeling the kind of comradeship usually reserved for revolutionary brothers-in-arms.

“What a coincidence! Good brother!”

Harvey paused for a second, then his smile turned even more playful.

“Whether I’m good is debatable. But you being entertaining is definitely true.”

Grace automatically ignored the “entertaining” part and interpreted it instead as, “You really are a good person.”

Touched, she said,

“What’s truly good is when you’re good, I’m good, and everybody’s good. Good brother!”

Harvey froze slightly, then let out a low chuckle.

“Oh? Maybe.”

The truth was, Harvey had come because he had realized being around Grace made things interesting.

He had absolutely no interest in standing up for anyone.

But nobody in the class saw it that way.

Yvette’s brows nearly knotted themselves together, and his lips pressed into a hard line. Still, in his mind, things finally made sense.

So this was why Grace had suddenly become so arrogant—arrogant enough to bully Amelia.

She had hooked up with those disgusting lunatics from that dorm.

How pathetic.

Did she really think that group would protect her?

In Yvette’s eyes, Grace was nothing more than a dog being toyed with.

At that thought, his brow relaxed. Picking up his book, he said,

“Since Student Harvey wants to join us, then of course we should welcome our new classmate. Everyone, give him a round of applause.”

The classroom filled with clapping.

Grace could tell most of it came from fear. Though among some of the girls—Sylvia, for example, Bethany Stone—the looks directed at Harvey were downright predatory.

Right.

Harvey was supposedly the type of rich, flirtatious nobleman who never turned anyone away.

Could Sylvia be interested in him?

Would he reject her?

Then again, whether he did or not had nothing to do with her. She needed to focus on class first. She still did not know whether the curriculum in this era matched the one from her original world. She had no desire to become an academic failure.

Grace quickly gathered her thoughts and actually began listening seriously.

Harvey rested his chin on his hand and watched her, the smile at his lips never fading.

He found Grace more and more interesting.

She had punched Sean, made Amelia cry, turned the whole class against her—

and she was still listening attentively in class?

Her nerves really were made of steel.

As Harvey was mulling that over, Yvette was not done stirring things up.

He wrote a problem on the board and looked down from the platform.

“Who would like to solve this problem? Grace, you can answer it.”

He did not even give anyone else time to react before calling directly on her.

Harvey glanced at Yvette. Yvette responded with a cold smile.

A message passed silently between them.

Yvette: Don’t think you’re special. I can target your people just the same.

Harvey only swept him with one indifferent look. Those hazy eyes of his clearly did not take Yvette seriously at all.

He was here to watch the show.

To add a little amusement to his boring life.

And besides, he was genuinely curious about how Grace would respond.

The dorm’s snake had been subdued by her and slithered away obediently whenever it saw her. She had watched Henry drag in a corpse and looked almost excited.

Was this man really fearless—

or just a little unhinged?

The thought deepened the smile in Harvey’s eyes.

Grace, on the other hand, was not thinking that far ahead. She stared at the problem on the board while mentally digging through the “system” of original-plot knowledge in her head.

What kind of useless original book was this?!

There were no answers to the practice problems.

No exam questions.

No actual academic content whatsoever.

So the author had written a school novel without bothering to write anything about studying?

Grace went numb.

Truly numb.

She sighed and rose to her feet.

“As expected. If you want to live well, you’ve got to do it yourself.”

Seeing her stand, Yvette shifted his attention away from Harvey and back to Grace. His brows drew together again.

“Grace, you’re going to answer this question?”

Grace nodded. “Mm. The answer is seventeen root three. You need two formulas.”

As she spoke, she rolled up her sleeves.

“Want me to go to the board and work it out?”

Yvette froze for a moment.

He studied Grace’s face carefully.

Grace lifted her head and met his gaze, then said lazily,

“Teacher, do I have the words ‘failing student’ written on my face?”

Yvette answered on instinct, “No.”

“If I don’t, then how dare you call on me? Weren’t you afraid I’d slap you in the face with the answer?”

Grace very much wanted to stretch.

These days, if you did not have a few skills, how could you dare transmigrate into a novel?

Before crossing over, she had gotten excellent grades, been good at sports, and if she thought about it carefully, life had treated her pretty well—

except for the minor detail of being killed by a flowerpot that fell from the neighbor’s balcony.

Mostly, Grace was just extremely competitive.

Whenever she saw something she disliked, she wanted to speak up. Then she would get challenged. Then she would go learn the other person’s specialty and use sheer ability to smack them in the face.

She was the type who refused to lose.

A lifelong fighter.

People like that always ended up collecting all kinds of skills.

Yvette had never expected Grace to talk back like this. Even his handsome, scholarly face could barely conceal the dark expression rising underneath.

“I’m your teacher. I wasn’t deliberately making things difficult for you.”

“But I want to deliberately make things difficult for you.”

With one hand in her pocket, Grace yawned lazily and walked up to the platform. As she passed Yvette, she stopped for a second.

They stood back-to-back, facing opposite directions.

Yvette’s refined face had already begun to show unconcealed anger, while Grace faced the blackboard, curved her lips, and said in a voice just loud enough to carry,

“I didn’t want to make trouble for you either. But you insisted on making trouble for me.”

“I only just managed to get accepted into Dorm 444 today. Don’t make me lose face in front of my roommates.”

Then she picked up the chalk and wrote the solution across the board in a rapid blur.

When she finished, she casually added another problem beneath it.

“Teacher, I don’t know this one. Why don’t you explain it to me?”

What Grace wrote was a world-class mathematics problem: the Seetapun conjecture, which in her original world had been solved by the Chinese prodigy Ryu Kim from Liaoning.

She had a reason for choosing it.

Judging by the publication time of the original book, Ryu had not yet solved
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