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    Prologue


The game was great. 

Tetris, where you match blocks. 

Super Mario, where you stomp on turtles to kill them. 

Galaxy Craft, a Korean traditional game. 

And countless other games on Steam, consoles, and mobile devices…

Covering them all~ 

I enjoyed most of my life playing games and loved them so much that I became a game developer. 

With such a big dream, I entered the game industry… 

Only to die from overwork. 

What a bummer. 

Still, somehow, I was reincarnated into this world. 

In this new life, I swore I wouldn’t do anything like game development again. 

But as I tried to feed my master and fellow disciples, the only thing I knew was game development, so I ended up doing it again. 

However… 

“Line block! Disciple! Give me the line block!!”


“Killing Aerys! Are you even human to do that?!”

“Look at this! Didn’t Jim unify the continent! Jim is truly the emperor who will unify the Three Kingdoms!”

“Hahaha! Beans taste better when peeled!!”

“Gacha is a bad for civilization! It’s war!”

The world history began to flow in a strange direction.



 
  
    Chapter 1: Teacher’s Day


After working as a game developer for 30 years and dying from overwork, I was reincarnated in another world. 

Due to memories from my past life, my childhood was nothing short of confusion. 

The boundary between reality and fantasy was blurry, and distinguishing between dreams and reality was difficult. 

And beyond that, the world was even more chaotic.

After realizing who I was following a war and the death of my parents that I couldn’t remember, the first thing I saw was… children in an orphanage waiting for the day to die with eyes as dead as mine.

I failed again in this life, should I just die?

As I was considering accepting death indifferently, I met my mentor.

“You’re talented, become my disciple!”

It was the first meeting between me and my mentor.

That day, I, Yuren became the apprentice of High Elf Archmage ‘Irene’.

Fifteen years have passed since then.

Just as my mentor said, I had talent. 

Magic was the art of reconstructing the world using mana. 

Thanks to my experience in my past life programming games in various languages like C, C++, C#, I was able to quickly understand and learn magic. 

Thanks to that, at the age of 20, fifteen years later, I became a Grade 1 Mage.

I, Yuren, the young mage with silver hair, disciple of the Great Archmage ‘Irene’ and the practical manager of the Irene School.

Writing it like this might make it seem like I had a successful life.

Yes, just by looking at the title, it seems like I succeeded.

Just by looking at the title.

Yuren, facing execution again. Will it be nothing serious this time?”

In the office of the Irene School of Magic,

There was Jiren, scratching his orange hair nervously.

I calmly talked to him as if someone sentenced to death.

“You still have a long way to go, Jiren. Don’t you trust our master?”

“Th-that’s right! It won’t be anything serious this time, right!?”

Jiren and I have handled many things under the guidance of Master Irene, so it wasn’t hard to understand why he was so nervous.

While sipping coffee calmly, I said,

“Sigh… There will definitely be trouble. Let’s just hope it’s something we can handle today…”

“Uwaaaah!!!”

At my words, Jiren collapsed on the floor.

It’s easier to give up like me, Jiren…

As I was enjoying the sunny weather by looking out the window, suddenly the door opened.

Bang!

“Yuren! Jiren! Master is here!”

With her red hair fluttering, Karen, the female mage, entered the room with the door wide open.

Finally, she has arrived.

I finished the remaining coffee calmly and stood up.

“Well then, let’s go for overtime, Jiren.”

“Yes…”

Together with Jiren and Karen, I went to greet the master.

At the entrance of the school building were three carriages, and the master was waving to us.

“I’m back, my disciples!”

“Welcome back, Master. Thank you for your hard work at the regular meeting of the Magic Association.”

“It’s nothing. It was a pleasant meeting this time!”

Master Irene, who looked exactly the same as fifteen years ago, was smiling and waving at us.

I smiled back and… carried out the inspection.

“Alright, everyone, let’s start the inspection. Proceed!”

“Proceed!!!”

“Eh!? Disciples!”

At my words, disciples from our school including Jiren and Karen rushed to the master’s carriage.

While checking all the documents, magical tools, and remaining travel expenses in the carriage, Jiren said,

“Yuren, we’re short 3 million gold on the plan.”

3 million gold would be around 3 million won according to the standard of my past life. 

Unexpectedly high expenses?

I looked silently at the master.

“Master?” 

“Uh… I mean, seeing those beggars and children, they’re just too pitiful, so I couldn’t help myself…”

The master couldn’t meet my eyes and hesitated to speak.

I could imagine without being told.

Our kind-hearted master always takes care of beggars and children, providing them with whatever they need. 

Last time, she bought all the bread from the bakery and distributed it. 

The amount spent then was 2.8 million gold.

She must have done something similar this time.

“But still, Master, 3 million gold is too much. Please try to limit it to 500,000 gold next time.”

“Okay! Understood, disciple.”

But this amount was manageable. 

With my emergency funds, I could handle it.

Okay, one issue resolved!

In the meantime, Karen found something in the documents.

“Yuren! There are two additional contracts aside from the discussions we had earlier.”

“What? Show me!”

Karen handed me the additional contracts, which included two tasks not discussed during the meeting:

[Production of disposable large-capacity dust cleaning magic artifacts]

[Production of 20 burn healing potions]

I glanced calmly at my master once again.

“Master, what are these?”

“Well, uh… Juel mentioned that there are tasks remaining to be done within the next couple of days…”

I didn’t need to see it to imagine.

Juel, from the Ore Magic School, was an acquaintance of our master whom I had met several times. 


He was 97 years old this year and was rumored to be on the brink of death in the next couple of days. 

Probably, he couldn’t finish the tasks contracted during this time, so he passed them on to our master.

“Surely it’s not for free?”

“This… This time, it’s not for free! We agreed to receive the remaining payment!”

The master showed me the contract, which indeed stated that we would receive the agreed payment. 

But…

“Master, these are projects with upfront payments. We should receive the upfront payments as well.”

“Well, yes, but Juel is really in a tight spot. Let’s do this for him, okay, disciple?”

Perhaps it wasn’t Juel who discussed this with our master but someone beneath him, likely Julia. 

That lazy person probably threw the tasks to our master because didn’t want to deal with them.

I’ll have to give a good scolding next time.

Juel was someone I knew well, and the tasks were within the range I could handle with a day or so of effort… well, not exactly easy, but manageable.

In any case, it fell within my expectations.

“Alright, I’ll take care of it.”

“Hehe! Thank you, disciple!”

The master smiled like an angel as I spoke.

Unable to bear seeing such an angelic master, I averted my gaze.

Truly, our master was too angelic.

During this exchange, the inspection seemed to have ended, and the reporting began.

“Anything else?”

“Nothing more!”

“Nothing here.”

“Nothing out of the ordinary here, either.”

After checking all the carriages, only two issues were found!? 

Did this make any sense?

I asked once again.

“Nothing else? Are you sure?”

“Yes! Nothing else, Yuren.”

“Really. We checked three times.”

In our Irene School of Magic, there’s something called “Master’s Day.” 

It’s not a day for giving presents to the master but rather a day whenwe handle the accidents brought back from the magic association meetings.

Whenever our master attends one of these meetings, on average, about five incidents occur. 

Tasks like [Providing potions for the outbreak in the Gilbert region] or [Pruning the royal garden], which go beyond imagination, are common and usually require us to work for about a month.

Two years ago, when we had to [Supply rations to the border unit], I thought I was going to die. 

That was when I realized that there were things in life harder than game development.

But… But!

With just a bit of my emergency funds and a day of hard work on my own, the Master’s Day would be over. 

I couldn’t contain my excitement at the happy reality.

“Everyone! After today’s work, it’s barbecue time!!”

“Wowww!!”

“Today, we can eat meat grilled by my disciple! Exciting!!”

In this world, there were pigs and pork belly. 

However, instead of being consumed, the pork belly was used for making pig oil and wasn’t commonly used for food.

I couldn’t tolerate such wastefulness. 

That day, I purchased a large amount of pork belly and showed our master and mages a whole new world.

It included aged kimchi and ssamjang made with magic using cabbage, beans, and peppers from this world.

Since then, pork belly became a regular menu item for our school’s gatherings. 

Although aged kimchi and ssamjang were limited, it was fine to have them on such joyous occasions.

I should also bring out the wine I’ve been saving!

While thinking about the enjoyable dinner gathering, when our master and disciples would be delighted, a large carriage carrying something was seen in the distance.

What’s that carriage?

Suddenly, a ominous feeling rushed over me.

“Excuse me, is this the Irene School of Magic?”

“Yes… but why?”

After a while, the worker from the arriving carriage spoke.

Until now, whenever someone said something like that in the Irene School of Magic, a disaster would inevitably follow. 

Because of this, everyone, including myself, glared at the worker.

The worker, flustered but dutiful, carried out the task.

“I’ve brought the contracted small magic artifacts. So, in total… 10,000 pieces.”

“10,000 small magic artifacts!? Who would…”

“We didn’t order such a thing.”

A magic artifact referred to a small glass bead-sized magical item that allowed ordinary people to use simple magic stored by a magician. 

It was one of the innovations in this world, like a mobile phone, primarily used for storing communication spells in the military or laundry spells for household use.

When we were dumbfounded by these mysterious piles of artifacts, we heard our master’s voice.

“Ah! Have they arrived? My disciples, I obtained these for free this time!”

“For free!?”

There’s no such thing as free in this world. 

Moreover, the cost of producing 10,000 small magic artifacts would be at least over 100 million gold.

Who would give those away for free?

“Yeah, the Grey School didn’t want to use these small artifacts anymore, so they asked us to take them. Look at this contract!”

The Grey School! 

It was the magic guild that our master had once been scammed by when purchasing potions. 

Of course, this time, our master was thorough with the contract, showing it to us. 

It clearly stated that we would receive them for free as long as we paid for the shipping costs.

“How about that, free stuff, right!”

“Wow, Master, that’s amazing!”

“Well, this is all thanks to my usual virtue!”

Other mages looked at our master with eyes full of respect.

If they were shipped from the capital to here, it would cost about 1 million gold for transportation alone. 

But, if we stored magic in these small artifacts and sold them, we could earn at least around 300 million gold.

These guys wouldn’t do something that would cause them to lose money…

While I was contemplating this incomprehensible situation, the worker neatly summarized the situation for us.

“Then, I’ll come back in four months to collect the transportation fee of 500 million gold. Have a good day.”

“Wait! 500 million gold for transportation fees!?”

“Yes, it’s written here in the contract.”

The contract given to me by the worker indeed stated: 

[Transportation fee: 500 million gold – Grey Guild].

She was scammed.

It’s a double contract scam.

They played a prank with the transportation fee!


Uwaaaaaaaah!

My… My blood pressure… my sanity…

“Yuren, snap out of it! Yuren!”

“Disciple! Wake up! You can’t die! Disciple!!”

That day, for the first time, I fainted on Master’s Day.



 
  
    Chapter 2: Time to go back


The next day was when I regained consciousness. 

An investigation was conducted into what happened when I fainted, and the situation was as follows:


	Two months ago, war-related information entered the Grey School.

	Anticipating war specializations, the Grey School purchased a large quantity of small-sized gemstones.

	However, when the war was cancelled, the small gemstones became useless.

	Our master was somehow selected during a magic association meeting to somehow make up for the loss!



Those bastards from the Grey School, I will definitely get back at you someday.

Once I grasped the situation, I gathered with the master and the mages in the office.

Karen, who was the first to realize the seriousness of the situation, spoke with a worried expression, “What should we do, Master Yuren?”

To be honest, the situation was serious. 

Our School was poor. 

We did more interesting and helpful things for the world than lucrative ones. 

Sometimes, when we received lucrative contracts and had some extra money, it quickly disappeared due to various expenses, and when the master brought in new mages from the orphanage, it all vanished.

Our financial situation was like walking on a tightrope, that was the financial situation of the Irene School.

But suddenly, we were burdened with a debt of 500 million. 

It was more serious than the incident with the [Border Corps Supplying Food]. 

“What should we do? We must resolve this,” I said, as I couldn’t just stand by.

As the administrator of the Irene School, I had to resolve this situation as the head of the entire School. 

“Karen, go to the bank and check for us what gold we can negotiate and the loan limit.”

“Yes! Master Yuren!” 

Karen promptly responded, as if she had anticipated my instructions, and immediately dashed out.

It was touching to see how smart Karen had grown up to be. 

But now wasn’t the time for such sentiments.

“Jiren, go to the Merchant Guild and find out about the current market price for small gemstones and also their suppliers.”

“Got it. Master!”

Jiren followed suit. 

Given his frequent visits to the Merchant Guild with me, he should be able to accurately determine the price and suppliers.

“Master, please handle the tasks assigned to us by the other mages.”

“Understood, disciple!”

There were roughly 23 tasks commissioned to our School. 

While some of them were assigned to me, Karen, and Jiren, if the master and the other mages worked together, we could handle at least some of them.

“I will go to the Lawyer Guild now to investigate the cancellation of contracts. Let’s all stay strong. As always, we can handle this. Fighting!”

With that, I also joined in. 

Flying to the Lawyer Guild, I contacted Jerry, a lawyer I was acquainted with, and upon arrival, I explained the situation to him.

Jerry examined the contracts seriously and his expression turned grave.

“Jerry, is there really no way?”

“I’m sorry, Master Yuren, but this seems difficult.”

Jerry’s conclusion was bleak. 

“The Grey School played their cards well. They exploited a loophole in the imperial law that imposes transportation fees from the starting point of shipment. The starting point for gemstones stated in the contract is not the capital, but the border city known for war, ‘Kasia.'”

“The starting point for gemstone shipment on the documents is the border city ‘Kasia.’ 

If they had successfully transported from there to here, the exact amount would be 520 million gold.

Realizing the amount, I had to be cautious. 

The Grey School’s actions, demanding only that amount with a contract, their intention was clear. 

Even if we went to the imperial court, they would argue that it was not fraud but a legitimate transaction.

“If we go to the imperial court, the worst-case scenario would be that we have to bear the entire production cost of the gemstones plus the transportation costs.”

“I see. Understood.”

If we went to court, we would likely be seen as the villains. 

To anyone, it would seem like the bad guys were us, the Irene School, trying not to pay even the legitimate transportation fees after getting gemstones for free as part of a legitimate deal with the Grey School.

Of course, if we could prove that the gemstones were not transported from Kasia, the story would change. 

But the Grey School was associated with the guilds involved. 

Proving it wouldn’t be easy, especially since those who made the gemstones and those who transported them were all people from the Grey School.

At least, four months would be insufficient.

When I came out of the lawyer guild without any progress, I received a call from Karen through the crystal communication. 

With a gloomy expression, Karen spoke.

“Master, I’ve checked with the bank, and it seems like the best option is to calculate all of Irene School’s operating expenses and interest for the past four months… it’s… 100 million gold.”

“100 million gold! Is that all?”

“Yes. With the war bonds turning into scraps, even the bank is having a hard time…”

“Ah… I see. Alright, thanks for your hard work, Karen.”

Upon seeing my expression, Karen spoke hesitantly.

“I’m sorry, Master.”

“What’s there to apologize for, Karen? We’ll definitely find a solution somehow. Let’s head back home.”

“Yes… Master.”

After spending a day resting in the lawyer guild village and doing some further investigation, I received a call from Jiren. 

As expected, it wasn’t good news.

“Master, there’s big trouble! The market is flooded with small magical crystals, and the price has plummeted drastically!”

“What! By how much did it drop!?”

“Um… even for the most expensive cleaning magic crystals, it’s only 20,000 gold…”

20,000 gold! 

That’s a 30% drop! 

It reminded me of the -30% stocks I got stuck with in my past life. 

No, stocks aren’t important right now. 

If a single magical crystal fetches 20,000 gold, then selling 10,000 of them would only amount to 200 million gold. 

Even if we add another 100 million, we’re still short of what we need.

“Alright, I understand. Jiren, keep checking the prices and suppliers there. Let me know if there’s any other information.”

“Understood. Master.”

Then three weeks passed. 

The situation was still not favourable. 

In fact, the prices of crystals had fallen further, now down to 10,000 gold each.

Karen, Jiren, and I tried to find ways to earn money, but everything seemed too risky or had too high a chance of failure. 

These loan sharks were truly despicable. 

A monthly interest rate of 65%? 

These crazy people!…

Well… maybe becoming a mercenary mage for a year wouldn’t be so bad.


As a Grade 1 mage, I could earn up to 1 billion gold in one go. 

I’m sure Master would never approve, but I remembered an offer I received from Zeus Mercenary Guild in the past…

But then, Noirin rushed in with a pale expression.

“Master! Something terrible has happened!”

“What’s wrong, Noirin?”

I didn’t have much enthusiasm left after the past three weeks of constant trouble. 

What could be worse than our situation?

“Master has collapsed!”

“What!!?”

Damn it, this is just what we needed!

I turned pale like Noirin and hurriedly ran after her.

“Master was doing the work alone without telling us, even our tasks, and then she collapsed from magic exhaustion,” Noirin said.

It turned out that Master collapsed from exhaustion. 

She had been handling everything alone, including our tasks, without telling us, and it eventually led to magical shock due to mana depletion.

Elves have ten times the mana of humans, making them less susceptible to mana depletion, but also more vulnerable to it when it does occur.

Fortunately, Noirin and the other mages provided excellent first aid, and the doctor said that a good rest for a day would be enough to recover.

“Alright… you’ve all been through a lot,” I said.

“I’m sorry we couldn’t tell you, Master.”

“No, it’s me who’s sorry. You’ve all been through so much… Rest well today. I’ll take care of Master.”

Master looked tired as she lay on her bed. 

I wiped the sweat from her brow with a towel and reassured her.

“You collapsed due to exhaustion from overworking, Master.”

“Oh… I see…”

Master seemed still dazed.

Experiencing magical exhaustion was a basic symptom.

I wiped her tears away. 

Master always worried about us, even when she was struggling the most.

She put us before herself, just as she had for the past 15 years.

“Master, you’re the best. If anyone dares to call you foolish, I’ll kill them,” I said.

“No! Don’t become a murderer!”

“It’s just words, Master. So please, don’t hate yourself for your past. Remember what you taught me.”

I remembered telling Master about my past as an orphan. 

I hated my past self, and Master gently explained that I shouldn’t hate myself, even when reflecting on my past actions. 

Without my past, I wouldn’t be who I am now.

Master smiled in response.

“You’re right… I taught you well.”

“Yes. So don’t worry too much. We’ll find a way to solve this. Just trust me. You know my nickname.”

My nickname was “Yuren, the solver of Irene School’s problems.”

With that, Master seemed to feel better, apologizing for worrying me.

“Alright… I trust you, my disciple. But don’t push yourself too hard, alright?”

“Yes, understood.”

Master looked tired, so I tucked her in and bid her goodnight before heading back to my room.

But I couldn’t sleep. 

It was a sleepless night.

I was an orphan in my past life. 

Only games were my solace, where I could forget the painful reality.

Eventually, I pursued game development at the suggestion of a nun from the orphanage, and I became a game developer. 

Despite some successful games and earning some money, games couldn’t fill the void in my heart. 

People wanted a version of me that wasn’t real, and I couldn’t keep up with it. 

So I returned to games and focused even more on game development. 

But even then, games couldn’t fill the emptiness inside me. 

When I died from overwork, my last thought was ‘relief.’ 

Finally, I could escape this hellish reality. 

And then, I came here. 

I met Master and the mages, learned magic, nurtured the School, took care of the mages, cooked meals together, and fought with Jiren for ridiculous reasons.

I scolded Karen for being a picky eater and sang lullabies to Noirin, who had nightmares. 

I received my first birthday gift and felt loved for the first time. 

Each day was enjoyable, fulfilling. I may have faced difficulties and hardships, but now they were precious memories. 

Yes… this place was the first true sanctuary I ever had. 

Master and the mages were my family, and Irene School was my home.

I would protect my family and my home, no matter what. 

Even if it meant going back to game development, a promise I made to never do again.

Just a moment… game development?

Small magical crystals…

That’s it!

Portable gaming consoles…

The best-selling portable game…

Yes! That’s it!!

I quickly got dressed and ran to the laboratory.

I saw a way out.

If I made this… if I did this!!

If I made this game!!!

We could save our School!!!!

We could save our family!!!!

With a click, I turned on the lamp in the dim laboratory.


I went to my desk and unfolded a magic scroll made of papyrus used for magic.

I focused my mana into the slime-made ink and activated it.

With that, the preparation to create the magic… no, the game was complete.

It’s been a long time… since I’ve felt this exhilaration.

It’s time to return to being a game developer.



 
  
    Chapter 3: Tetris – 1


In the mid-1980s, a programmer from the Soviet Union created a game.

What he created was a simple puzzle game where players match combinations of squares to make a line disappear, preventing the blocks from stacking up to the top. 

That game was none other than the legendary puzzle game, <Tetris>.

With its simple rules and insanely addictive nature, the world went wild for this game. 

People played it everywhere – in subways, schools, offices, bars, and more – pouring in tremendous amounts of time. 

There was even a joke that in the United States, this game was the most successful weapon created by the Soviet Union.

For me, this game was also the first one I encountered in my previous life.

A small handheld game console left behind by a volunteer group’s elder brother brought joy to us when we had nothing else to do. 

My friends from the orphanage and I competed for scores, enduring desperate times.

And then, that game became our savior in the current desperate situation.

“Using the ‘Scroll Branching Point’ to build the system, and the control interface can be ‘Limited Consciousness Response Method’.” 

In this world where magic was advanced, computers’ roles were fulfilled by magic. 

While magical tools accessible to ordinary people, like small gemstones, were recently invented and not widely used yet, magical spells for storing and organizing documents were already being utilized among magicians.

In simpler terms, it meant that you could code to create a game. 

“The system is set, and the remaining things are graphics resources and sounds…” 

There was also a type of magic called visual magic. 

It extracted images of wizards and was mainly used when soldiers shared what they saw during reconnaissance missions. 

I extracted the graphics resources and sound effects deeply ingrained in my soul. 

I meticulously edited the edges of the images as if using Photoshop.

And so, I worked tirelessly for about four hours. 

It was amazing. 

It had been 20 years since I last made a game, yet the memories were as clear as if it was yesterday. 

Instead of my mind, it was my hands and magic power that moved first as I crafted the magic of the game. 

And as the dawn approached… 

Cock-a-doodle-doo!!! 

“…It’s finished.”

The Tetris magic was complete. 

I infused the Tetris magic created on the magic scroll into the small gemstone. 

I felt nervous, just like when I first ran a game console in my past life.

Carefully, I activated the gemstone instead of the power supply. 

And then… 

“Doo-dooty-ree-doo-dee, doo-dooty-ree-dee-doo, doo-dooty-ree-dee-ree-doo.” 

A small screen appeared as if by a photocopier from the gemstone resembling a bead on my hand. 

And with the addictive music, Tetris unfolded before my eyes. 

Blocks started falling on the screen, responding to my thoughts as they moved left and right and stacked up at the bottom. 

And when a line was completed… 

Doo-dooty-pyu-sh! 

With a refreshing and satisfying sound effect, it disappeared, and my score increased by one.

It was the moment when the first video game was born in this world. 

“I did it…” 

With a sense of relief as the game worked as expected, I felt exhausted all over, drained of energy. 

It felt like it had been a long time since I stayed up late alone, perhaps even the first time in my current life. 

Normally, I wouldn’t feel this tired when staying up late with mages and Master.

With my heavy body, I barely managed to get up, and Jiren, who had woken up early, opened the door and walked in.

“Wow! Yuren sentenced to death?” 

“Oh, it’s jiren.” 

“What is this… Did you stay up all night?” 

“Yeah, somehow it ended up like that. But more importantly, here.”

“0124?” 

I handed Ziren a small crystal containing the magic scroll of Tetris and the completed prototype 

<Tetris_Ver.0.1>. 

“There’s a magic I made on the scroll, put it in the small crystal with the kids, just about 50 for now… Here’s the completed crystal, so I’m counting on you.” 

“Oh… Okay.” 

“Then I’ll go get some sleep…” 

I walked to my room and collapsed onto the bed. 

There was so much to do, but I was too tired. 

***

“Good morning, Jiren.” 

“Oh, Karen, are you up?” 

Yuren returned to the room, and shortly after, Karen arrived. 

With her freshly washed red hair flowing, she entered the lab. 

With her excellent memory, she immediately noticed the unfamiliar magic scroll Jiren was looking at. 

“But Jiren, what is that?” 

“This? Looks like Yuren made a new spell. Let’s see… It’s written ‘Tetris’ here.” 

“Tetris?” 

“Have you heard of it?” 

“No. It’s my first time hearing it.” 

Unless it was an established magic, it was customary to write down the name of the magic chosen by the original creator. 

Since Yuren was particularly good at that, they became curious about this unfamiliar magic name. 

In the meantime, their master, Irene, energetically entered the lab. 

“My disciples! I’m here!” 

“Master!” 

“Are you feeling better now?” 

jiren and Karen also heard about their master fainting. 

So when the energetic master appeared this morning, they were concerned, but she waved it off as if to say not to worry. 

“I’m fine now! But I don’t see Yuren.” 

“Yuren stayed up all night working on something and went to bed just now.” 

“All night! Even though I told him not to push himself…” 

Irene recalled Yuren’s tired face from yesterday. 


Seeing her disciples struggling, she couldn’t just stand by. 

She needed to work hard on their requests today and be a support for her disciples! 

While Irene was thinking like that, Jiren spoke up. 

“By the way, Master, have you ever heard of a magic called Tetris?” 

“Huh? What kind of magic is that? I’ve never heard of it.” 

Even the master hasn’t heard of it!? 

The history of magic is long, so various magics have appeared and disappeared. 

As a result, some rules have emerged regarding the naming of magic. 

For example, fire-related magic typically starts with “Pa.” 

But even the master didn’t know about it! 

What kind of magic did Yuren create? 

“If Yuren made it, why don’t we try using it? Let’s see, we put it into the crystal after…” 

Following the instructions in the magic scroll left by Yuren, Jiren decided to try casting the spell. 

And so, Tetris activated before them. 

『Tetris』 

***

“Ugh… I slept well.” 

When I opened my eyes, the sun was already high in the sky. 

Did I sleep for about 5 hours? 

I was still hungry and tired, but I quickly got up. 

There was still a lot to do. 

Putting Tetris into the small crystal, testing the ‘alpha version’ on our kids, going to the tavern guild to show the prototype… 

“Wow!!!” 

As I was walking to the lab, lost in various thoughts, a tremendous cheer erupted from the lab suddenly.

“What! What’s that sound! Who used explosive magic wrongly in the lab again!?”

With my drowsiness instantly vanishing, I hurried to the lab.

Imagining the worst-case scenario, as I arrived at the lab, I was met with a surprising yet familiar sight.

“Master! Just a little more! Just a little more!!”

“Master, if you get 40 more points now, it’ll be 1000 points!”

“Got it! My disciples! I’ll do my best!!”

“Ahhhhh! Straight block! Please, straight block, come out!”

Tetris was being played on a large crystal in the lab, with the master playing it, and around ten other mages including Jiren, Karen, and Noirin cheering her on as they gathered around.

The master’s score was at 900 points, at level 9, and she was matching the falling blocks at an astonishing speed.

Is this the skill of an Elven Archmage!

I was in awe of the master’s reaction speed, which I couldn’t even hope to match, and found myself watching along with everyone else.

However, it seemed she was employing a straight block strategy, leaving one side empty for it, but the straight block wasn’t coming out.

Ah… at level 9, she shouldn’t go with that strategy…

Eventually, with only 10 points left until 1000, the master faced game over.

[GAME OVER]

“Ahhhh…”

“What a pity…”

Sighs and lamentations filled the lab.

Everyone shared the feeling of regret…

I remember seeing a similar scene before.

The scene I witnessed at the arcade in my past life was unfolding here in the lab exactly the same way.

“Well, then, it’s my turn…”

“Shouldn’t we be working first?”

As Jiren, who seemed to be next in line, subtly nudged the master aside to take her place in front of the large crystal, I also slipped in.

Jiren, sorry, but we need to work. 

A lot.

My voice drew everyone’s attention to me.

After a brief silence like the calm before the storm… everyone rushed forward.

“Yuren, hyung! What’s this!? It’s so much fun!”

“Please teach me how to make this magic too!”

“Yuren-nim! This could really make us money. Let’s make it and sell it!”

Noirin, jiren, Karen, in that order, enthusiastically talked one after another.

Especially seeing Karen so excited was surprising.

Karen, you also recognize the value of this Tetris, indeed, you’re our financial manager.

I’m not sure how everyone ended up playing Tetris, but judging from their reactions, the alpha test seemed to be successful.


We can move on to the next step right away.

But before that…

“Disciple! I lost because there were no straight blocks! Make sure there are more straight blocks, no, make only straight blocks come out!”

I should comfort the master who sadly faced game over.

Master, I understand your feelings, but if we do that, it won’t be a game anymore.



 
  
    Chapter 4: Tetris – 2


In this world, there were games too. 

There was a game called “Vicious” where you moved pieces similar to chess, and there was also a card game called “Pyemon” similar to poker.

However, there were no games using magic and magic crystals like this. 

It was natural. 

In this world, only a few magicians who could manipulate magic were able to use it, and magic crystal that even people without magic could use had only been developed for less than 10 years. 

Moreover, the reason why the price of magic crystal had become so cheap was only within the past year. 

Haven’t I seen this somewhere before? 

Just like in reality, where computers appeared, and after a long time, the price became affordable, and video game consoles and games began to be developed. 

This world had now finally created an environment suitable for creating and accepting games. 

I couldn’t believe I hadn’t noticed this until now. 

Maybe I really didn’t want to develop games. 

“So, does this mean Vicious game is similar to Chess from your past life?” 

“Yeah, precisely, but since it can only be done with mana crystal, it should be called a ‘magic crystal game.'” 

I had told my master and the mages about my past life. 

Except for my master, everyone else thought of it as a joke, but it didn’t matter. 

In my current life, my past life wasn’t that important. 

“To be honest, I thought the story about Vicious in your past life was just a joke or delusion… but it was real.” 

I wished it was just a delusion too. 

But the more I denied it, the clearer it became. 

The scent of tobacco I felt while developing games, the rush of adrenaline from the team leader’s attacks, working overtime day and night… It was all real. 

But it was okay. 

“What matters now is that it can save our School, whether it’s real or fake.”

Yeah, when everyone is enjoying it like that, Tetris will definitely be a hit in this world too. 

I just needed to hurry. 

I had to earn 500 million gold within three months. 

“Yuren, what should we do now?” 

Karen’s eyes sparkled. 

Karen’s eyes were filled with desire for money that could be known even without using mind-reading magic. 

It was surprising how greedy Karen had become. 

Time flew so fast. 

But it wasn’t time to indulge in such thoughts, and I gave orders. 

“First, we need about 50 small crystal orbs with Tetris magic.” 

If we made Tetris small crystal orbs, about 50 of them would be enough in 30 minutes. 

“And, Jiren and Karen, take about 30 of our small magic crystal and go to the Merchants Guild to give one to each member for free and explain about Tetris, tell them the price is 50,000 gold, and never give any to the Grey School, got it!” 

“Got it. Boss.” 

“Yeah, Yuren.” 

Jiren was emotional and Karen was rational. 

In my past life, the most fantastic combination I had seen in a game business team was this combination of a man and a woman. 

Surely, Jiren would convey the fun of Tetris and toss the ball, and Karen would emphasize its financial value and spike it in. 

“Master, please go to the Magic Association and register Tetris magic under your name for a patent. Please use your authority to do it right away.” 

“Understood. My disciple.” 

My master was one of only three “sages” in this empire. 

One of the privileges of being a sage was the ability to patent their created magic under their own name without undergoing a rigorous examination. 

After receiving the Tetris scroll from me, my master thought for a moment and said. 

“But why don’t you register it under your name, my disciple?” 

“Yeah, Yuren, even though you like your master so much, registering it under your name seems more appropriate.” 

“Ugh! Karen, my disciple! Don’t say embarrassing things!” 

My master’s face turned red. 

Even her blushing face was too cute. 

Of course, I liked my master, but registering it under my master’s name without reason was not true.

I lived through the era of the “News Test Violence Experiment Incident.”

This was preparation for that time. 

“In the near future, your name will be needed, master. This is preparation for that time. So please, master.” 

“Okay, if you say so. Leave it to me.” 

Finally, I looked at the youngest, Noirin, who was sparkling and eagerly waiting to do something herself. 

“Noirin, continue making Tetris magic crystals with the other mages. With your skills, you should be able to make about 100 of them a day.” 

“Got it. Yuren! I’ll take responsibility for making them.” 

Noirin and the other mages were still inexperienced, but if they joined forces, they could make about 100 Tetris crystal orbs a day. 

I estimated that we would need about 2,000 of them by the end of this week, so we needed to hurry. 

“Then I’ll take about 20 of them and go to the branch manager of the Southern Tavern Guild to promote it.”

Karen questioned my decision with a puzzled look. 

“The Tavern Guild? Shouldn’t you go to the Bard Guild for promotion?” 

In this world, promotion of such products was mainly handled by the Bard Guild. 

When I was about 15, when the cleaning crystal first came out, I asked the Magic Association to give money to the Bard Guild for promotion, and they made a song called “Disappear, Dust, with the Blessing of the Wind” for promotion.

Witnessing primitive radio advertisements for the first time was fascinating. 

But what we needed now wasn’t that kind of song. 

To promote the game, we needed word of mouth before advertising. 

It’s the word of mouth that can convey the energy of fun and joy. 

“We have all that, so let’s get started, Irene School!… Let’s get to work.”

[“Yes!”] 

With a resounding cheer, everyone flew off to perform their respective tasks. 

Watch out, Grey guys, from now on, we’ll show the power of our family. 

***

Karen and jiren , who flew to the Merchant Guild, introduced Tetris to members that dealt with small magic stone devices. 

“So this is a game magic that has just come out?” 

“Yes! It’s a magic crystal game, but it’s 100 times more fun than Pyemon.”

“100 times? That’s an exaggeration.” 

“It’s true. I’ll give you one for free. Try it once. This will really sell well.”

“Still, 50,000 gold seems too expensive for just a game.” 


Jiren tried to convey the fun of Tetris that he enjoyed by expressing it with his whole body. 

He tried to convey the fun of the game by perfectly mimicking Tetris’s BGM while saying 

“Tet-ri-tet-ri-ti-di.” 

Of course, it didn’t get through, but the image of an intellectual mage doing such clowning stimulated the curiosity of the merchants. 

It wasn’t what Yuren aimed for. 

And if Yuren saw it, he would surely say that a comedian doing such a stunt must be… 

But unfortunately, Yuren wasn’t here now. 

Karen, seizing the curiosity that Jiren created, went further. 

“Wiseman, you remember when the cleaning magic stone was first released, the price went up to 1 million gold?” 

“That was useful for everyday life…” 

“If it was just for cleaning, it wouldn’t have gone up to 1 million gold. People want something new. You should know that.” 

That’s right. 

People are curious about new things. 

In that sense, Tetris magic crystals passed the test. 

From the unusual and exciting songs to the new screens and blocks that stimulated the instinct to match, they were very new to the residents of the medieval fantasy world. 

“Today, we’re here just to introduce it, so we’ll leave now. But remember, only our Irene School can make Tetris magic crystals.” 

With that, Karen stood up, her red hair fluttering. 

Jiren was speechless in the face of her force, like a modern career woman.

Sometimes when Jiren thinks he look like a women, Karen… 

“Shall we go to the next one, Jiren?” 

“Huh?… Oh! Let’s go, Karen.” 

Jiren led the way to the next guild with Karen. 

***

In the meantime, Irene, who arrived at the Magic Association in just one day and completed the patent registration, contacted Yuren like lightning.

Without responding to anyone’s words as Yuren instructed, Irene only registered the patent like lightning, and she was proud of herelf for that.

She wanted to be praised by her disciple quickly. 

“Disciple! I just finished registering the Tetris magic patent. Now this magic is ours!” 

“Well done, Master. Then, could you please come back to the School and help with the production of Tetris magic crystals?” 

“Got it! When will the disciple come?” 

“It’ll probably take about 3 days. I’ll finish quickly and come back. See you at home.” 

“Okay! Don’t rush and see you at home, disciple!” 

***

Yuren, who went alone to the Southern Tavern Guild, didn’t just end with promoting Tetris. 

He was installing Tetris magic stones in arcade machine shapes using ‘Woodria’ magic and putting them in front of taverns so that many people could see them. 

The effect was immediate. 

“What’s this?” 

“Yeah? Hey, owner, what’s this new thing that’s appeared here?” 

“Oh, that! It’s a game made with magic crystal by Irene School.” 

“A game?” 

To the people who came to the tavern for rest and entertainment after a day’s work, the new entertainment was enough to stimulate curiosity.

“Yeah, he said it’s more fun than Pyemon, so he left it here for us to try if we get bored.” 

“More fun than Pyemon?” 

“Come on, no way.”

***

5 days later, Irene’s office

“It’s quiet. Peaceful, even.”

“Yeah, it’s been a while since it’s been this calm.”

They gathered after 5 days had passed.

It wasn’t just the people who had been out and about who had suffered.

The master and mages who had stayed at home had made 2000 Tetris magic crystals over a gruelling 4 days. 

Exhausted, they had collapsed yesterday, so today they had decided to take a short rest.

“Sip… Today’s coffee tastes really good.”

The coffee they drank in the office after so long was very pleasant. 

As they enjoyed the rare tranquillity while looking at the clear sky, Jiren spoke, seeming uneasy.

“Master, can we afford to stay peaceful like this?”

“We’ve all been through a lot in the past month, so I think 2-3 days should be fine.”

“2-3 days?”

Judging from my experience as a veteran, an enormous explosion was bound to happen in 2-3 days. 

The 2000 Tetrix magic crystals we had prepared would sell out quickly.

“After that, we’ll really be busy. Like… the Border Garrison Supply incident level of busy.”

“Really… that much!?”

I remembered the time when we used magic day and night for a week to deliver food for a thousand troops at the border. 

Jiren had suffered a lot back then. 

It was really tough… at that time…

But… when I compared it to my past life, well… game development seemed even tougher. 

Even though it only lasted a week… WoW…

“No. Come to think of it, it seems like we’ll be even busier than that.”

“Thank you for your hard work all this time. Master, then I’ll take my leave.”

Jiren tried to make a run for it with his luggage. 

Impossible.

“『Ayer (Wind Chain Magic)』”

“Aaargh!”

Jiren, his ankles bound by chains of white wind, fell over.

“Where do you think you’re going, Jiren?”

“No! Let me go! I don’t want to die yet! Yuren!”

“You’re not going to die. You’ll just be very, very busy. Very busy…”

“Aaaah!”

Yeah, Jien, you’re still young. 

You won’t die. 

You won’t…

I listened to the fragrant aroma of coffee and Jiren’s screams, gazing at the clear sky.

By now, they should be getting in touch soon… Or is it still far off?

“Yuren! From Merchant Guild! From Merchant Guild!!!”

Right.

Karen burst in, completely excited.

I calmly sipped my coffee and said,

“Karen, calm down and tell us. We were expecting this, so… sip… go on.”

It would probably be about wanting Tetris magic crystal. 

It’s within the expected range. 

They’d probably want about two thousand. 

Well, we’ve already made two thousand, so we’ll start with half of those…

“The Merhcnat Guild has placed an order for 20,000 Tetris magic crystal!!!”

“What!!? 20,000!!?”

20,000!? 

Not 2,000 but 20,000!!

I didn’t anticipate this.

“Moreover, they’re here right now!”

“What!!? They’re here!?”

I rushed to the entrance of the School building.

There, dozens of Merchant Guild trade representatives were gathered in chaos.

I didn’t expect this either.

Isn’t that person Robert, and isn’t that person James

Wasn’t Green specialized in food? 

Why are they here?

As I stood there bewildered, the trade representatives who saw me began to shout.

“We’ll take a thousand of those Tetris magic crystal! Right now!”

“We need 1,500 here! If you sell us first, we’ll give you an additional 20%!”


“We’ll do 30%!”

“We’ll do 60% then!”

Watching the chaos unfold, I remembered Jiren, who was tied up in the office.

I’m sorry, Jiren.

It’s going to be really, really tough.



 
  
    Chapter 5: Tetris – 3


In this world, a tavern is not just a simple pub. 

It was a shelter where workers washed away their fatigue with a cool beer, and also a place where families dined out with delicious meat dishes, creating happy memories. 

Adults and children, parents and children mingled together, and the scent of life filled with alcohol, laughter, meat, and joy permeated the place; that place was the tavern.

But then, a bombshell of an entertainment called “Tetris” was dropped into such a place filled with the scent of people’s lives. 

What would happen?

“Tetris! Tetris!” 

“That’s right! You’re doing well!” 

“Just a little more! Just a little more!” 

The addictive sounds, the unfamiliar screen, and the constant chants as blocks piled up and disappeared, replaced by new ones, continued. Wonder, tension, cheers, and applause – all of these made Tetris an enjoyable experience for both players and spectators, and the area in front of the Tetris machine at the tavern became overflowing with people.

And of course, such a scene caught the attention of many, including the nobles. 

“Dad! I want that!” 

“Innkeeper, how much for this?” 

Noble parents, overflowing with love for their children, were willing to buy toys for their children, and they immediately entered into negotiations with the tavern owner.

Thinking about the eyes of those around them, the owner initially refused.

“This isn’t for sale. It’s for the customers.” 

“50,000 gold.” 

“Well, this is…” 

“100,000 gold.”

His heart wavered. 

100,000 gold was a huge sum to spend on such a toy, but there was no need to understand why. 

What mattered was that he was making money. 

But seeing people enjoying it too much…

“Sorry, but… 300,000 gold.” 

“This Tetris machine is yours.”

With too much money involved, the owner eventually capitulated. 

Noble children, carrying the Tetris crystal and playing with it joyfully, and other children who envied them – what happened next was obvious.

“Mom! I want one too!! Please buy it!!” 

“Honey, I want one too…” 

“Innkeeper, where can we buy this?” 

“If you want to purchase it, inquire at the Merchants’ Guild for Tetris magic crystals.”

As if anticipating this situation, the words of the mage who had installed it came to mind. 

The next day, the owner immediately contacted the Merchants’ Guild to order Tetris magic crystals.

All 20 tavern owners did the same.

What would happen to these Tetris magic crystals that were sold?

The noble children play with other noble children. 

“Wow! What’s this?” 

“It’s a recent game called Tetris magic crystal. You guys have never seen anything like this!”

The noble child bragged about the Tetris magic crystal game they had and boasted about their cool gameplay, fitting the blocks perfectly, to their friends.

There is no hierarchy among noble children from the same family. 

But at this moment, the person with the Tetris magic crystal becomes the king among friends.

“Can I try just one game?” 

“Let’s both try!”

“Hmm… how should we do this?”

Boasting breeds admiration, and admiration breeds desire. 

In four days, over 50 Tetris crystals were released into the market, and their value soared to millions of gold coins, and the only place the responsible officials of the Merchants’ Guild could look was one place.

“Let’s go to the Irene School of Magic! Hurry!”

***

This was the incident, and as a result, it seemed that the merchants from the southern region had gathered here. 

Suddenly, I remembered a story I heard from my seniors in the gaming industry in my past life.

It was about when Craft, imported from OneLight Soft, became a huge hit, and PC bang owners and street vendors from all over the country came to the company with money in hand.

That scene must have felt something like this.

“Now then! Please line up.”

“Please write down the quantity and price here in the order you arrived.”

Jiren and Karen organized the quantities and prices requested by the merchants.

It varied, ranging from 1,000 to 1,400, 500, and so on, totalling roughly 22,000 units.

The prices also varied. 

There was no merchant shameless enough to write down 50,000 gold.

They wrote down from a base of 150,000 gold to a maximum of 1,000,000 gold.

If all 2,000 were sold for 1,000,000 gold each, that would be 2 billion gold.

If all 10,000 were sold for 1,000,000 gold each, that would be 10 billion gold.

It was an amount that could solve debts, buy new clothes and staffs for our children, and even fulfil the dream of our Master, and we could run the school without worries for five years.

But it couldn’t be done that way.

“I’ll sell it for 200,000 gold.”

I said to the merchants’ representatives gathered.

At my words, which were much cheaper than expected, the merchants’ people made faces of incomprehension.

Karen also looked at me with that expression.

Karen grew up to be able to make such a face huh…

Karen, stop looking at me like that, I have a reason for doing this, big brother’s getting scared.

I wasn’t selling it so cheaply because I was stupid.

This was an investment.

It was an investment to create a gaming market.

If I sold it for 1,000,000 gold, the merchants would sell it for 2,000,000 gold.

At such a price, only a few nobles would be able to enjoy Tetris, and if the magic crystal game became an entertainment enjoyed only by the nobles, any future games could be rejected by the people.

200,000 gold was currently the most appropriate price.

“However, please promise us one thing. Promise not to sell Tetris magic crystals for more than twice the purchase price.”

“Well, that’s…”

At my words, the merchants’ people looked dumbfounded.

It might seem arrogant.

It might seem like we had a momentarily popular product and were being pushy, but there was no other way.


“If anyone is found selling for more than double the price, we won’t sell to that merchant and will sell to another. Do you understand what I’m saying?”

Everyone seemed to reluctantly agree, looking at each other’s faces.

Perhaps they calculated that if they did as we said and succeeded, they could raise the price later and still have fun.

If they couldn’t make such a calculation, they shouldn’t be working as Merchant.

“Well, then, that’s settled. See you all next week.”

After distributing the Tetris crystals to the merchants’ representatives and receiving contracts and payments, Jiren, Karen, and I sorted out the situation and informed everyone.

“But, Yuren, can we really make 20,000 units? It was really difficult even with 2,000…”

Noirin’s concerns were valid. 

Other mages seemed worried about producing such a massive quantity of 20,000 units, even more so than having a fortune of billions of gold.

But…

“Let’s give it a try. We have Jiren, Karen, and most importantly, our Master!”

cough

Our Master hadn’t been involved in crystal production for more than a day since she went to the association. 

And with an elf’s mana being ten times that of a human’s, and a sage like our Master being able to exert over twenty times the power due to efficiency, with her support, producing 20,000 units might not be an impossible figure.

“Let’s give it a try, my disciples! I’ll showcase my skills!”

“Wow!”

“Master, you’re amazing!”

As our master stepped forward with determination, the mages looked at her with admiration. 

It was the first time in a while that we had seen our true Master mode.

With determination and the support of our Master, we could make it happen!

With our master’s spirit and motivation, we all rushed to the laboratory.

The laboratory was set up like a factory line during the industrial revolution, and we all sat down, pulling magic from the scrolls and starting to create Tetris magic crystals one by one.

Our teacher showcased her expertise by making ten at a time, displaying the level of the Sage.

“Our Master is amazing!”

Aside from her appearance resembling child labour exploitation during the industrial revolution, it was a good start.

With this atmosphere, we felt we could accomplish it!

Now where should I start..

***

It was a failure. 

Despite working day and night, alternating shifts and consuming magic potions and jerky, the Irene School of Magic failed at 12,000 units.

In the laboratory, our mages and Master lay defeated by the Tetris crystals.

Our master muttered about being a failure due to exhaustion, and Jiren, in an attempt to revive us, used excessive healing magic until he turned into a ghost, wandering around.

Noirin and the younger mages had long fallen into a deep sleep.

Only Karen and I remained conscious, barely holding ourselves together.

But even this was only a facade, as we had no magical power left to create even a single crystal.

“Yuren, what do we do… if we continue like this, we’ll miss the deadline… and the money…”

“There’s no other choice. We have to use that method…”

“Yuren! Do you have a solution?”


There was one last resort.

It was a method I usually avoided, but desperate times called for desperate measures.

It was the secret weapon that had always saved me in moments of crisis in my past life.

That was…

Outsourcing.



 
  
    Chapter 6: Tetris – 4


Ore Magic School

Ore Magic School, founded by my master’s friend Juel, is one of the representative mage guilds in the South, along with our Irene School.

Juel was an expert in ore-based magic, and I had a close relationship with him as I learned various ore-based magic from him. 

He was skilled, reliable, and had a clear understanding of what the other party wanted. 

Thus, he was the perfect target as a contractor for outsourcing tasks.

I managed to gather some remaining magic and used a communication crystal to contact her. 

Soon, the communication was established.

“Ha-ha-ha! Who might this be? Isn’t it my old friend Yuren!” 

She laughed heartily.

A cheerful black-haired girl with a short hair appeared on the communication crystal. 

Her name was Julia.

Thanks to the connections of our masters, we had known each other since childhood.

She seemed to be in a very good mood, laughing cheerfully.

“Judging by the laughter, you seem to be doing well.”

“Ha-ha-ha! Yes, indeed! No nagging from grandpa and no annoying tasks to deal with, ha-ha-ha!”

“Ah, I see… no work, then?”

I inquired about the school’s affairs, and she mentioned that she took advantage of Juel’s absence due to a cold to cancel all the unprofitable and bothersome tasks or pass them on to other schools.

What could she do once Juel recovers? Well that was none of my concern.

The important thing was that a fresh worker or rather a laborer was right in front of me.

“Hey, want to work with me?”

“Nope!”

“Why?”

“Because the jobs you bring don’t pay well!”

Julia liked money. 

It’s natural for everyone, but she particularly liked jobs that paid well. 

So much so that when Juel tried to make her do volunteer work by force, she even used ‘Warpiner’ (a continent-spanning instant teleportation magic) to run away for a week, becoming magic-deficient.

And I didn’t give her tasks that paid much money. 

Until now, that is.

“200 million gold per person per day / 5 mages of Grade 2 or higher / work period 4 days / double on completion.”

“Accepted!!!”

Before I finished speaking, her voice pierced through the crystal.

Her eyes sparkled golden.

“Is it really 200 million gold? Yuren?”

“Feeling deceived? Should I show you the money?”

To lure her in, I showed her the 100 million gold piled up on my desk.

Her eyes glittered even more brightly as she gazed at the dazzling golden pile.

“Wow… it’s beautiful.”

“So, are you in or out?”

“I’m in! Let’s get started right away!”

With her last words, the communication crystal went silent.

Karen and I smiled at each other.

Mission accomplished: Labour secured.

Driven by the promise of extraordinary compensation from me, Julia arrived at the Irene School with her colleagues and mages.

Since the Ore Magic School and the Irene School were not far apart, they arrived in just about an hour.

She opened the door to the Irene School as if it was her own home.

“We’re here! Yuren! Ha-ha-ha… huh?”

What she saw upon arriving at the Irene School after a long absence were… people lying down.

There were mats laid out in the spacious entrance, and people who seemed to be mages of the Irene School were lying on them.

The atmosphere felt like…

“What’s with this hospital-like atmosphere?”

Yeah, it was like a field hospital after a battle.

There, Yuren, who was feeding magic potions to the fallen mages, smiled brightly and rushed over to Julia.

“Ah, my friend Julia! You came so quickly, ha-ha-ha!”

For a moment, Julia shivered.

The Yuren she knew was affectionate but also pragmatic and meticulous, not someone who would give such a “bright smile”.

Had there ever been such a memory of Yuren welcoming her with such a bright smile in her life?

At least, not a single memory came to mind.

“Welcome, members of the Ore Magic School. It’s been a while since we last met.” 

“It’s been a while indeed. Nice to see you, Yuren.” 

“It’s been a while since we last met.” 

Yuren warmly smiled at the people from the Ore Magic School who came with her.

 Even though some members of the Ore Magic School had seen Yuren smile like that a few times before, an inexplicable fear crept over them.

But before they could say anything, Yuren skilfully led them inside. 

“Come on in, everyone, this way please.” 

As they entered the inner laboratory guided by Yuren, there were five seats for the members of the Ore Magic School and piles of small magic crystal cores. 

After they took their seats, Karen appeared out of nowhere and handed them contracts and gold. 

“Please sign here and here is today’s pay.” 

They were given pay even though they didn’t know what the job was about yet? 

Julia sighed inwardly once again at the situation. 

“Yuren, could you please tell us what the job is first…” 

“Julia, don’t think, just take the money for now…” 

“But I mean, what’s the job…” 

“Julia, just sign here, please.” 

“But I mean…” 

While Julia was hesitating, the members of the Ore Magic School signed the contracts and received their advance payment. 

‘Crossing an irreversible river,’ Julia thought, reflecting on today’s events.

Once all the preparations were done, Yuren appeared in front of them holding a wand. 

Yuren’s gaze was restrained and cold. 

Like a soldier. 


Julia had only seen Yuren with such a gaze once before. 

Yes, it must have been during some kind of request related to borders or something. 

During that demanding request Yuren looked similar. 

“Well, then, welcome Ore Magic Faction, everyone. We will be together for the next four days.” 

Yuren magically placed small magic crystal in front of everyone as he spoke. 

“Your task is very simple. Extract the magic from these scrolls and put it into the small magic crystal. Quite easy.” 

“What? Was it such a simple task? Hahaha!” 

“Yes, it’s a simple task. Hahaha.” 

Putting magic into the small magic crystal wasn’t a difficult task at all. 

In fact, it was their area of expertise in handling ore magic. 

Julia thought she was nervous for no reason. 

Until she heard the numbers. 

“So, you’ll need to make 1600 total each, 400 per day.” 

“What!?” 

“Pardon?” 

As soon as they heard they needed to make 400 magic-infused small crystal per day, all members of the Ore Magic Faction began to doubt their own ears. 

Did they mishear 40? 

It seemed plausible. 

Even as experts in ore magic, they had never made more than 100 in a day. 

But Yuren’s gaze was as serious as ever, and Julia finally felt a chill down her spine. 

“Um…wait a minute, Yuren! I just remembered a request I forgot about.”

“Me…Me too…” 

Trying to slip away unnoticed, Julia stood up. 

But it was too late. 

The door to the lab was securely locked, and in front of the door…

“Ha…ha…” 

Jiren, who had turned into a beast, sat holding a knife. 

It is said that the most dangerous beast is a wounded one. 

Because the taste for blood is gone, and one cannot predict what will happen next. 

Jiren was exactly in that state. 

“Well then, slaves or rather workers, please begin your tasks. Start!” 

They might have come in as they pleased, but they wouldn’t leave that way. 

And so, the first outsourcing job in this world began.

Day 1 – 

“It’s a good pace. If you produce like this, I will always treat you like angels.” 

It was a smooth start. 

As expected, it was the Juel School of Ore Magic. 

Yuren smiled like a factory manager, seeming satisfied with their progress, except for one person. 

“Julia, your pace is falling.” 

“Ugh! Yuren! It’s tough!” 

“Earning money is inherently difficult.” 

Yuren resolved to educate his friend about the fear of profitable work this time.

Day 2 – 

“This is hell! I will escape!” 

On the second day, Julia attempted to escape. 

But her opponent was Yuren, who managed projects in this life and the past, and he was skilled in the arts of paralysis magic. 

It was nothing for him. 

“Where to? Slokini (paralysis magic).” 

“Ahh!!” 

Splat! 

A pink magical bullet hit Julia’s buttocks. 

The cracking sound echoed in the dark courtyard of the Irene School.

“Get her! Since she’s hit by Slokini, she won’t get far!” 

“Yes! Yuren!” 

“Got it, Yuren!” 

“Ugh… I’m exhausted…” 

Julia, paralyzed by magic, eventually returned without getting far.

Day 3 – 

“I feel like I’m going to die…” 

“I can’t do this anymore…” 

Not only Julia but also other workers reached their limits. 

When Zen, who had recovered somewhat during the three-day break, it was time to deploy him.

“Zen! Our workers are exhausted.” 

“Yes!!! Busker (warrior mage magic) / Kaya (healing magic)” 

Contrary to his appearance, Zen was an expert in healing magic and buff magic. 

His specialty was combining warrior mage magic and healing magic to instantly recover fatigue, mana, and enhance concentration. 

Yuren named it the “Bongbong Drink” magic, and it was favoured by Irene School practitioners for overtime work. 

The workers of the Ore Magic School, affected by the Bongbong Drink magic, began to regain excessive energy. 

“Whoa!! My energy is surging!” 

“Ugh!! Please kill me!!” 

Yuren had no intention of allowing them to die.

Last Day – 

“My disciples! We’re almost there! Let’s push through to the end!” 

It was the last day. 

With the recovery of the Irene School’s mages and the arrival of the Master Irene, completing the task was not an impossible feat despite the Ore Magic School’s downturn. 

“We’re not disciples though…” 

“Anyway, let’s all do our best!! Busker (warrior mage magic, elf sage version) x8 / Kaya (healing magic, elf sage version) x8” 

But one should never let their guard down until the end! 

As a final act, Irene bestowed the Elf Sage version of the Bongbong Drink magic upon her mages and the people of the Magic Ore School, treating them like her own disciples. 

“Ah!! Master!! Why me too!!!” 

“Ahaha!! I see grandfather across the river!!!” 


With the encouragement of the Elf Sage, everyone burned brightly. 

And the moment the fourth day ended… 

“It’s over…” 

Yuren’s creation of the Tetris magic crystals x20000 was finally completed

『Mission Clear』



 
  
    Chapter 7: Tetris Success Celebration Festival


The promised day has arrived. 

Since the previous day, the representatives of the merchants have been waiting in front of the conference hall, setting up stalls and waiting. 

It was heard that even 2,000 units were sold out in an instant.

Unfortunately, many merchants sold their stocks to acquaintances with the promise of receiving additional fees in the future. 

Sadly, since it wasn’t explicitly stated in the contracts, we decided to overlook it this time. 

Honestly, I felt relieved. It seemed that there was a high demand for this amount of stock among the nobles of the southern region and some newly established kingdoms.

However, if Tetris were to spread throughout the empire, I might flee like Jiren. 

“Alright, please line up.” 

“We have sufficient stock! If you cut in line, you’ll receive yours last!”

Including myself, a few mages who were barely keeping their composure started organizing the line and began receiving the merchants. 

Judging by the looks in the merchants’ eyes, business seemed to have been quite profitable, shining with golden light.

“The Green Merchants Guild’s payment has been confirmed. Please take 1,200 Tetris crystals as ordered by the master.” 

Then Karen and Noirin received the payment and organized the transaction, and the master magically transported the crystals onto their carriage. 

Such precise control! 

As expected of the master.

And seeing the gold piling up behind Karen, my heart raced. 

I couldn’t help but feel like a materialistic person. 

But it couldn’t be helped. 

After all, we had struggled greatly to feed and support 47 mages without cheating anyone. 

Oh, memories of the days of poverty… farewell.

“Yuren! What are you doing!? Hurry up.”

“Huh? Oh! … I got it!” 

Jiren scolded me as I was lost in thought. 

Jiren had grown a lot to scold me like this. 

It felt like just yesterday when I taught him magic by kicking his butt…

Maybe it’s because I’m getting older (20 years old), but it seems like I’ve become more tearful lately.

And so, the chaotic second Tetris acquisition operation continued, starting early in the morning and barely ending by the afternoon. 

And…

Tap, tap, tap.

“Small crystal payment: 100 million gold with shipping fee of 1.2 million gold… Plus Grey Guild and debt: 500 million gold…”

Our society’s gaze turned to Karen. 

Karen tapped on her calculator magical device, calculating today’s profits, our debts, and the operational expenses of our School.

I wonder how much net profit we made. 

Still, I want to take care of our nages, fulfil our master’s dreams, and live without financial worries for 2-3 years. 

Please…

While I was praying like that, Karen suddenly slammed the table.

Bang!

Wow! 

What’s this, could it be… are we in the red!?

“Y-Yuren! Master!”

Karen looked at me with an expression of disbelief. 

Speak, Karen… if you keep hesitating, big brother will be scary.

“We… we’ve achieved a total profit of 3.02 billion gold!”

3.02 billion!?

Unbelievable!

We made 3 billion gold!?

“3.02 billion!!!!”

“Unbelievable… is this a dream or reality…”

“My disciples…”

Karen’s words made even the master of the mages show an expression of disbelief. 

It was natural. 

Over the past decade, the average annual income of our School was 300 million gold, and that wasn’t even net profit; more often than not, it ended up being in the negatives after taking care of the mages. 

But to suddenly earn 3 billion in one morning… it was unbelievable.

But this wasn’t the time to be amazed. 

This was the time for…

“Guys, today is a festival!!!”

“Wowwwww!!!!”

“A festival!!!!!”

“Yeehaw!!!!!”

It was a moment that called for a festival like in pirate comics. 

And not just any festival but the biggest festival of our School.

Boom! Boom! Boom!

Fizz, fizz, fizz…

Firework magic exploded in the sky, and meat and sausages were being grilled in the yard. 

We took out all the pork belly from the warehouse, went to the village to get all the alcohol, juice, and food. 

It was to ensure that our mages and master, who had been eating only jerky for the past week, could enjoy and feast to their heart’s content.

“Alright! Kids, eat to your heart’s content!”

“Yes! Master!!”

I divided the well-cooked pork belly with kimchi in golden proportions among the mages. 

But it wasn’t just about the food.

“Dottiritidi, dottiriditidi, dottiritidi…”

“This time, I’m reaching level 8!”

“Oh, Jiren-hyung is still at level 8. I’ve reached level 9 now.”

“What? Noirin, how dare you go ahead of me in levels!”

“Hehe, if you feel unfair, hurry up and break through level 8.”

Using “Woodria” (wood manipulation magic), we created Tetris game consoles in the yard for our mages. 

Although they were the first to experience Tetris, they hadn’t had time to enjoy it until now, so we made sure to prepare five consoles for them to enjoy.

Delicious food, fireworks bursting in the sky, addictive game background music matching the disappearing blocks, all accompanied by the joyful laughter of the people, echoed through the air.

All of these scenes reminded me of my gaming history that began in the 90s.


As we were enjoying the festival, Julia approached.

“Hahaha! What are you doing here not enjoying the festival, Yuren!”

Julia had two beer glasses in her hand, and she handed one to me as she spoke.

I took the beer glass. 

The ice magic in it gave just the right chill, and I could feel the refreshing coldness at my fingertips.

“I’m enjoying enough just by watching. My stomach is already full.”

“Is that so? Hahaha!”

Julia and the people of the Ore Magic Sect, who had been overworked until yesterday, seemed to have just woken up a while ago.

I also gave additional bonuses to the people of the Ore Magic Sect and told them to enjoy the festival together.

“Gulp, gulp… Ahh… This is amazing.”

A cold beer after the successful completion of the project. 

There was truly no heaven other than this.

“My friend Yuren, I tried that thing called ‘Tetris.’ You made something fun!”

“If you liked it, take one too. I’ll give it to you for free.”

“Then I won’t refuse and gladly accept!”

Julia replied coolly and took a sip of her beer.

“But in return, I have another task for you.”

“What!? No, I don’t want to! I don’t need it! I won’t do it again!”

She really looked serious this time. 

It seemed like she felt the fear of getting involved in something that could actually make money this time.

Another mission cleared.

“It’s a joke. I don’t want to do such a thing again because it’s too hard, and our kids have been through too much.”

“Then what will you do?”

“We need to cooperate with a big merchant who can make Tetris crystals. We rushed this time by mobilizing our School and mages, but our School is a guild for researching and developing magic, not a merchant. It’s better to leave the business to the merchants. It’s more convenient for us.”

“Hmm… I smell money. Yuren! I want in too!”

“How do you want to get in?”

“Teach me how to make that game magic!”

Julia’s eyes sparkled as if she felt the potential of the game.

Indeed, she’s a friend who can smell the scent of money well.

“Hmm, for free?”

“If you teach me, I will you marry you?”

“I refuse!! That’s more like a loss for me than a condition!”

“Is that so? Hahaha!”

Where is she trying to take my life!

I firmly rejected Julia’s 54th proposal.

“I’ll teach you the basics tomorrow, so bring something to write with.”

“Thank you, Yuren! You’re truly a good friend! Hahaha!”

While the magic used for Tetris was indeed high-level, it wasn’t impossible to learn. 

It was expected that many wizards and School would quickly dive into the gaming world. 

Whether in this life or the previous one, what attracts people ultimately boils down to money.

So, I hoped that the people around me would create the game.

Especially Julia, who was carefree and had an artistic sense. 

In short, she was a friend with a sense. 

If Julia started making game magic in earnest, I felt like she would create something incredibly fun, something I hadn’t even thought of. 

I looked forward to it.

Meanwhile, the master and Karen came over.

“Disciple! I just can’t break through to level 10!”

“Yuren, level 10 is too difficult for me too.”

Somewhere along the line, these two had surpassed level 9 and reached level 10. 

Clearing upto level 10 so quickly truly showed the incredible speed at which users consume content.

“Level 10 is a bit difficult for me too…”

Since I had cleared level 10 in my previous life but I honestly didn’t have confidence.

But…

“Huh? Yuren, did you create something even you can’t beat?”

Is Noirin trying to provoke me here?!

There was a saying in my past life. 

I could endure any insult, but I couldn’t stand being told I couldn’t play games. 

It seemed like my pride from my past life still lingered.

“I said it’s difficult, not impossible!”

Show them the skills of a developer who’s been making game for 30 years!

I flexed my fingers and approached the Tetris crystals.

And so, the enjoyable festival night grew deeper. 

Perhaps I would become even busier in the future. 

What I had done wasn’t just creating a game; it was introducing the concept of video games to this world. 

People would want to play and create many games, even if I didn’t make them.

“But I can still rest for about a week.”


I took a sip of the cool beer and started Tetris in front of the people.

The enjoyable festival night grew deeper.

-2 days later

“Hello. I’m Sylvia from the Edward Consortium. Is this the Irene School that created Tetris?”

Ah… I just want to rest.



 
  
    Chapter 8: Edward Consortium


With her beautiful blonde hair and intelligent eyes, she was a beauty who could easily be mistaken for a movie star in modern times. 

Her identity, however, was that of a genius, the heiress of one of the three largest Consortiums in the Zers Empire, equivalent to a modern conglomerate. 

Despite being just 20 years old, she had risen to the position of branch manager of the Edward Consortium’s flagship store through her own abilities. 

Lately, she hadn’t been feeling well. 

The recent decline in the consortium’s profits was the cause. 

Ten years ago, after the war ended and the era of peace began, the Edward Consortium had gained significant profits by selling various magical tools and spells used in the war to the citizens of the empire.

However, with the emergence of competing Consortiums and the imperial policy of promoting competition among Consortiums and nobles to keep each other in check, many competitors had arisen, and the Edward Consortium’s profits were gradually declining. 

To prevent this, they needed something new, something that could shake the world.

“What’s that?” 

While pondering such thoughts inside the carriage on her way to the mansion, Sylvia noticed something strange outside. 

People were gathered, doing something. 

It happened several times. 

Strange images seemed to be projected on a crystal, and Sylvia couldn’t recall any product sold in the flagship store that could attract people like this. 

What could it be? 

Curiosity sparked in her mind regarding the item that drew people’s attention.

“Thomas, please stop the carriage for a moment.” 

“Yes, miss.” 

Responding to her request, Thomas, her red-bearded butler, stopped the carriage. 

Stepping out, Sylvia headed towards the tavern where people were gathered. 

As she approached, she heard intriguing music.

『Doo-tee-ree-dee-dee, Doo-tee-ree-dee-dee』 

“What’s this? I’ve never heard such strange music before.” 

In a world where only classical music existed, she was hearing electronic music for the first time, and she wanted to know more about its origins.

As she approached the crowd, she saw a crystal with an image projected on it. 

Blocks of various colours and shapes were falling, aligning to form lines and disappearing, accompanied by cheers from the crowd.

“It’s working! Our son is doing great!!” 

“At this rate, he might reach level 7!” 

People started cheering excitedly at whatever was happening. 

Sylvia called the owner and asked, “Owner, what is this?”

“This is a magic game called Tetris, played with a crystal.”

“A game? Like Pyemon?”

“It’s similar to Pyemon, but much more fun.”

Sylvia recalled the card games she played in her childhood. 

“Much more fun than that?”

She became interested. “I see… Give me one.”

“I’m sorry, miss, but this isn’t for sale…”

“Thomas.”

“Yes, miss.”

At Sylvia’s command, Thomas immediately handed a pouch of gold coins to the owner. 

“Owner, will this be enough?”

“Woah! Yes, of course.”

After receiving an amount of gold that exceeded the price several times, the owner, astonished, handed over the Tetris crystal. 

Sylvia received it, feeling the resentful gaze of the boy from whom she had taken the game device.

Returning to the mansion, she tried using the Tetris crystal in her room.

“What’s so fun about this?”

It was a new screen, strange music. 

But even so, the reactions of the people were beyond comprehension.

Sylvia still didn’t understand why people were so enthusiastic about this game. 

In her opinion, games were just momentary entertainment, not something to get excited about.

With such thoughts in mind, she activated the Tetris crystal and started the game as described in the instructions. 

Manipulating the blocks to form a line, she heard the strange sound and watched as the line disappeared, earning her points. 

She continued to eliminate blocks, and the seemingly meaningless action kept repeating… yet she couldn’t stop.

“Hmm… It’s quite addictive, making you keep going. Not bad,” Sylvia thought, but she still didn’t find it as enjoyable yet. 

She continued playing Tetris. 

As she reached level 7 and beyond, the speed increased, creating tremendous tension. 

The more she played, the more she felt the need for that long block. 

“That straight block! It’s manipulating people’s minds with overwhelming performance… It feels like there’s a sinister intent behind it.” 

The straight block that solved everything. 

But it didn’t appear. 

Sylvia felt the malice of the person who created that straight block.

Falling into the pleasure of clearing lines with the straight block, she found herself on the brink of a game over as the blocks got tangled up.

It seemed like the most enjoyable things needed the most caution to last long, as if teaching the truth of life.

How much time had passed? 

Thomas brought food. 

“Miss, it’s time for breakfast.” 

“What? Breakfast!” 

Sylvia exclaimed, surprised, looking out the window. 

Dawn was breaking outside. 

“How… how many hours have I been playing?” 

“If you’ve been playing since I left, it’s been about 7 hours, miss. It seems you’ve taken a liking to that Tetris game magic.” 

Sylvia shuddered. 

Seven hours? 

She felt like she had only played for about an hour… 

“Thomas, please investigate the Tetris crystal and the magician who made it immediately. Right now!” 

“Yes, miss.” 

Watching the sunrise outside the window, Sylvia felt happy for the first time in a while. 

“Game magic… I won’t let it slip away.” 

***

The Tetris game was spreading even in the capital. 


It had only been a week since Yuren created Tetris. 

Two days had passed since the Tetris incident, like a storm, it had swept through. 

I was enjoying a rare moment of rest. 

“Disciple, the weather’s nice.” 

“Indeed. It feels like spring, Master.” 

Master and I were enjoying sunbathing in the yard after a long time.

Despite the uproar in the Merchant Guilt to create more Tetris crystals, I suggested discussing it a week later. 

Rest was needed for me and for our Irene School. 

While Master and I were replenishing our energy under the sun, other mages… 

“Yuren, take a look at this!” 

“Jiren and I made it together!” 

They were busy developing games. 

I taught Julia and other mages interested in game development how to make games. 

Since it was an application of document magic and video magic, they could easily create simple games themselves. 

Thus, Jiren and Noirin came running to us with crystals containing game magic. 

“Disciples, did you make a game?” 

“Yes, it’s not as great as Yuren’s Tetris, but it’s still fun!” 

“Looking forward to it. I want to try it too.” 

I grabbed the crystal Jiren gave me and tried it out. 

“Shall we give it a try?” 

“Ah, Yuren, play this game with me.” 

“With you?” 

“Yes, what we made is meant to be played together.” 

What did they make? 

With that, Master and I grabbed the crystals and activated them. 

On the simple black screen, we saw two paddles and a white ball. 

This… 

“You move the paddles to bounce the ball. And…” 

“If the ball hits your side of the wall, my score goes up, right?” 

“Exactly! As expected of you, Yuren-hyung.” 

It was Ping Pong. 

Our mages had created a game themselves, based on one of the world’s first games made by an Italian game company. 

They had reached this point without my guidance. 

Our mages were truly remarkable. 

Pong!!! 

Master and I enjoyed playing Ping Pong, passing the ball back and forth.

It seemed Master also liked this ball game. “This is fun. Well done, disciples!”

“Yeah, to achieve this in just two days, it seems like Jiren and Noirin, you both have talent as game developers.”

“Really!”

“Yay! We did it.”

My praise made the two mages happy. 

But is it really a compliment to say they have talent as game developers? 

I couldn’t help but ponder, recalling the days of struggle as a game developer in my past life. 

As we were playing games in the yard, a carriage started to come into view in the distance.

Clack, clack…

It was undoubtedly a carriage ridden by an extremely wealthy noble.

What could such a carriage be doing in this remote area?

As I pondered, the carriage stopped in front of our Irene School, and the door opened.

Then…

“Oh my…”

“Wow…”

A stunning beauty with golden locks and a haughty gaze stepped out of the carriage.

Seeing such a lady for the first time, Jiren and Noirin seemed to be in awe.

If it weren’t for my master, it could have been dangerous, but my aesthetic standards had long been aligned with my master, so I could withstand it.

Accompanied by a man who seemed to be a butler with a red beard, the golden-haired beauty who stepped out of the carriage walked towards us.

“Hello. Is this the Irene School that created the Tetris crystal?”

“Yes, that’s correct. But… who are you?”

She spoke to me politely.

Her refined voice, sharp gaze, and the aura emitted by the wealthy spoke volumes about her not being an ordinary person.

In response to my question, she lifted her skirt slightly and introduced herself with the etiquette of a noble lady.


“I am Sylvia Edward, the branch manager of the flagship store of the Edward Consortium. I’ve come to make a charming business proposal to the Irene School.”

Edward Consortium?!

If it’s a consortium, isn’t it like the conglomerates from my past life?

In terms of my past life, it felt like suddenly having a major corporation descend upon a small local research institute.

Something… something beyond imagination seemed to be unfolding, giving me a bad premonition.



 
  
    Chapter 9: Another World Game Developer


Edward Consortium was a company I’ve heard of before. 

It was one of the few prestigious corporations that could expand into various fields and wield significant influence like a giant conglomerate.

“Hmm… This tea has a delightful fragrance. It seems better than the tea we serve at our consortium.”

“Ahem! I personally made this.”

A beautiful woman, the successor of such a Consortium, was sipping mint tea handmade by my Master, in the small study of a southern magic School. 

Living twice as much others I felt like have experienced everything.

“Indeed, it must be made by Master Irene to have such a delightful aroma. I’ve learned something new.” 

She smiled gracefully and set down her teacup. 

With her elegance and fragrant smile, she exuded warmth yet conveyed a sense of coldness in her gaze, reminiscent of a female CEO in the IT industry from a past life. 

This woman… was extraordinary. 

“By the way, did Master Irene also create the Tetris game? Tetris had a different scent from this tea.” 

“…” 

My master sent me an SOS. 

She seemed to have already researched a lot. 

If it’s about us and our Master, it wouldn’t have been difficult for the consortium to investigate. 

At times like this… 

“I made it.” 

I had to strike first before she countered. 

She looked at me as if she already knew. 

“Indeed, I see. You are Yuren, the successor of the Irene School?” 

“Yes, that would be the proper introduction. I am Yuren, the grand disciple of Master Irene.” 

“Nice to meet you. Yuren, the one who created the magic of the game.”

She sat in front of me as if it was only natural. 

How far did this woman investigate? 

“You’ve done a lot of research.” 
“When discussing business ventures that affect people’s lives, this is basic.” 

She spoke with a nonchalant yet elegant smile. 

With such a pretty face, she seemed like she might be raising a couple of wolves inside. 

“Let’s get straight to the point then. I want to know what Edward Consortium wants and the conditions we’ll get.” 

“May I proceed directly to the point? You might be surprised.” 

“I’ve had plenty of surprises in the past two weeks, so it’s okay.” 

Her desires were somewhat expected. 

The Consortium wouldn’t just want a few Tetris crystals. 

She probably wanted to acquire the Tetris magic itself, much like a publisher company distributing games from a past life. 

I was cautious of her words. 

But then… 

“In that case, let’s be direct. I want to acquire the Irene School.” 

“What!?” 

What does she mean by that? 

Buy us? 

None of us, including myself, understood what she meant. 

“As expected, you thought I came here just to aim for that one game, didn’t you, Yuren?” 

No, how did she know? 

But isn’t that what an ordinary merchant would think? 

Did I misunderstand? 

“My time is very expensive. If I was going to make such an ordinary proposal, I would have just sent Thomas. I’m here not for a product but for the business, Yuren.” 

At that moment, the beautiful tiger showed in her smile. 

I felt like I had met someone even more extraordinary. 

When everyone, including me, was still unable to comprehend her proposal, she continued. 

“Do you and the others know about the situation in Market?” 

How would we know about the situation in Market? 

I thought of saying that we were going to die making 20,000 Tetris magic crystals, but I held back and pretended not to know. 

She already seemed to expect that and showed us the Tetris magic crystals. 

“These Tetris magical crystals you all made are currently selling for an average of 2 million gold.” 

“2 million!? It’s 10 times more expensive. Why didn’t they just sell it for 1 million gold?” 

“We couldn’t find any, that’s why. And…” 

She took out an unfamiliar magic crystal. 

Then she handed it to me. 

“What’s this?” 

“Try using it once. You should be familiar with it, Yuren.” 

When I used the magic  crystal Sylvia gave me, a small puzzle appeared on the screen. 

It looked like pieces to fit together. 

Is this… 

“What is this crude puzzle game?” 

As I manipulated it like Tetris, the puzzle pieces started moving and fitting together.

This was a very primitive puzzle game. 

There was no scoring system or anything, so it’s hard to call it a game, really. 

“That shoddy game, the Matching Gem, is being sold for 300,000 gold in the capital.” 

“300,000 gold!?” 

Startled by her words, Jiren behind her grabbed the gem. 

After touching it a few times, he shouted unjustly. 

“The thing made by me and Noirin would be 100 times better.” 

“You’re right, Jiren!” 

I’ve heard about this before. 

Back when games like Tetris were popular, there were tons of knock-offs and hacked versions being made and sold. 

But to think something like this came out in just two weeks… 

“It’s natural for other Schools to imitate popular products. Especially in a market without ‘leaders’ like now.” 

“I see… I understand what you’re saying, Sylvia. But I’m curious about something else.” 

“What are you curious about?” 

I knew she was thinking big when looking at the big market. 


But because of that, as a commoner, I was curious. 

“If the Edward Consortium has one or two Magic Schools under its jurisdiction, they could have made and sold something much more plausible than this. Why did you come to us, the southern Schools?” 

If it was the Edward Consortium, they could have made something much more plausible and sold it at a higher price. 

But she came all the way to our School in the south. 

I didn’t understand that. 

To my question, she replied bluntly. 

“Because it’s inferior.” 

Sylvia grabbed the Tetris magic crystal. 

She looked at it as if it was a very precious treasure. 

It reminded me of the way I handled the Super Mario game pack I first bought. 

“If I hadn’t seen Tetris, I might have been satisfied with something like this too. But I and the citizens of the Empire know the best product, Tetris.” 

She said, imagining an unpleasant future. 

“What would happen if we produced inferior products in such a state? They might sell for a while, but soon customers will turn away. It’s about the market for game crystals itself.” 

There have been such incidents in the gaming industry in the past. Chasing money, neglecting quality and fun, and producing games led to the collapse of the North American gaming industry, known as the “Italian Shock”. 

To think it would come to Tetris and even the Italian Shock… 

This woman is really something else. 

“Specifically… what do you want?” 

“Join hands with us and supply high-quality game magic from the Irene School. Let Edward Consortium take responsibility for the production and distribution of gems.” 

I looked into her eyes. 

I felt her certainty in her eyes. 

She was sure it would succeed. 

But because of that, I hesitated. 

“…This matter is too big, it seems I need to discuss it with everyone. Could you give us some time to think?” 

“Of course. But I’m busy too, so I’d appreciate it if you could give me an answer by tomorrow.” 

As she finished speaking, she stood up without hesitation. 

“Then let’s go back, Thomas.” 

“Yes, miss.” 

So the two left from the Irene School. 

Leaving me with a big worry in my heart and my home. 

And shortly after, everyone gathered in the laboratory. 

“Alright, Your Eminence! This is an opportunity.” 

“I agree too. Let’s do it!” 

“Me too!” 

Karen went shopping for young mages’ clothes today. 

I and my Master told Karen and all the other mages about this.

Everyone was excited and agreed. 

“What do you think, Master?” 

“If Yuren approves, I’m in favor too.” 

Everyone’s gaze turned to me. 

They couldn’t understand why I, who started this, hesitated to agree. 

If only I agreed, that would be enough. 

But… 

“Just a moment, everyone… I’ll think about it and come back…”

Avoiding the answer, I fled to my room. 

Time passed. 

In the dead of night, I thought on the rooftop of the Irene School building, looking at the sea of stars. 

It was nice that the night in this world made the stars visible. 

Looking at the night sky like this always helped me clear my head. 

But today’s events seemed particularly difficult. 

My mind wasn’t clearing well. 

“What’s the problem…”

Everyone agreed.

Even if that’s not the case, if I decide to do it, our kind master and mages will join me. 

But something was holding me back. 

There was something troubling and worrying in my heart. 

But I didn’t know what that something was. 

Why am I so afraid? 

That night, as I stared at the endless sky with no answers, my master appeared. 

“Yuren, are you still thinking?” 

“Master.” 

She walked over and sat beside me. 

“What’s troubling you so much?” 

“I don’t know either. Something just keeps bothering me.” 

I expressed my confused feelings. 

My master thought for a moment and then looked up at the sky.

“Yuren, my dream was to research magic with my disciples. Peacefully and happily.” 

I remember. 

When my master and I first came to this Irene School building, she said that to me while we looked at the night sky, just like now. 

“And thanks to you, Yuren, that dream came true.” 

“Master…” 

With the same unchanged eyes as back then, my master looked at me.

“So I hope Yuren achieves Yuren’s dream.” 

My dream? 

Come to think of it, I don’t think I ever told her about my dream. 

Her dream was my dream too, in a way. 

But it seemed like that wasn’t it in my master’s eyes. 

“Whenever we talk about games, Yuren seemed genuinely happy. Making games seemed like Yuren’s dream.” 

“But if I go back to being a game developer, our School…” 

In my past life as a game developer, the final days were grim.

Surrounded by ARPPU, CPI, and all sorts of business jargon, I chased money. 

The pursuit of fun-making technology was replaced by the pursuit of money-making technology, and somewhere along the line, I even forced money onto my team members. 

Instead of fun, I pursued the hatred among users, and instead of enjoyment, I pursued revenue and metrics. 

That’s what scared me. 

I was afraid of going back to being the person who only chased money.

That fearful feeling grew as big as the night sky. 

But then, in that moment, my master reached out and held my hand.

“My disciple, you’re not going back to that time alone.” 

She looked at me with the same unchanged expression as always.

“We’re moving forward together.” 

Ah… 

That’s how my master always was. 

She casually came into my heart and blew away my worries. 

“The games my disciple made were fun. I want to keep seeing more games.” 

So, I was afraid. 

I was afraid of going back to being a game developer. 

I was afraid of becoming the person who cared only about money and revenue, with nothing else around me. 

But… 

If it’s not going back to that time… 

If it means achieving the dream of making fun games with everyone… 

I wanted to be a game developer again. 

Definitely. 

“Wow! D-Disciple!?” 

“Thank you, master. Thank you so much.”

 I hugged my master. 

Her warmth, felt after so long, was warmer than ever. 


And my master, too, hugged me back with her small hands, just like before. 

“I’m grateful too. Yuren, my disciple.” 

My mind cleared. 

Now I feel like I can confidently say who I am. 

My name is Yuren, disciple of the sage Irene, and a “Game Developer from Another World.”



 
  
    Chapter 10: Grand Prize vs. Pioneer


Sylvia was honestly disappointed. The gem game called <Tetris> was an astonishing item even to her, who had handled various products before. 

It was fresh, charming, and above all, brimming with ‘energy’. 

Fine craftsmen’s items possessed their own unique energy. 

Handling various fine items, Sylvia could feel the aura, different from magic, that ‘energy’ exuded. 

That’s why she had come all the way down to this remote southern region to meet Yuren, the one who created Tetris. 

However, in their meeting yesterday, she didn’t sense that energy from him. 

Or more precisely, she felt hesitation. It was the hesitation one felt when an ordinary citizen seemed to achieve more than their station allowed.

“Did I expect too much from someone who seems to have such limited potential?”

Because of that, Sylvia felt disappointed in Yuren. In the worst-case scenario, she even considered just buying Tetris and leaving, but the next day, she found herself back at the Irene School of Magic.

However…

“Your eyes are different.”

Sylvia was surprised. 

At the entrance, Yuren was waiting for her along with Irine and other mages. 

But his gaze was completely different from yesterday. 

Yesterday’s Yuren seemed weighed down by something. But now, she didn’t sense that. Instead, she felt a vibrant energy, as if he could fly into the sky at any moment.

“Welcome. Lady Sylvia, we’ve been expecting you.”

Seeing Yuren confidently and respectfully greet her, Sylvia revised her assessment of him. 

If yesterday’s Yuren was a fortunate rich kid who stumbled into success, then today’s Yuren was a formidable opponent who might surpass her if she let her guard down.

“Was something different yesterday? Your expression seems to have changed a lot.”

Looking at Yuren sitting across from her in the study, Sylvia asked. Seeing Sylvia like that, Yuren replied with a warm smile, like the night sky.

“Yes, there was. It was a night I’ll never forget.”

Curious about what happened last night, Sylvia wanted to ask. 

But she refrained. 

History, they say, is made in the evening and carried out during the day. Asking about last night’s events would be impolite. Like those guys.

“Yesterday, you were with Master Irene, right?”

“Yes, Irene… Yuren and Master Irene…”

“…Wait a moment.”

Yuren asked for Sylvia’s indulgence, which she granted. Rising from his seat, Yuren respectfully greeted the mages with orange and black hair behind him.

Tap! Tap!

After neatly greeting the two mages, Yuren sat back in front of Sylvia.

“Shall we get straight to the point? I expect an answer that suits my time.”

Responding to Sylvia’s expectant answer, Yuren replied gently but firmly.

“I will. But first, I want to talk about conditions.”

“Conditions?”

“Yes, we, the Irene School, want to collaborate with the Edward Consortium through a profit-sharing agreement.”

A profit-sharing agreement was not something small businesses could easily propose. 

It could make a fortune if it succeeded. 

But who could guarantee that? 

In reality, more often than not, failure was more common than success, both in this world and the next.

Moreover, even if there was a big success, the laws of the market allowed large companies to harass small ones as they pleased. 

To ensure a proper jackpot through profit-sharing, one needed the confidence to keep succeeding, not just once but continuously.

Yuren had that confidence, and that energy transmitted to Sylvia. She found this moment increasingly fascinating.

“All right. Your unwavering gaze is appealing to me. Let’s go with profit-sharing. Thomas.”

She had naturally prepared a profit-sharing contract. It was a given once they reached Corporation status. Sylvia handed him the contract she had prepared.

“Here are the conditions we propose. We will take responsibility for game magic production costs, gem production and distribution, marketing, and everything else. In return, we will share 20% of the net profit.”

20% of the net profit.

In numerical terms, it might seem like an unfair contract, but in the real world, it was not uncommon, especially in contracts with large corporations. 

In China, a giant gaming company had a contract condition of only 10% of the profits, yet many companies lined up to provide services, knowing that successful service could turn a dozen small companies into a mid-sized company with hundreds of billions in revenue.

If it had been yesterday’s Yuren, he might have been satisfied with this. 

If he could earn hundreds of billions of gold annually, he would already exceed all the dreams he had. But…

“We must have 40% of the net profit.”

The current Yuren could not be satisfied with that. 

Hearing Yuren’s condition, Sylvia was speechless. She had expected some negotiation, but 40% was a demand that insulted the Consortium.

Sylvia lost her composure for the first time as an adult.

“Are you kidding me right now?”

A vivid flame ignited. If looks could ignite a person, it would be such a gaze. 

Even the composed Karen and the stoic Irene flinched under her force.

But Yuren…

“Are you suggesting that I’m joking right now?”

He wasn’t fazed by that flame at all. If anything, Yuren was burning more fiercely than ever before, fuelled by a sense of duty as a pioneer.

“I am speaking as a pioneer of the new market, just as Sylvia represents the Consortium.”

The first move in every endeavor is crucial above all else. 

The clash between software and hardware was, in a way, a new beginning in this world. Yuren had no intention of losing as a pioneer in this fight.

“25%. This is the best deal we offer at the Edward Consortium.”

“Instead give us 30%, we will grant Edward Consortium exclusive rights to the next three new game magics.”

Working with Consortiums, Yuren knew several acquaintances. It was known that the cleaning magic had been contracted to the Consortium for 25%. While it provided financial stability, it made demanding higher returns difficult for the current Magic Schools.

Yuren resolved to adjust it for the many upcoming game developers. Of course, there was also a bit of greed involved.

“…Alright. But there’s a condition.”

After a brief silence, Sylvia spoke up. 

This was exactly as Yuren had anticipated. To persuade the massive organization known as the Edward Consortium, she needed justification as well. Exclusive rights to the game alone wouldn’t suffice; she would want something more.

“What condition?”

Sylvia smiled mischievously. Her servant Thomas was slightly surprised inwardly. That smile was reserved for when she found an ‘interesting friend.’

“Prove that the Irene School and the game are fitting for such a prestigious treatment.”

“How do you suggest I prove that?”

Sylvia approached the window and gazed into the distant Empire.

“You’re aware that the founding day festival will be held in the Empire four months from now.”

The founding day festival of the Zers Empire was the largest festival and holiday, where the entire continent celebrated for three days. Though Yuren hadn’t enjoyed it in the kingdom, he knew about it from last year when he had enjoyed the festival with his mages and Master.

“The founding day festival in the Empire is not just a mere celebration. It’s where the highest echelons and nobles of the empire, along with foreign dignitaries, gather. It wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say that the revenue of the entire year’s depends on that festival.”

Yuren had heard the story before. The founding day festival in the Empire was not just a celebration but a moment that decided the fate of the Zers Empire for the year.


“We will also participate in the founding day festival. Prove that games are the top commodity there. If you do so, then we will accept the condition.”

Was it really going to work out like that? Yuren found Sylvia’s proposal convincing, and even more so, he liked it. Games, as a new commodity, were gaining popularity, but they hadn’t yet become a cultural norm. There was no better occasion than the founding day festival to acculturate games.

“Alright. I’ll show you that Sylvia has chosen the top commodity.”


And with that, Yuren accepted Sylvia’s proposal and shook hands. No one, except Yuren, could predict the storm that would be unleashed by the meeting of the azure lioness and the silver-haired counsellor.

“But Yuren, what kind of game are you going to make?”

As Yuren pondered what game would suit the grandest stage, a man appeared before her. Thomas, the servant with a fiery red beard.

In that moment, the BGM of the game resounded in Yuren’s mind.

Dadadadada Dadan…



 
  
    Chapter 11: Super Mario


In the mid-1980s, a video game emerged in Japan. 

The game told the four-dimensional story of a mustached plumber’s adventure to rescue the Peach Princess from the Mushroom Kingdom, and it became a legend in the history of gaming worldwide upon its release.

Children like myself at the time controlled the plumber, breaking blocks with jumps to collect gold and mushrooms, stomping on turtles, and dying from being hit by the shells of the turtles we had just killed. 

We enjoyed unforgettable adventures in that world.

This game is a living legend of video games, selling 40 million copies worldwide and 300 million copies as a series total. 

It also achieved a total media income of 30 billion dollars, ranking ninth globally.

The reason why I think the game is so fun is that it embodies our childlike innocence. 

As children, we embarked on imaginary adventures—whether it was in the back mountains, old apartments, or around the house. 

We imagined great dangers and explored them, becoming heroes in our own little adventures.

The game encapsulated these small adventures in a world where we could act on our whims and curiosity. 

If we thought we could jump on an enemy, we would, and if we thought we could enter a pipe, we would do just that. 

In this game, we didn’t need to worry about style or social status; we just had to enjoy the world with childlike wonder.

This freedom to explore the world made the mustached plumber the perfect protagonist. 

If it had been a cool hero instead, the experience wouldn’t have been the same. 

We would have expected them to wield a legendary sword and use it as well, adding more elements that would have lost our childlike wonder.

Because the protagonist was an ordinary mustached plumber, we could freely enjoy the world. 

The first time I played Super Mario as a child, it brought me immense joy and shock. 

Without much money, my orphanage friends and I would go on adventures in the Mushroom Kingdom in department store game corners, which helped us endure our difficult childhoods.

The impact was so significant that if I was to choose one game as a gift for otherworldly beings, it would undoubtedly be this game. 

I believe other game developers and players would make the same choice.

“I’m going to create a game… How does it sound?”

As I thought of Super Mario, I passionately conveyed the fun of the game to Sylvia and everyone else. 

I may have gotten a bit excited in the middle, but I couldn’t stop. 

How could I remain calm when I might get the chance to create such a game?

After my impassioned speech about Super Mario, a quiet tension filled the office. 

These looks.

I recognized these eyes from my past life. 

They were the same eyes I saw when I explained my gaming philosophy to a layperson, wondering what I was talking about.

Sylvia seemed to be experiencing a headache as she held her head. “So, the game with the guy who shouts ‘Yah-hoo!’ while running around is the best game ever?”

“Yes, exactly!”

Once again, a cold tension filled the room. 

It was more uncomfortable than the intense argument I had just had with Sylvia.

“Um… Ms. Sylvia?”

“I’m quite baffled. I’ve been managing this company for a long time, but this is the most bewildering moment.”

She genuinely seemed perplexed. 

Was my explanation lacking? I called on my allies for support.

“Guys, you don’t find this fun?”

My fellow apprentices, standing behind me, wore various expressions of confusion. Noirin smiled innocently and said, “Well, we enjoyed watching your performance, ha ha ha.”

Jiren seemed genuinely concerned. “Honestly… this alone might not…”

Karen seemed thoughtful. “At least could the main character be a handsome man? Mr. Yuren?”

It wasn’t going well. Did I have no allies here?

“Don’t worry, Noirin. I believe in Yuren.”

Of course! My only ally was my master.

“No matter how strange the game is, I am confident I will enjoy it. After all, Yuren made it!”

My master’s kind consideration touched my heart. 

So, the fun of Super Mario couldn’t be conveyed in words alone… In my past life, when I developed games, I faced similar situations countless times.

And each time, I did the same thing.

“Alright. Then let’s do this. I’ll show you a prototype within a month.”

A prototype—essentially, the development of a game sample.

“A whole month?”

“It only takes a month.”

Super Mario’s actual development period was said to be three to four months. 

Knowing the game well, I felt I could create it in less time. 

But even with the shortened time frame, making new magic, testing, and improving the quality of the game would require at least a month.

Sylvia seemed to understand this, given her experience with similar situations in other magic schools.

“Alright. Then show us the new game magic in a month. But this time, Yuren, please come to the capital.”

Though I had come here for a big event, now that I am in charge, it was up to you to come over.

It was a simple request for a rank order from the publisher I had experienced in my previous life.

This much is nothing to worry about.

“Understood. I shall go.”

Sylvia and I exchanged glances.

She had a look that said she’d burn anything strange brought back, while I responded with a look of confidence that there would be no such situation.

Thomas, the butler who had been watching from the side, spoke up for the first time as the atmosphere settled.

“Then it seems the matter has been resolved, so let’s proceed with the contract.”

“Yes, please do, Thomas.”

He began adding the modified terms to the contract as he infused the contract paper with magical energy

.

The words started to form, filling up the new contract.

I could never get used to contracts from another world, no matter how often I saw them.

“From midnight today, our Edward Consortium will start producing and distributing the Tetris Magic Stone. The duration will last as long as both Edward Consortium and the Irene School agree, with 70% of the net profits going to Edward Consortium and 20% to the Irene School. The remaining 10% will go to the Irene School if the conditions of the contract are met. Any objections, Elder Irene?”

“None, Thomas.”

As the representative of the Irene School, my master signed the contract, and Sylvia’s pre-signed signature began to shine.

The documents were split into two copies, one for us and one for Sylvia.

“With this, the contract between Edward Consortium and the Irene School is officially concluded.”

With his quiet declaration, the contract between our Irene School and Edward Company was finalized.

The die was rolled.

Once the contract ended, Sylvia immediately said she would return to the capital.

Since she was the person in charge, we all escorted her to the carriage.

“I’ll see you in a month then, Yuren. I look forward to seeing the best game.”


“Don’t worry. You might even need to worry about the production capacity of Edward’s magic stones.”

Even in this other world, I couldn’t guarantee that these games would sell tens of millions of copies.

But I had a strong sense that at least millions of copies would be sold.

Hmm… It would certainly bring joy to millions of people.

At my words, Sylvia smiled with a mix of disbelief and satisfaction.

“You are still so arrogant until the very end. But that arrogance… I don’t hate it.”

From her belongings, she took out a small black magic stone.

A black magic stone made from dragon blood; a high-quality product. What could this be?

“This is a direct communication magic stone between me and Thomas. Contact us through it in a month.”

Using such a luxury item for communication, indeed the rich are different.

It reminded me of the Chinese game company CEO from my previous life who used an ashtray made of gold.

“Let’s go then, Thomas.”

“Yes, Miss.”

The carriage door closed, and she departed for the capital.

I recalled everything that had happened since her arrival.

She was like a storm.

A storm of great crises and opportunities.

This time, I wasn’t prepared, so I got swept up in it.

But it’s okay.


Thanks to it, I regained the dream I had forgotten.

However, it’s not in my nature to just endure.

Next time, I’ll become the storm.

Along with this legendary game.

Yahoouuu!



 
  
    Chapter 12: Game Engine


Sylvia looked outside the carriage on their way back to the capital, a joyful expression on her face.

“Miss, did you enjoy the magic of the game?”

“Yes, I loved it. It was more than I expected.”

Sylvia had almost everything she wanted from this visit to the Irene School of Magic. 

She obtained the distribution rights for Tetris and secured a role in the kingdom’s founding day festival.

Although she wasn’t convinced by the game they said was better than Tetris, seeing Yuren’s confidence gave her hope that it would at least be on the same level as Tetris.

So she couldn’t be anything but pleased, and Thomas, her butler, shared her delight at seeing his young lady happy.

“It was worth the trip all the way down to the south. I’m glad to hear that.”

“Indeed. Though my head aches thinking of the work ahead when we return, enjoying Tetris should ease it a bit.”

“That’s a relief. Haha.”

Thomas had been Sylvia’s butler for ten years now. 

He was hired by her father, Mark, the current head of the Edward Consortium, to serve as her butler and tutor, and since then, he had been assisting Sylvia.

To Sylvia, Thomas was more like a father figure than her own father. 

She could open up to him in ways she couldn’t with others.

“Thomas, I want to surpass my father. But I haven’t seen how to do that… Until today.”

Sylvia wanted to surpass her father, but she couldn’t see the opportunity.

The Edward Consortium grew because of a war about 30 years ago.

Mark’s abilities utilized the opportunity, but without that chance, the association wouldn’t exist as it does today.

Sylvia hadn’t had a similar chance to prove herself the protagonist. Until now.

“I’ll show them that I’m the protagonist.”

As she thought this, she remembered the game Yuren had mentioned earlier.

A mustached man in a red outfit… a bit different from Thomas, but somewhat similar.

“Thomas, what if you were the protagonist of a literary work?”

Literature existed in this world, of course. 

With magic around, there were even more fantasy-themed works.

And just as in reality, the protagonists were often handsome or beautiful.

A mustached man like him might at best play the role of a protagonist’s friend or mentor.

“I am already the protagonist of my life. Even if I am not the hero of the world, I am living my life to its fullest, enjoying it with satisfaction.”

Thomas, deep in thought, answered her as only he could. It was a perfect response from a butler like Thomas.

But…

“If there were such a thing… I would be very happy. Extremely so.”

Thomas, the man, showed a hint of longing to Sylvia, who was like a daughter to him.

“I see.”

Sylvia pretended not to notice the glimmer of longing in Thomas’s eyes as he looked out the window.

Just as she confided a little of her heart to him, he revealed this side of himself only to her.

Super Mario is a fun game. Even just releasing this game should be enough to be as successful as Tetris.

But is that enough?

Is it really okay to just release this legendary game like that?

No, it’s not.

The founding day festival, the best stage one could ask for, was ready.

The best game would also be prepared.

Then, it would need the best performance to match.

But achieving that alone would be difficult.

To accomplish it, the entire school would have to become game developers.

***

“Jiren, you and Karen should work on making Tetris 2.”

“Me?”

Jiren looked surprised, as if he hadn’t heard what he said.

“Us? Yuren?”

“Yes, you two. If you study and work hard, you should be able to make Tetris 2.”

Jiren was smart, contrary to his image, and Karen was simply smart.

With the know-how I shared, they created a game like Ping Pong in just two days. 

If they worked hard together, they should be able to make Tetris 2.

“But Senior, what exactly is Tetris 2? Is it adding something to Tetris magic?”

Oh, right! This world doesn’t have the concept of sequels yet.

I explained to them what I envisioned for Tetris 2.

“Tetris 2 is the sequel to Tetris, and it will have a ‘versus mode’.”

“Versus mode! What is that?”

“Versus mode is…”

“Tetris is fun to play alone, but it’s even more fun when played together.”

‘Simple score competition is already being done among the wizards, but imagine adding a direct attack element to compete against each other.”

‘I still remember that time. The high-level Tetris player who used combos to stack blocks quickly and knocked me out of the game.”

I explained the concept of versus mode in Tetris to Jiren and Karen with excitement.

“Do you think you can do it?”

Making a two-player version of Tetris was not an easy task.

But with these two being the best in the group, I believed they could achieve it.

Hearing me out, Jiren looked uncertain.

“I have a general idea, but…”

“I think we can do it. No, we can do it, Yuren.”

Jiren probably felt he could do it.

He just couldn’t be sure because he hadn’t tried it yet.

“Let’s do it together. If we work together and get a little help from other wizards, we can complete it within a month.”

“If Karen says so… Alright. I’ll do it.”

They may be starting this way now, but one day, they would surely create their own game magic.

Just as I started my first game-making journey by creating a mod of a famous game in my past life.

“But, Senior, can I ask you something?”

“???”

Jiren organized his thoughts and then asked me.

“Is this ‘Battle Mode’ really necessary for the Foundation Day Festival?”


“It’s necessary, very much so.”

Tetris 2 with Battle Mode was a crucial part of the plan, just like Super Mario.

Hearing my words, Jiren spoke with determination.

“Understood. I’ll do my best.”

“Alright, I trust you, Jiren.”

Jiren was the first disciple my mentor took under her wing after me.

We’ve been through many things together since the start of the Irene School, and because we’ve seen each other at our worst, he felt more like a younger brother than a disciple.

One thing I learned about Jiren was that he was truly reliable once he made up his mind.

I once read somewhere, “Those who make up their minds are happy.” It felt similar.

Was it really similar?

In any case, now I just needed to trust Jiren and focus on my own work.

Before making Super Mario, the most important thing was a new kind of magic.

While Tetris used paper magic, Super Mario needed a wider range of actions.

Creating everything using paper magic wasn’t impossible, but it was highly inefficient.

So, I decided to seek guidance from my mentor for the first time in a while.

“I need your guidance, mentor.”

“Right now?”

When I visited my mentor’s room after dinner, I found her eating strawberry ice cream.

Since the younger disciples would want ice cream too and end up with tooth decay, the mentor ate her ice cream in secret.

“… You can finish your strawberry ice cream first.”

“Got it! Just wait a moment, disciple.”

My mentor quickly finished her ice cream, clutching her head in pain.

My mentor was adorable even today.

After a while, we went to the classroom together for the first time in a long while.

“Let’s have a class, Yuren.”

“Yes.”

I shared my worries with my mentor.

My mentor listened earnestly to my concerns.

After hearing me out, my mentor spoke.

“Disciple, you want to create a world, don’t you?”

“Yes, I suppose you could say that, mentor.”

My mentor pondered over my words.

With hundreds of years of magical knowledge, my mentor would surely have a solution.

After contemplating for a while, my mentor spoke.

“Then, disciple, how about using ‘Void Magic’?”

“Void Magic?”

“Void Magic deals with the world of emptiness and is the foundation of barrier magic.”

It is possible to create a barrier in the world of emptiness to shape a battlefield or a world for experiments, like domain expansion from a certain manga or unique barriers from a certain game.

But creating a world on the level of creation was too energy-consuming and challenging for me to achieve.

Therefore, Void Magic is typically used for moving or creating storage spaces.

Creating a massive subspace in a scroll using emptiness allows for storing large objects.

“Void Magic uses a world of emptiness that exists and yet does not exist.”

My mentor began using Void Magic with a scroll.

Purple mana spread out and began to etch onto the scroll.

“Usually, it’s used to create vast worlds and impose rules, but if we make it very, very small…”

Ah… Ah! Ah!?

I began to grasp what my mentor was doing.

Could it really be possible!?

While I was in awe, my mentor showed me something astonishing right before my eyes.

“Look, Yuren! This is a game Jiren and Noiren made.”

It was Ping Pong.

My mentor recreated the game Jiren and Noiren made in two days within just ten minutes.

What a sage my mentor was.

“You’re truly amazing, mentor. To come up with such a concept…”

“Indeed!”

A game is essentially about creating a world.


By connecting rules within a world of zeros and ones to create fun, that’s a game.

My mentor approached the concept of creating worlds and managed to use Void Magic and barrier magic to shrink it down to a size that could be used in a small crystal, thus creating the concept for games.

This approach would not only make creating Super Mario easier, but also lower the difficulty for creating other games.

It was like the introduction of the concept of a game engine, making game creation much simpler.

My master earned another title to add to her achievements today: ‘The first magician to create a game engine.’



 
  
    Chapter 13: Full time for develpopment


The method of developing game magic that the teacher taught was named the Boyer Game Engine. 

Though it wasn’t formally registered as magic, that name was chosen because it sounded cool. 

A snappy title always influences one’s desire to work, making it important.

“Alright, the scrolls and mana ink are ready…” 

And with the money he earned, he upgraded his magical tools. 

Instead of cheap papyrus scrolls, he prepared high-quality magic scrolls made of silk and ink from unicorn blood rather than slime.

The importance of high-end equipment in this world was all about efficiency. 

The more expensive and rare the magical tools, the better they responded to magic, making them easier to handle. 

It was like the difference between a cheap, heavy, and erratic mouse and a high-end gaming mouse that guaranteed smooth, fantastic control.

With preparations complete, it was time for the enjoyable part of game development. 

“First, I’ll create a 2D platformer world and a character controller…” 

The Boyer Game Engine could be compared to a 3D game engine from  previous life, meaning he could skip 2D altogether and immediately create a 3D game. 

However, that might not be easy just yet, as expanding the world into 3D would significantly increase magic energy, and the current popular ‘small crystal balls’ made of glass might struggle to handle it.

It was like a situation from his previous life where the CPU and GPU were severely lacking. 

That is, unless he had something like the ‘crystal ball made from the blood of a black flame dragon’ that Sylvia gave him.

“With the basic system sorted, next is the controls…” 

The core of Super Mario’s control system was the slight inertia applied during movement. 

This sometimes inconvenient inertia created various scenarios depending on the terrain and running speed, providing us with enjoyment. 

Though some players with poor physical skills complained.

Thus, the basic system for Super Mario was prepared, and he added graphic resources. “Naturally, the protagonist is a mustached man…” 

He initially considered adapting it to fit the otherworldly setting, but decided to keep the original as is.

If the original Super Mario was about exploring an alternate world from reality, here it would be about an otherworldly hero arriving in reality for the first time. 

And that hero would have an unimaginable occupation: a plumber.

Thinking it would be more fun, he used video magic to recreate the mustached man from his memory. 

Additionally, he recreated iconic enemies like the ‘Goomba’ and ‘Koopa Troopa’, and the primary goal of the game, ‘Princess Peach’.

He pulled characters from his memories to create the game, slowly bringing the legendary game to life in his hands. 

The legendary game itself! … Hehe! 

It’s so much fun.

Game development is the best!

“Is Yuren okay? It’s already been three days since he’s been holed up like that…”

It’s been three days since Yuren entered his private research room to develop new game magic.

Noirin was quite worried about Yuren.

Yuren had asked Noirin to bring him meals three times a day and not to disturb him.

Noirin diligently followed his instructions and brought Yuren his meals. 

Each time, she witnessed the changes in Yuren.

Noirin had seen Yuren tired from work before, staying up late to fulfill requests and greeting the morning with deep dark circles and coffee in hand. 

But now…

“Great! The mushroom item is done! Let’s make the Super Star now! Hehe!” 

Yuren didn’t even acknowledge Noirin bringing in the food, focusing entirely on developing Super Mario. 

He laughed uncontrollably, as if he had lost his mind.

Noirin found Yuren’s behaviour scary. 

But her Master Irene watched him with satisfaction while eating strawberry ice cream. 

“It’s okay, Noirin. Yuren is now truly learning magic.”

“Learning magic?”

Irene recalled when Yuren first learned magic. 

His overflowing talent and intense focus quickly allowed him to learn magic from Irene. 

However, he couldn’t enjoy it.

Yuren was driven by the belief that being useful was the only way to take care of his family, rather than enjoying the thrill of manipulating the world with magic. 

Irene tried to teach him the joy of handling the world with magic, but Yuren struggled with it.

“Yes, Yuren studied magic out of a sense of responsibility, but he couldn’t truly enjoy it. But now he’s finally starting to enjoy magic. So, it’s fine.”

“Yuren…”

Noirin had heard from Jiren and Karen about how Yuren had struggled immensely during tough times to support his younger siblings. 

Seeing Irene gaze at Yuren with a distant expression, Noirin felt her own eyes grow moist.

“Game development is the best! Hehe! I’m coming to meet you, God of Games! Hahaha!!”

As Yuren’s excitement reached its peak, shouting about meeting the God of Games, Noirin’s unease grew.

“Are you sure Yuren is okay, Master?”

“…Maybe he is.”

Irene didn’t want to worry Noirin, but she too was slightly concerned about Yuren.

***

3 Days Later

“Is Yuren’s new game finally complete?”

“Pretty much.”

Three more days had passed.

Yuren welcomed Noirin with a big smile, despite his dark circles being more pronounced than ever. 

In Yuren’s hand, he held a red crystal ball that shimmered with magical power. Noirin couldn’t take her eyes off it.

“Want to give it a try?” Yuren asked.

“Yes! Yuren, I definitely want to go first this time!” 

Noirin said, eager at the thought of being one of the first to experience the new game.

When explaining the game to Sylvia earlier that day, Noirin had vaguely heard about a game where a man with a mustache explores a mushroom kingdom. 

Although she couldn’t quite imagine what it would look like, Yuren’s passionate explanation made her excited.

As she used the crystal ball, the screen appeared like when she played Tetris. 

On the blue background, there were red blocks, clouds, and grass.

Unique music began to play.

“Dadadantadan!”

With the intriguing sound, a short man with a red hat and a mustache jumped out from the left side of the screen.

“What is this! A monster!?”

Noirin was surprised, but as she started to control the character, she realized it was like controlling Tetris blocks. 

The man with the mustache wasn’t just any man; he was a short man with a mustache. 

Noirin thought Yuren’s taste was quite unique, though she already knew that.


As Noirin moved the character to the right, a creature that seemed to be a monster approached the man with the mustache.

“Is that a monster? I’m going to take it down!”

Noirin controlled the mustached man to run towards the monster, but as soon as she touched it, the man died.

“Tiddly-dee-dee-dee-dee!”

“What? Did the man with the mustache just die?”

How could the main character be so weak!?

Noirin was upset and determined.

“Yuren, how do I handle this monster!?”

“Try jumping on it.”

Following Yuren’s advice, Noirin jumped. Then…

“Hi-yah!”

With a cheerful yell, the mustached man jumped on the monster, crushing it flat and killing it.

‘So there was an easy way! I shouldn’t have just run at it.’

“By the way, Yuren, what’s this question mark box?”

Noirin’s eyes were drawn to a box with a question mark on it. Yuren gave a mischievous grin.

“Guess. Try whatever you want to do with it.”

Noirin thought about it and decided to jump at the box from underneath. She gave it a try.

“Yah-hoo! Tiddly-dee-dee!”

“Wow! Yuren, a mushroom came out of the box!”

A mushroom emerged from the box and began to move. Instinctively, Noirin followed the mushroom and fed it to the man with the mustache.

Then…

“Wow! The man with the mustache grew bigger after eating the mushroom!”

After eating the mushroom, the man with the mustache doubled in size. 

He could now break the red blocks that he couldn’t before.

As Noirin marveled at the scene, Yuren said, “If you eat mushrooms, you can grow taller too. You all should eat well and not be picky eaters in the future.”

“Yes…”

In that moment, Yuren’s nagging drained Noirin’s energy.

With an understanding of the game, Noirin enjoyed the world of Super Mario to her heart’s content.

“Dadin-tee-lee-ree-dee-dee-dee!”

“Aaaah! What’s up with the turtle shell!?”

She tried to hit a Koopa with the shell, but the shell bounced back and killed her instead.

“Wow, you can go inside this green pipe!?”

She tried entering what looked like a sewer pipe, and found herself in another hidden space filled with hidden gold.

“Wow! There’s this kind of item here!”

When she jumped into the air by chance, a hidden green mushroom appeared and she gained an extra life.

“Dun-dun-dun!”

“After eating the star, my body is glowing! Yuren!”

“You’ve become stronger! Charge ahead!”

The highlight was the shimmering star item. 

After eating it, her body glowed and all the monsters died upon touching her. 

Noirin kept the shining mustached man running and jumped at the flagpole.

With joyous music and fireworks, the flag rose up, signaling the end of the game. 

Noirin finally understood why Yuren was so passionate about this game. 

She had just run around as the mustached man, but it was so irresistibly fun.

“What do you think? Fun, right?”

“Yes! Yuren, it’s really fun! But it’s too short. Is there more?”

“We have to keep making it to share with others.”


“Is there someone else making this game besides you? Could it be Jiren?”

Jiren was supposedly working on Tetris 2 and had turned into a zombie according to what Noirin had heard, but who else was he working with? Julia, perhaps?

Just as she was pondering, Yuren looked at her intently and patted her on the shoulder.

“You.”

At that moment, the profession of level designer was born for the first time in this other world.



 
  
    Chapter 14: Flipping the table


Noirin was a gentle priest with a round face and black hair, and she was the youngest among the priests who had recently completed their coming-of-age ceremonies.

Though she still lacked in certain areas, Noirin was quite intelligent for her age, especially when it came to card games. 

She had a talent for making games fun, which seemed to stem from her desire for everyone to have an enjoyable time.

This talent seemed well-suited for the role of a level designer, someone who designs the stages and levels of a game.

“I’ve set up the basics; you just need to combine them to create fun stages, something similar to what I’ve made. Do you understand?”

“Yes… Yuren, I think I understand what to do.”

I had built the Super Mario prototype using the Boyer Game Engine, allowing other mages to easily combine characters and items in an editor-like structure. 

This way, even without knowing the Void magic, they could participate in game development as long as they could manipulate mana.

Noirin seemed to grasp my explanation and nodded. However, her expression looked worried.

“But Yuren, will I really be able to do this well?”

“You can do it. Unless you’re doubting the judgment of the one who chose you?”

“Oh! No, not at all! It just seems like such a big responsibility…”

Seeing Noirin’s expression reminded me of my first time handling a major project in a past life. 

The team leader who valued me gave me the opportunity, but I remember being so afraid that I couldn’t sleep well the night before.

I patted Noirin on the shoulder, trying to reassure her.

“Starting something new is always difficult. I also struggled at the beginning… That’s when my teacher gave me this advice.”

I shared the wisdom that had given me strength in the past with Noirin.

“Success is not eternal, and failure is not fatal. What’s important is the ‘courage’ to keep going.”

“Yuren…”

This saying was actually from my team leader in a past life, a quote from Mike Ditka, a professional football coach. 

I always found this saying empowering because it reminded me to keep challenging myself.

Upon hearing my words, Noirin seemed to gather her resolve.

“Got it! Yuren, I will find the courage to do it!”

Noirin’s determined gaze reminded me of a young hero, and I couldn’t help but smile like a proud father.

As we were having this conversation, our master watched us from outside and communicated with me through telepathy.

(Disciple, I never said that…)

(Please understand, Master. I’ll get you some premium strawberry ice cream later.)

(Really! Fine, disciple!)”

The impact of words varies depending on who speaks them. 

I borrowed my Master’s wisdom in exchange for some premium ice cream.

With that, we secured our new level designer. Now, let’s continue with the work!

There’s a famous story about the game creator known as ‘Miyamoto Sageru,’ who made the game Super Mario.

***

The story is called ‘Flipping the Table.’ 

He would remake the game repeatedly until it reached the desired level of fun and completion. 

Fans cheered every time Miyamoto flipped the table because they were confident the game would be even more enjoyable despite the delayed release.

Of course, I don’t intend to go to such perfectionist lengths, nor do I think I could. 

My goal is simply to put in the effort to create a fun game, as someone aiming to make a game on par with the ones made by the legendary game creators in this other world.

“Noirin, wouldn’t it be better to do it this way?”

Noirin started creating interesting stages based on my explanations. 

Underground stages, underwater stages, Koopa Castle stages—whatever I explained, she executed perfectly. 

However, there were still some overly simplistic aspects, so I gave her suggestions for improvement.

I never flipped the table.

“Noirin, if we work a bit more, it’ll be even more fun!”

The game started to resemble the version of Super Mario I remembered, and I thought of adding a few gimmicks from Super Mario 3.

For instance, it would be exciting if the final battle with King Browser took place in a stage where the ground crumbled under his weight, just like in Super Mario 3.

I made some changes for a more enjoyable game. 

I definitely didn’t flip the table.

“Feeling tired? Go in and rest; I’ll work a bit longer and join you later…”

Noirin looked exhausted, so I told her to go rest. 

Meanwhile, I still had work to do, so I stayed in the lab.

I definitely wasn’t trying to give her the cold shoulder.

At the same time, Tetris 2 team members Jiren and Karen were busy with their own work. 

Though Karen had less magical ability than Jiren, she compensated with her knowledge, initiative, and management skills, making her resemble a modern Product Manager.

“Jiren, wouldn’t it be more fun if we did it this way?”

Karen and Jiren were working on developing the Tetris 2 versus mode, discussing various ways to enhance the game’s enjoyment. 

Karen’s persistent suggestions eventually led Jiren to find himself working on her ideas.

Jiren saw a resemblance between Karen and Yuren, his mentor.

“Try a little harder, Jiren. You can do it!”

Karen skillfully managed Jiren, keeping him engaged with the work. When he seemed tired or about to give up, Karen would bring him snacks and meals to keep him going. In return, he kept working as she suggested.

Karen’s approach reminded Jiren of Yuren’s mentoring style.

“Feeling very tired, aren’t you? Have some of this and keep going.”

Jiren seemed to have no choice but to continue the work as Karen guided him. 

This was similar to how Yurena encouraged others.

The priests of the Irene School trusted Yuren because he always took good care of them.

This time, Yuren made an immense amount of money from Tetris, but he used most of it for the mages and his Master rather than spending it on himself.

Jiren also received a substantial allowance, comparable to the annual salary of a senior executive at a trading company. 

Like his elder brother, Yuren , Karen pushed him relentlessly, feeding and working himself constantly.

After three nights without sleep, Jiren’s thoughts wandered as his consciousness began to fade. 

He thought that his elder brother, Yuren, had made Karen into a monster.

Two weeks later, on a clear sunny day, Jiren and Noirin met in the school’s backyard for the first time in a while, during a short break after lunch.

“Brother Jiren… Are you alright?”

“Do I look alright to you?”

Noirin was surprised by Jiren’s appearance, but he had no strength left to be truly shocked. Jiren looked gaunt, on the verge of becoming a mummy, and seeing Jiren in this state, Noirin spoke with hollow eyes.

“No. You look like you’re ready to rest in peace.”

Jiren, who seemed like he might collapse, looked at Noirin. Noirin’s dark circles were as dark as his hair, making him look similar to Jiren.

“But… are you alright?”

“No. I feel like I’m following in your footsteps, brother Jiren.”

The two of them spoke candidly for the first time in a long while as they gazed up at the blue sky.


“Brother Yuren… I didn’t know he was that kind of person…”

“Brother Yuren was always like that… But even I didn’t expect Karen to be like this.”

Jiren had worked with Yuren and knew how ruthless he could be, so when he began working with Karen, he was honestly somewhat pleased. 

But he never imagined Karen would turn into a second version of elder brother Yuren. 

Jiren blamed himself for underestimating the two of them.

“I’d rather deal with the border patrol incident.”

“That might be easier…”

Noirin didn’t do much at that time, but she watched as the other seniors and peers worked, and realized that game development was much harder.

As the two of them were about to ascend into the heavens, the sound of fear began to creep up on them.

“Noirin! Where are you? Time to work!”

“Jiren! It’s work time!”

The dread washed over them as they heard the terrifying calls approaching from the backyard. Jiren and Noirin stood up weakly.

“Let’s go… the bosses are calling.”

“Yes, brother Jiren…”

With heavy footsteps, they made their way back to work, each hoping deep down that their efforts would bring value to the success of the game.

***

One month later –

“It’s complete…”

One month had passed since Noirin and I completed Super Mario and Jiren and Karen finished Tetris 2. 

Our hard work paid off as both games were successfully completed.

Noirin and Jiren worked especially hard. 

I need to make sure they get at least three days of rest. 

Today, we gave the young mages a preview of the new games for the first time.

The result was…

“Yippee! Woohoo! Yay!”

“Run, run!”

“Jump! Watch out for the cannon! Master!”

“Fire the flames, Master!”


“Got it! You got it!”

The reaction was, as expected, explosive. 

The master performed an exceptional play, stomping on turtles and Goombas as the mustached man. 

She smashed through blocks, flying around the map, and the other young mages cheered wildly at the sight of the mustached man.

Finally, all preparations were complete. Now, it was time to head to the Imperial Capital.



 
  
    Chapter 15: The name of the game


“Then, I’ll be on my way.”

The day after the completion of the game, I contacted Sylvia through the communication orb. 

I had spoken with Edward Consortium several times previously about the sales numbers of Tetris. 

They mentioned that they were selling so much that it was impossible to transport the earnings as gold down to the southern regions, so they were considering depositing them in the capital’s bank.

Was it because of this?

Upon hearing that the new game was released as promised in just one month, Sylvia immediately asked me to come over.

“Have a good trip, my disciple!”

“Take care, Yuren.”

Although I was honestly exhausted and wanted to take a break, as a game developer, I couldn’t resist the urge to showcase the new game as soon as possible, so I agreed.

Early in the morning, I left the academy, and the mages and my master came to see me off.

“By the way, where are Jiren and Noirin?”

“Both are still sleeping.”

“Right, they should rest when they can.”

I felt a mix of pride and sympathy for them for working themselves so hard out of their enjoyment in game development.

I’ll need to buy a lot of magic potions made from the finest unicorn horns on my way back from the capital.

“Yuren! We’ll look forward to the presents!”

“Don’t forget us too!”

Other young mages also came out to welcome me. 

To be precise, they seemed more interested in the gifts I might bring back. 

Their cuteness made me smile.

“Alright, got it. Make sure to listen to your master, then…『Warpiner (teleportation magic)』.”

As I cast 『Warpiner (teleportation magic)』, a blue light enveloped me, and I felt a buoyant sensation as my body moved swiftly.

In this other world, teleportation magic consumed a lot of mana and had distance limitations based on weight, so it wasn’t as versatile as one might think. 

However, with just me, a few communication orbs, and a magic scroll, I could quickly travel close to the capital for occasions like this.

After about five minutes of travel, the sensation of buoyancy vanished, and my field of vision cleared. 

The blue light faded, and I could see a massive city in the distance. 

That was none other than Zephia, the capital of the Zers Empire.

Unlike the rural village where our academy was located, Zephia was a vast city filled with medieval European-style buildings, a city of gold and prosperity.

“Long time no see, Zephia.”

Zephia was the center of the empire, where the magic association, the royal family, and all the influential aristocrats and trading companies were concentrated. 

Security was tight, with barriers against teleportation magic, so I could only teleport as far as the outskirts.

From here, I had to fly the rest of the way.

“Well then, let’s fly right in!”

I used 『Aeio (flight magic)』 and flew toward Zers.

It had been nearly three years since I last visited Zers. 

The last time was when I had to visit my master and the magic association, but since then, there hadn’t been any particular reason to return.

“Apples are cheap! Cheap!”

“Get freshly baked bread!”

I headed straight for the trade district, where all the trading houses were clustered. 

The streets buzzed with energy early in the morning, and as I walked around Zephia on my way to the Edward Consortium building, I noticed something surprising.

『TottittiTiditi』 TottittiTiti♬ TottittiTiritto♬』

Tetris seemed to be everywhere on the streets. 

Groups of children were gathered around, playing Tetris, and various shops displayed communication orbs with Tetris set up. 

Music from Tetris was audible from one block to another.

“Tetris games have flooded the market.”

The supply seemed to have been ample, as the price had dropped to 100,000 gold. Sylvia and I had initially agreed on a fair price of 50,000 gold for the game. 

The continuous supply over the month seemed to be stabilizing the price.

I suppressed the urge to boast to the kids playing the game that I was the creator and quickly made my way to Edward Consortium building.

It was the largest marble building in the trade district, as expected.

“Move quickly!”

“We’ve got 5,000 small communication orbs! Where should they go?”

“Transport them to warehouse number 3!”

The trading house was bustling with activity, with workers busy from the early morning.

I told the receptionist I was here to see Sylvia.

After a moment, Thomas, the butler, came to greet me.

“Welcome, Yuren.”

“Hello, Thomas. It’s been a month.”

Thomas greeted me as elegantly as ever, with his trademark red mustache.

“The young lady is waiting for you. Please follow me.”

I followed Thomas to Sylvia’s office on the top floor of the building.

As expected of the Edward Consortium, her office was twice the size of mine and had a luxurious scent of roses. 

Sylvia was waiting for me there.

“Welcome, Yuren. On behalf of the Edward Consortium, I welcome you.”

Sylvia greeted me with her beautiful blonde hair, looking like a child excited to receive a present.

“Shall we get straight to business?”

She immediately prompted me to sit down and get straight to the point.

“To think Sylvia would be in such a hurry, it seems our roles have reversed from last time.”

After a morning of teleporting and flying, I needed a moment to catch my breath. 

I took a sip of water that Thomas had given me and relaxed a bit.

“In the past month, thanks to your Tetris, a lot has happened. Please consider my high expectations as a reflection of the game’s success.”

I had heard that Tetris had sold incredibly well over the past month. 

In fact, it had sold 30-40 times more than what we had anticipated, leading them to set up new production facilities for small communication orbs.

She crossed her legs and spoke with an intriguing expression.

“I am really looking forward to the game you described as the best, Yuren.”

“Hehe, you can expect even more than that.”

I confidently responded to her provocation.

Try it and see if you’re not surprised.

I took out the crystal containing the game from my bag, where I had been keeping it safely, and handed it to her.

“Is this the game?”


“Yes, this is the game.”

Sylvia took the crystal ball containing the game from me and examined it slowly.

She seemed to be trying to sense something.

“So, what is the name of this game you claim is the best, where this mustachioed man is supposed to perform?”

“The name of this game is…”

I didn’t reveal the game name as Super Mario. I thought it would be better to keep the title original to this world.

After spending a month creating the game, I settled on the title.

“I present you Super Thomas.”

“Super ‘Thomas’?”

The moment she heard the title, Sylvia’s gaze turned to the man named Thomas sitting with us. 

A song only I could hear played in the otherwise silent room.

Sylvia’s rough thoughts, Thomas’ anxious gaze, and me watching over them.

“Th-This is the first I’m hearing of this! Really! Miss!”

Thomas, who usually carried himself with the smile and grace of an adult, was flustered for the first time, waving his hands.

He gave me a look that seemed to ask me to explain, and I spoke up, having achieved my goal.

“This story has nothing to do with Thomas. I simply chose the most common and familiar name.”

Thomas was one of the most common names in this world. There were even five among our school mages.

The ordinary hero of ordinary people,

I chose the name hoping that Super Mario would be remembered in this world in the same way.

After hearing my explanation, Sylvia finally accepted it.

“I see. Well, please tell me in advance next time!”

But wouldn’t that ruin the fun?

Sylvia, having been one-upped, composed herself with a hint of indignation and dignity.

“Shall we try this Super Thomas magic game?”

“Please enjoy it as much as you want. There is also a manual in the game.”

Sylvia, holding my Super Thomas crystal ball, activated it.

Then…

The title screen of Super Thomas appeared, featuring our Thomas, and the game screen displayed.

The screen showed a world with a sky and ground that I had never seen before. Her eyes widened in surprise.

“Hmm… this is an interesting game.”

She maintained her calm composure as she read the game rules and began to play.

“What! What is this monster? It kills me just by touching me!”

She started the game without learning how to properly defeat enemies and quickly died to a Goomba.

“I see, you can kill them by jumping on them.”

However, as expected, Sylvia was quick to adapt to the game and began playing effectively.

She instinctively discovered hidden items, showcasing the most outstanding gameplay I’d seen from a user so far.

But…

“Ah! I slipped and died again!”

Trying to play too close to the edge without matching the timing led to her slipping and dying repeatedly.

Even Thomas, watching from the side, couldn’t help but offer some advice.

“Miss, it would be best to jump a little quicker.”

“I… I know!”

I noticed that Thomas seemed to take an interest in Super Thomas.

Was it because the name was the same as his?

“Why not try it yourself, Thomas? Let’s see if you can join in.”

“If you insist, I won’t decline.”

Thomas, receiving the crystal ball from me, began the game next to her.

Sylvia, now intrigued, paused to observe his gameplay.

However…

“Yahoo! Woo~! Yes, Woo~! Yahoo! Wooa! Hah! Yahoo!”

“…Thomas, have you played this game before?”

Thomas began flying through stages with incredible skill, navigating from stage one to four without dying a single time, continuously jumping, running, and blasting fireballs to take down the Goomba army.

He smirked and touched his mustache.

“No, this is my first time. But the protagonist seemed to want me to control him.”


“I… I see.”

Magic was also the energy of life.

Could it be that the mustachioed man had come to life from the magic I infused, and it lent strength to its mustachioed comrade?

That can’t be…

But just in case, I should go back and check the code.



 
  
    Chapter 16: Magic Patent registration


The demonstration of ‘Super Thomas’ had ended. 

Even after the event, Sylvia and Mr. Thomas continued to enjoy playing the game for about an hour with great enthusiasm. 

I watched them delight in the experience, finding joy in their happiness.

Sylvia, who was thoroughly enjoying herself, noticed my gaze and, feeling a bit self-conscious, composed herself and took a seat.

“Ahem… First, I would like to apologize.”

“Apologize?”

I was a little taken aback by her sudden apology. 

Why would a noble in a Grand meeting, who values their reputation, feel the need to apologize?

“I doubted you, Mr. Yuren. The game is truly incredible… I now understand why you were so passionate about it.”

She was apologizing for the cold glare she had given me earlier. 

It was a bit endearing to see her blonde hair sway as she tried to hide her embarrassment and regret. 

Not as endearing as my master, though.

“This game is truly fun,” she continued.

“I agree, Miss.”

Mr. Thomas also seemed to have enjoyed the game, smiling warmly and expressing his agreement. 

Seeing him laugh so freely made me think that even this refined butler is still just a regular person.

“With this, we can start preparing for the Founding Day Festival. Tho…”

“Wait a moment, Miss Sylvia, there’s still more to discuss.”

I stopped her as she was about to rush into festival preparations.

“Yes? Is there something else?”

“Actually…”

I explained to Sylvia about the versus mode included in ‘Tetris 2’ and the best event I had in mind for the festival day. 

In my previous life, I had watched game shows and E-sports events and even hosted a few gaming events for my company.

Perhaps because of that, I had an image of a grand show featuring Tetris and Super Thomas, which would bring great joy to the audience. 

Especially in this world where magic is possible, the possibilities for an amazing show were endless.

Sylvia’s eyes widened as she listened to my explanations.

“Wow… Have you ever studied economics at the Royal Academy?”

“No, not at all.”

I had heard of the Royal Academy, which gathered the brightest minds from across Zers. 

Sylvia had probably studied there as well.

Sylvia seemed surprised that I, with no economic background, had come up with such a well-thought-out plan from a marketing perspective.

“How did you come up with this plan… Truly, you seem like either a genius or a protagonist blessed by the gods in a novel.”

Oh no! How did she know?

I maintained a calm expression and responded nonchalantly, “That’s the end of my story. The Irene school has shown all it can. Now, it’s the lady’s turn.”

She seemed to be deep in thought, holding her chin as she considered my words. 

She was probably weighing her options, whether to stick with her own plans or go with mine. 

Eventually, she made a decision.

“Alright! Let’s go with Mr. Yuren’s plan. Thomas.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Please start producing Tetris 2 from today. Also, summon the festival coordinators and illusion mages.”

“Yes, I understand, Miss.”

Serious Sylvia, now in business mode, turned to me and asked, “Mr. Yuren, can we consider Super Thomas complete?”

“I think it would be best to test it for another month.”

“Let’s do that, then. If you provide us with the scrolls in a month, we will prepare enough stock for the Founding Day Festival.”

With that, all the preparations for the Founding Day Festival were in place. 

This time, I should bring all my disciples so we can enjoy the festival together.

As I prepared to leave the lady’s residence, Sylvia called out to me.

“Mr. Yuren, are you heading straight back to the south?”

“No, I plan to stay for about three days to register the magic patent for ‘Super Thomas’ and recover my mana. I also need to buy gifts for disciples.”

When I mentioned the need for gifts, she smiled kindly and said, “We will provide the gifts for your disciples from the estate.”

“Really!?”

She puffed up her chest proudly, much like my master, and declared, “Of course! As our valued partner, we must make this investment.”

“Thank you, then. I will accept your offer gratefully.”

After sorting everything out and preparing to leave, I remembered one last question I wanted to ask Sylvia.

“By the way, Miss Sylvia, can I ask you one final question?”

“Yes, go ahead.”

It was a simple question, but it was important to me.

“Did you enjoy playing the game?”

Sylvia seemed surprised by my unexpected question. 

She thought for a moment and then smiled warmly.

“Yes, I enjoyed it very much. Very much so…”

“Then that’s all I needed to hear.”

Money is important, but it should not be the only thing that matters. 

I hoped she would continue to be both a businesswoman and a game enthusiast.

Thanks to the lady’s hospitality, I settled into a luxurious inn in the capital and then headed straight to the Magic Association.

***

The Magic Association was located under a massive world tree in the outskirts of ‘Zephia.’ 

It looked like a mystical elven temple straight out of a fantasy film. 

Inside, elven mages bustled about, busy with their work.

It hadn’t changed at all from three years ago.

Well, maybe it was a good thing that there was no change, as by the time any change was noticeable to an elf, I would have grown old and died.

I went to the Magic Association and applied for a magic patent registration, then waited my turn.

If it were my master, she would pass freely with the qualifications of a sage, but since I had to follow procedures and register in order, I had to wait a bit longer.

“Mr. Yuren, it’s ready. Please come this way…”

As time passed and it was my turn, I followed the association wizard.

We arrived at a room where the roots of the World Tree were present.

“Then, let’s begin.”

The association wizard signaled me to begin.

I took out the magic I had prepared on a scroll, “Super Thomas,” and moved it towards the roots of the World Tree.


A flow of red magic energy began to flow into the World Tree, and the tree began to pulse as if it were alive.

This was the way magic patents were registered in this other world.

Magic was recorded in the World Tree, which was connected to the ley lines across the continent, along with the name of its creator.

“Everything is done, Mr. Yuren. The magic ‘Super Thomas’ has been successfully registered in the World Tree.”

The registration was complete.

Now “Super Thomas” was mine.

To think I had become the magician, or rather, the developer who created that legendary game… I almost felt like shedding tears of joy.

The reason for registering magic in the World Tree this way was to widely propagate the magic a magician had created to other magicians and at the same time record one’s name.

As time passed and economic concepts such as magic ownership and patent rights emerged, it became known as ‘magic patent.’

What could be the benefit of registering it this way?

In some novels, there are settings where one can control the magic they created as they wish, but unfortunately, that wasn’t the case.

When magic is registered in the World Tree, the creator can find out how much their magic has been used by contacting the World Tree.

Through that, the purpose of the magic patent was to financially sanction any schools or magicians who used the magic without permission or patent.

Of course, this could lead to confusion over why a sage like my master, who created many spells, was poor.

The reason was similar to the patent laws of a previous life.

Unfortunately, the magic patent of the Empire law only lasts for 100 years.

Yes, the magic patents my master had registered had already expired.

Except for the newly registered ‘Tetris’ under my master’s name.

When I finished registering the magic patent, it was already afternoon.

From the Magic Association’s window, a red sunset could be seen.

As I gazed at the beautiful sunset, I wondered what I should have for dinner.

It’s been a while since I came to the royal capital, so I thought I should try the famous ‘lamb sausage’ of the capital.

Just then, a voice came from behind me.

“Oh, well, well, look who’s here! The one causing a stir in the Empire!”

A seductive voice, but with an undertone of malice.

Feeling a bad premonition, I turned my head and, as expected, there she was.

A bewitching beauty with black voluminous wavy hair.

In a past life, if I were to imagine the image of a witch, she would have been the closest to that image.


“Long time no see, little Yuren.”

“Grey…”

Her name was ‘Grey Bell.’

A swindler who had deceived my master.

She was the head of the Grey school and Grey company, a magician or rather, a ‘witch.’



 
  
    Chapter 17: Grey


Grey Bell.

A witch from the lineage of the Bell family, creators of the dark magic ‘Beria’. 

She simultaneously manages a trading company and a school, making her a unique figure. 

Her rank is that of an Archmage, placing her one level above me in hierarchy, making her my senior.

Our ill-fated connection began during my first-grade examination. 

First-grade exams are set by senior archmages and require passing the tests they assign. 

When it was my turn, she was responsible for my final exam.

Her test was a ‘duel’. 

To pass, I had to fight her and cause her injury. 

Her specialty, Beria (dark magic), involved creating and manipulating dark matter, a form of mass-control magic.

Her method was known as the strongest shield, and all other mages had failed to break through her barriers and lost to her—everyone except me.

Despite being deemed the strongest shield, I thought the barrier my teacher placed around the refrigerator was much sturdier.

I broke through her Beria and bound her with Ayer (wind chain magic), securing my victory and becoming a first-grade mage.

From that moment on, she developed an unusual obsession with me.

“What have you been so engrossed in, little Yuren? Don’t be shy.” 

She led me to a café near the Magic Association, promising to lower my interest if I had a cup of coffee with her.

As I glared at her, contemplating how to deal with her, she seemed to take pleasure in it. 

“Tell me why I should let you live,” I said. 

She leaned forward, exposing her chest as she spoke.

“Hmm… because I’m beautiful?”

“Ridiculous.”z

What was this insane woman trying to entice with her unsightly mass? 

My aesthetic standard was my teacher!

“Hahaha, you must still be upset about that prank.”

“Prank? Do you know how much we suffered because of your prank!”

I nearly launched Pao (fire magic) at her face, but managed to hold back.

The Grey school and company operate just below Edward Consortium in rank.

For them, 500 million gold might seem like a mere trifle, but it wasn’t the same for us. It was enough to tear families apart.

“Really? Honestly, with a bit of effort, you could make that much money. For someone like Yuren, a first-grade mage who defeated the legendary hero of the Thousand-Year War, Irene.”

In this other world, mages could easily make money through war-related endeavors. 

Crafting potions, magic tools, or crystal orbs for battles, or becoming a magic mercenary on the front lines where skirmishes persist along the borders—all offered the most reliable ways to earn money.

Just like the Grey school and company.

If my teacher, the hero of the Thousand-Year War who ended it 30 years ago, or I had taken action, we could have easily earned 500 million. 

But we didn’t want to do such things.

“Indeed, ‘Irene of Peace’ might find it a bit challenging.”

Pish! 

Tock…

Just then, a small cut appeared on her cheek, and her earring was severed.

Or, to be precise, I had cut it.

“You… you just died once.”

“Well, with that level of power from your Acre (Wind Blade Magic)… Young Yuren, your skills have improved.”

Gray provocatively licked the blood from her cheek, taunting me instead.

The reason the Thousand-Year War could end was thanks to the efforts of many heroes. 

And one of them was my master. 

My master led a movement of reversal among the mages. 

Thanks to that, the war could end, but my master faced rejection from the warlike faction within the Mage Association.

Because of my master’s abilities, achievements, and the anti-war forces that supported her, they couldn’t openly attack. 

Yet, they called my master ‘Irene of Peace,’ insinuating she was a coward who fled from the war under the guise of peace. 

I almost burned down their houses the day I first heard it.

“Speaking of which, I heard about that magic of yours. You’ve created something interesting, young Yuren.”

She took out a small crystal ball from her pocket. It looked like a Tetris crystal ball made by Edward Consortiums.

What is this?

Is she asking for my signature?

“Interesting, a hundred times more so than your magic.”

“And a hundred times weaker, like this.”

Clang!

She wrapped the crystal ball in dark magic and shattered it effortlessly.

What is this woman doing? 

Does she really want to die?

“Why waste your talents on such trivial things, young Yuren?”

She looked at me as if she found my gaze delightful. 

Maybe if I were to kill her right now, she would be thrilled, as she could mold me into the being she desired.

“If it were up to me, I could use your talents much better, you see, hehe.”

Since the top-grade test, Grey had persistently flirted with me, and I had constantly rejected her. Consequently, her anger was redirected toward my master.

Mages value their reputation. Even mages who disliked my master only gave us undesirable jobs that weren’t profitable or talked about us behind our backs, but they never stooped so low as to directly scam us and tarnish their reputations.

With the exception of people like that girl, who is obsessed with me and determined to deceive my master, that is.

“I’ve dealt with many people like you before. People like you ultimately make everyone miserable.”

I couldn’t bear to continue the conversation any longer.

I took out the promissory note worth 500 million gold from the Edward Consortiums that Sylvia had prepared and threw it to her.

“If you mess with my master or any of our mages again, I swear I’ll actually kill you next time. Take this money and disappear.”

I had a feeling that if I simply gave her the gold, she would manipulate the situation to trouble me and my school.

Even in my past life, when I got involved in matters like this, the best solution was always the same.

Let the whales fight each other.

I had definitely notified the Grey Trading Company through the Edward Consortiums, and now I had sent this promissory note.

If she tries to play games with money again, she will have to deal with the Consortium before she deals with me.

After calculating the situation, she accepted the promissory note with an amused look and said…

“Our Yuren has really grown up a lot, using his head like this and all.”

She stood up like a well-fed carnivore that had enjoyed its meal. Before leaving, she looked at me one last time and said, “Little one, a time will soon come when your ‘true talent’ will be needed. I hope to be with you then, hahaha.”

With a foreboding smile to the very end, Grey disappeared into the red sunset. 


Her appearance was reminiscent of a boss monster from a dark soul, and I felt the urge to defeat her right away.

…Would she drop the ‘Moonlight Sword’ if I did?

Anyway, everything was going well until the end, which turned an unlucky day into one. 

After that, Sylvia and I finished preparing for the festival and I returned home with the gift-laden carriage. 

In this otherworldly place, carriages were magically enhanced to be used like cars, but they had the drawback of being unable to go beyond a certain speed when carrying a lot of cargo.

In the end, it took three days to reach home. 

Sylvia had prepared a wide variety of gifts for the mages. 

Toys, dolls, fine liquor, premium jerky, and even the master’s favorite, top-quality strawberry ice cream! 

Everyone was very pleased with her gifts. 

Of course, for Jiren and Noirin, I had brought ‘magic potions made from unicorn horns.’ 

Hahaha, they liked it so much they almost fainted, I should have bought more.

***

A month passed after that.

“Senior! Come here! It looks like it’s starting now.”

Today was the day the bard guild, which I heard about from Sylvia, was going to advertise for the festival. They kept the details a secret even from the mages of our school, so everyone listened to the broadcast crystal with anticipation.

“Hello everyone! It’s JYJ from the bard guild! ♬”

A light-hearted and cheerful voice of the bard echoed from the crystal. 

I didn’t know much about the bard’s work, but according to Karen, it would be akin to being the most popular radio star in a past life.

“The famous magical item!”

“The Tetris crystal!”

“Surely, everyone has one, right?”

“I barely got one from a friend just last week.”

The young mages rejoiced at his words, proudly showing off the Tetris crystals they possessed. 

I had distributed the Tetris crystals to all the mages in our school, so everyone had one.

The sense of superiority from having a game that others didn’t have as a child—oh, it must be incredible.

“But let me tell you some breaking news, everyone! There’s going to be a Tetris tournament! Wow! Let’s give a round of applause!”

“Wow!”

Just as everyone was astonished, another surprising piece of news was announced.

“The first-place prize is a whopping 1 billion gold! The tournament location is in Zephia, on the founding festival day!”

“Wow!”

“Wow!”

“Yuren, senior, is this really true!!?”

“Of course, it is true. Why would it be false?”

The mention of “1 billion gold” made even our mages eyes turn.

After all, hearing about the prize of 1 billion at the world’s first game competition was enough to cause such a reaction.

“[Anyone, regardless of age or gender, can participate, so all of you who believe you are the best at Tetris, start packing your bags and head to Zephia right away!!]”

In the frenzy of excitement, the bard, after making his declaration, started to become even more thrilled himself.

“[For the record, I will be going! You guys! Missing out on such an entertaining spectacle would make my ancestors smack my face while cursing me! Even if my wife slaps me, I will definitely go!!]”

He began speaking with unbridled excitement, his voice reflecting his genuine anticipation. 

In contrast, the young mages appeared downcast.

“People who live in Zephia must be so fortunate.”

“That’s right, we might have to settle for watching it through our master’s video magic…”

“What are you saying, you guys?”

With my words, all the young mages and everyone’s attention turned to me. 

This was one of the reasons why I had to go to Zephia and stay there for three days.

“We’re going too. All of us together, that is.”

At that moment, the whole building fell silent. And then…

“Wooaaahhhhhhh!!!!”


Everyone was overjoyed, their hearts about to burst with happiness.

Karen hugged the master in delight, and Noirin and Jiren embraced each other in joy, as if they had returned to their childhoods.

[Now, as we wrap up this broadcast with the song ‘Magic Box Falling from the Sky’, have a good night! This was JYJ from the Bard’s Guild!]

As the cheers filled the air, the night grew deeper. 

The day of the festival that would change the world was drawing near.



 
  
    Chapter 18: Other Protagonist


The empire was abuzz after the bard guild’s Tetris tournament advertisement was broadcast across the entire empire. 

Although there had been card game tournaments in other worlds, those were typically small gatherings or secret gambling events. 

However, this time, for the first time ever, the Edward Consortium was hiring the Bard Guild, and promoting a grand event with a prize of 100 million gold. 

(The world’s first game tournament with a prize of 100 million gold.)

As soon as the title was announced, people’s interest exploded. 

Some were drawn by the winning prize, while others were eager to prove they were the best at Tetris. All of them flocked to Zers. 

The news even reached the children in a small village in the east.

“Hey, did you hear the news yesterday?”

“Of course I did! They’re holding a Tetris tournament!”

“Exactly! They’re offering 100 million gold! Should I enter?”

“Are you kidding? You can’t even beat me, let alone Johan!”

The kids, who looked to be around 15 years old, discussed the tournament they had heard about from the Bard Guild the previous evening. 

Even in their small village in the east, Tetris was the hot topic.

Whether you had Tetris or not, it determined your standing among friends. 

Whether you were good at it or not, it changed your standing again.

“So, Johan, are you going to enter?” 

“Of course I am!” Johan, a boy with blonde hair and a mischievous look, shouted confidently while playing Tetris with his friends.

“Of course, Johan is the best in our town.” 

“Johan will definitely do well.”

Johan’s skills were recognized not just by the kids but even by the adults. 

In addition to Tetris, no one could beat Johan at card games either.

Everyone was certain Johan would do well in the tournament. But Johan…

“Being good isn’t enough!” 

He wasn’t satisfied with just being good. Johan had bigger dreams.

“If I’m going to do this, I want to go beyond just winning. I want to become the ‘emperor’ of the game!”

The kids laughed at Johan’s words. 

They thought it was an impossible dream and naturally distinguished between dreams and reality.

But sometimes, people with the ability to achieve impossible dreams emerge. 

We call them ‘geniuses.’

And there was such a genius in the central western city of Tex. 

Even among the advanced classes filled with smart students from the academy, Tetris was the hot topic.

“What about you, Bean? Are you going to enter?”

The student with glasses and black hair, known as Bean, seemed to be reading a book. He closed the book and answered his friend’s question calmly.

“I have to enter.”

“Ooh, so you do want the prize?”

100 million gold is a substantial amount for adults, and even more so for students.

But for Bean, that wasn’t the goal.

He closed the book he had been reading and spoke.

“I’m interested in the prize, but more than that, I want to be number one.”

“Bean is number one at the academy.” 

Bean was top in grades and Tetris scores at the academy. 

His friends looked puzzled, wondering what could be beyond being number one at the academy.

“Being number one at the academy is one thing, but being number one in the empire is much cooler.”

Unlike his friends, who were focused on entering the Tetris tournament, Bean had set his sights higher. 

He aimed to go beyond being the best in the academy, beyond being the best in the west, to become the absolute best.

“I will be number one in the empire.”

His words carried a sense of certainty. 

His friends believed he would indeed be able to achieve that.

As such, actors began to gather on the stage prepared for them. 

The time to raise the curtain was fast approaching.

With only a few days left until the founding festival, our Iren school decided to go to the festival in Zers together.

Gathering in the yard, we did what we always did.

“Ahem! Disciples, let’s begin!”

“Yes, Master! Let’s start with number one!”

Lined up in the yard, we and the other mages shouted in unison.

“One!”

“Two! Beware of three strikes. Brother Yu!”

“Three! This reminds me of old school trips.”

The sequence moved from the adult mages to the younger ones. 

The children continued the countdown in small, cute voices.

“Thirty-four!”

“Thirty-five!”

“Thirty…oh…ah! Thirty-six!”

The sight of the children shouting the numbers in order was truly adorable.

The youngest priest in our school was 8-year-old Leo Hart. 

Leo’s name was different from ours because he remembered his name when he arrived from the orphanage. 

Those without names or those who wanted to forget their names would receive a name ending in ‘Ren’ after the master.

The younger mages weren’t called upon to work.

After the countdown, we reached the end, and then…

“Forty-seven!!”

“Forty-eight! Numbering is over! Hahaha!”

“Alright, let’s go! … Wait a second, forty-eight?”

There were 47 of us in the school.

I approached the person who had shouted the number, finding a familiar tomboyish girl.

“Julia?”

“Hahaha! My old friend Yuren! I heard the news and came to visit! Hahaha!”

Julia, with a large bag slung over her shoulder, stood next to little Leo.

“You came to visit?”

“Hahaha! I heard you all were going to Jers for the founding festival. Let me join you! Hahaha!”


The news that our school was going to Zers had already spread.

It was certain that the young mages would have spread rumors around the neighborhood. 

I looked at Julia and said, “I don’t mind going together, but… did you get permission from Lord Jewel?”

Having one person like Julia tag along wasn’t a big problem. 

We had gone on outings together like this before. 

However, I was curious whether Lord Jewel would really allow Julia to go on such outings.

“Ha. Ha. Ha. Of course! Ha. Ha. Ha.”

Julia couldn’t meet my eyes and stared off into the distance. 

The more I tried to make eye contact, the more she avoided it. 

Those eyes… They were the eyes of a liar!

“Let’s contact Lord Jewel before we go.”

I planned to use the communication device I had reserved for moments like this to contact Lord Jewel. 

Then Julia grabbed my pants leg and said, “Are you going to betray our long-standing friendship, Yuren?”

“I think family permission is more important than friendship,” I replied. 

Julia started to throw a tantrum at my suggestion to get permission from her family.

“But Grandpa will surely make me do boring chores during the festival! I want to have fun too! I want to enjoy the festival!”

“No matter how much you want that…”

How badly does she want to have fun? 

Realizing her tantrum wasn’t working, Julia suddenly pretended to collapse and started coughing.

“Cough! The illness I caught from overworking because of you, Yuren… It’s still… Cough! Cough!”

Good grief, what nonsense!

Julia lay on the ground coughing like a pitiful patient and looked up at me. 

I crossed my arms, unsure how to deal with Julia, when the Master approached.

“Let’s go together, Julia. I’ll talk to Grandpa Jewel!”

Master had always been soft on Julia. She treated her like a granddaughter, pampering her just like a doting grandmother would.

…Well, considering the lineage, that made sense.

Anyway, when Master offered to speak with Lord Jewel on Julia’s behalf, she joyfully ran up and hugged her. 

“Really! Thank you! You’re the best, Irene! Mwah! Mwah! Mwah!”

“Ew! Gross! Julia.”

Julia showered the Master with kisses on her cheeks. 

That little rascal! 

She’s molesting my Master!

I punished Julia by giving her a knock on the head. 

Thud!

“Ouch! That hurts! Yuren!”

Julia held her head and looked at me with teary eyes.

“I hit you because I wanted it to hurt. Anyway, get on the carriage if you’re ready.”

“Of course! I brought clothes, essentials, and even underwear! I can show them to you if you want.”

Julia acted as if she were about to unbutton her clothes and show me what she had packed. 

What was this girl trying to do in front of the children?

I quickly shouted, “I don’t need to see it! Just get on the carriage if you’re ready.”

“Got it! Thanks, Yuren!”

And so, the temporary member of the Irene School, Julia, got on the carriage. 

We had rented a large carriage for this trip, capable of accommodating up to 50 people. With this carriage, we should reach Zephia in three days.

“Is everyone on?”

“Yes! Brother Yuren.”


“We’ve confirmed everyone has boarded, Yuren.”

Since everyone seemed to be on board, it was time to depart! 

I channeled magic into the control handle. 

The large carriage started up and began to move. And so, our Irene School set off for Zephia.

The first-ever gaming competition was going to be held there, and Super Thomas would be announced.



 
  
    Chapter 19: Competition (1)


Edward Family Mansion

The mansion, as resplendent and magnificent as a palace suitable for the Consortium, shone brightly even now at night, glowing as if it were daytime thanks to the crystal lighting fixtures. 

In the unassuming library of the family head, which didn’t quite match the grandeur of the mansion, a long-awaited conversation between father and daughter was taking place.

“Sylvia, are you really doing this?”

Sylvia’s father, Marc, was a nobleman with sharp eyes and the refined air of one accustomed to the Consortium, and he shared Sylvia’s blond hair. 

Yet, in front of his daughter, he was nothing more than a typical father full of worries. 

He was genuinely concerned about his daughter’s bold venture into a new business.

“Yes, I am, Father,” Sylvia replied, looking at her father. 

The confident, unwavering look in her eyes made Marc proud of her. 

Yet, he couldn’t help but worry.

Ever since Sylvia had become the head of the royal branch, she had achieved success without a single failure. 

Even in the year when profits were expected to decline, she discovered a new crystal orb product that succeeded spectacularly. 

But…

“Now that I’ve delegated authority over the royal branch to you, I’ll be watching carefully… but I’m worried,” Marc said.

“Don’t worry. You saw it yourself, didn’t you? How well Tetris sold,” Sylvia said.

As a seasoned merchant, Marc felt concerned. 

Too much success could later prove to be a curse. 

Sylvia’s current situation was just like that—a tremendous success with a new product. 

It felt like the world was hers, and her success would last forever.

That was the most dangerous moment. 

The moment when one invested all the net profit earned back into more risk.

“But it might be temporary, as other associations think,” Marc pointed out.

Other associations were well aware of Tetris’ success. 

Their approach was very cautious.

They opted for middle distribution of Edward Consortium’s Tetris or enlisted the help of wizard schools they worked with to create cheaper, lower-quality imitations of Tetris to sell at a lower price.

Their reasoning was consistent: “It’s just entertainment.”

They did not see the difference between games and entertainment. 

Even with the significant success, it was Tetris’ success, not the business of gaming.

Marc somewhat agreed with that perspective. Yet Sylvia was resolute.

“That might have been the case up until now. But with the next game crystal orb and the Founding Day celebration, this market will stabilize, Father,” Sylvia said confidently.

Marc could see the conviction in Sylvia’s eyes. 

The energy and future vision she saw from the game Yuren had shown her was clear to her.

Marc felt a complex mix of emotions upon seeing his daughter like this for the first time.

“Really, for someone as cautious as you to be so sure… Do you have something you’re relying on?” Marc asked.

Sylvia thought of her business partner, a silver-haired wizard who had a cocky attitude and tried to strike deals without giving in. 

Yet, he truly demonstrated that he was the best with his exceptional game.

Sylvia appreciated someone who took responsibility for their boldness, just like her. 

That’s why she found Yuren to be a fitting partner.

“Yes, because my partner is blessed by the gods,” Sylvia said.

As she spoke, Marc saw a glimpse of his wife in Silvia. 

His wife had that same look during their courting days.

“Please come and see for yourself. You’ll be amazed,” Sylvia said.

“Alright. I’ll trust you, Sylvia,” Marc replied.

Marc initially had no intention of attending the event his daughter was preparing due to other commitments. 

However, at his daughter’s request and curiosity about her partner, he decided to attend.

Later, Marc would consider this choice one of his luckiest.

***

Upon arrival in the capital city of Zephia in just three days, Julia, who had never been to Zephia before, was amazed by the sights and sounds of the city. 

She marveled at everything as she took in the new and intriguing environment.

She wasn’t the only one.

“Wow! Yuren, there’s a dragon-shaped cloud in the sky!” 

“Whoa! Fireworks!”

The city of Zephia, approaching the Founding Day celebration, was in full festive mode. 

The sky welcomed guests with cloud magic and fireworks, while the streets were bustling with humans, elves, dark elves, and other various folk enjoying the festival.

Many people walked around holding Tetris crystal orbs, playing games as they went, suggesting that they were participants in the tournament.

“Everyone, stick together according to the groups we’ve formed. Use your communication crystal orb if you need to. Got it?”

“Yes!” 

“Got it, Yuren!” 

Thanks to the Edward Consortium’s hospitality, the Irene School had secured excellent lodgings where they could unpack. 

On the first day, they took the students to see the famous landmarks of Zephia.

The familiar World Tree Magic Association, where the teacher and the students spent much time, and the Church of Saint Amelia, chosen by the empire for saving it in the past, were among the highlights.

Naturally, the children’s favorite place was the Imperial Delicacy Alley.

“Yuren, I want to try that!” 

“Yuren, I want that!”

“Can you finish it all? Don’t leave anything, or you’ll be in trouble.” 

“Yes!!”

The group enjoyed Zephia’s famous lamb sausages, making it a delightful first day. 

On the second day, they headed to one of Zephia’s renowned spots and the location of the Tetris tournament—the Zephia Colosseum.

Once a place where gladiators fought, it now served other forms of combat.

“Wow… there are so many people,” Yurene’s teacher remarked.

“Indeed, Yuren. I’ve never seen so many people gathered in one place.”

The areas they had visited so far were already bustling with people. But the most crowded place by far was the Colosseum.

***


The Colosseum was bustling with anticipation. Countless people were preparing to participate in the Tetris competition, while event staff floated through the air, guiding attendees with bard spells.

“Those who wish to participate in the tournament, please register beneath the red flag. After receiving your number ticket, proceed to the blue flag for the preliminary round briefing.”

The event’s organization was even more meticulous than any gaming event from my past life. 

They seamlessly guided participants and facilitated the preliminary rounds.

Sylvia had adapted the game event strategies I’d shared with her, and her efficient execution exceeded my expectations. 

It was definitely Sylvia at work.

“Well, disciple! I’ll be off to compete myself,” my master announced.


“Me too, Yuren!”

“Then I’ll give it a go as well! Hahaha!”

One reason we were here was because my master and Noirin wanted to participate in the tournament. 

Meanwhile, Jiren, Karen, and I, the developers, weren’t particularly interested in competing. 

However, Noirin’s gamer spirit drove her to take on the challenge, while Julia seemed enticed by the prize money.

I left the young apprentices in Jiren’s care and took a moment to explore the bustling ‘Zephia Colosseum.’

The atmosphere was lively, filled with shouts of encouragement and excitement.

“Go, Jackson!”

“Don’t lose, Ain! Show off the skills of the Northern Academy!”

It was a remarkable sight, as humans, elves, dark elves, and cat people—all races straight out of fantasy—cheered for the Tetris game. 

I wished I could show this scene to my companions from my previous life.

In the center of the Colosseum, preliminary rounds were taking place. Groups of 100 participants competed at once.

I wondered how they managed to hold preliminaries with so many people at once. But the answer was simple.

The Tetris game Jiren and Karen had designed wasn’t just for two players; it was a ‘Battle Royale Tetris’ accommodating up to 100 participants.

To be honest, even I had doubts about hosting 100 players at once, but Jiren and Karen pulled it off. Jiren had especially worked hard on the project.

As I watched the spectacle of 100 people battling it out, I was reminded of Jiren’s efforts. I’d have to make sure he got some magic potions later.

While observing the competition, one exceptional player caught my eye. 

Tetris had only been around for six months in this world, so even the skilled players occasionally struggled with maneuvering blocks. 

But this player’s screen was different. 

There was no hesitation, no mistakes. 

Blocks fell instantly, with no delay, and within moments, the other participants were dropping out.

Soon, everyone except for that one player was eliminated, allowing them to advance to the finals.

“[Participant number 1980, Johan, passes the preliminaries.]”

“Yesss!” 

Upon passing the preliminaries, the boy with blonde hair, presumably Johan, raised his arms in triumph and celebrated with a victory dance.

He had showmanship, and I was intrigued by the prospect of him advancing in the tournament.

After watching the preliminary rounds, I returned to check on the young apprentices, only to see everyone returning from the competition.

First came Noirin, looking dejected. I could already tell how she fared.

“Uren… I lost…”

Noirin had potential, but compared to the skilled participant I saw earlier, his abilities were lacking.

Next, I noticed Julia’s equally glum expression. As expected…

“Yuren, I passed! Hahaha!” 

“What! You did?”

Julia’s passing was a surprise. 

She hadn’t shown much interest in our external projects recently, so she must have been practicing Tetris at home.

That left only my master and Julia as the team members who passed the preliminaries.

I turned to my master, who seemed dispirited.

“Disciple… I failed…”

“Master, you too?”

The thought of my master losing was astonishing.


“To whom did you lose?”

“I don’t know their name. But their participant number was definitely 2222.”

“2222?”

The number seemed oddly familiar.

It felt as though there was a story unfolding that I wasn’t yet privy to.



 
  
    Chapter 20: Competition (2)


Participant number 2222, ‘Bean’ felt so bored he wanted to die.

Bean wanted to prove his outstanding intellect. 

He enjoyed and pursued challenges that tested intellectual prowess and had set some impressive records in the process. 

He excelled academically at the Western Academy, becoming the top student in his grade, and in the unofficial Paimon card game, he was number one in the western region.

Yet, despite these achievements, his hunger remained unsatiated. 

No matter how well he performed in the west, it wasn’t the whole country. 

Bean longed to be the best in the entire nation, recognized as the absolute number one.

However, in this medieval fantasy world, there might be contests to determine the top warrior or mage, but there were no tournaments that tested intellectual capabilities.

Just as his competitive drive seemed to be fading away, Bean heard about the ‘Tetris’ game tournament. 

At that moment, he thought, “This is the competition for me.” 

He entered the tournament with high expectations, but the level of the competition felt too low for his tastes. 

Sure, there was an elf-like kid who troubled him to the end, but once he got serious, the kid was easily defeated. 

Bean wished for an opponent who could truly challenge him, someone who could push him to his limits.

“Uwaaaaahhhh!”

As he passed the first preliminary round, he heard cheers erupting from the arena where the second round was taking place. “What’s that sound?” 

To hear such loud cheers during the preliminaries piqued Bean’s interest, so he went to watch the match. 

What he saw there was a fierce battle in Tetris between two players.

A cat-eared girl from the feline race and a boy around Bean’s age with blond hair were facing off. Bean immediately noticed something off.

“That guy… he’s holding back.”

Masters at a certain level can judge their opponent’s skill with a single move. To Bean, it was clear that the blond boy was deliberately holding back. He was controlling the game so naturally that the audience’s hearts raced as he appeared to be on the brink of winning, then losing, and then winning again.

Such a performance was impossible unless there was a significant skill gap between the players. Not many could pull it off, except someone of Bean’s level.

No… Bean believed he could do it even better.

“This tournament just got interesting,” Bean said with a smile, adjusting his glasses as he watched his most formidable opponent yet.

At that moment, participant number 1980, Johan, secured his spot in the main tournament.

That evening, after watching all the preliminary matches, they returned to their accommodations. Out of thousands of competitors, eight finalists had been chosen. And surprisingly, one of them was Julia.

“Hahaha! The hundred million gold prize is mine!!” Julia had honed her Tetris skills to an unimaginable level and earned her place in the top eight by defeating her competitors. She had spent so much time playing the game instead of developing games as she should have.

Back at their accommodations, they gathered in the yard, grilling meat and enjoying drinks such as wine and beverages that Sylvia had provided. They all began a delightful dinner together.

As I sipped my wine and observed from a distance, I heard a voice from behind.

“Did you enjoy the show, Yuren?” Sylvia was there. 

When did she arrive? Well, this was Edward Consortium inn, so it wasn’t surprising for her to enter quietly as she pleased.

I genuinely thanked her. After all, she had been a great help to the mages on this journey.

“Thanks to you, the mages and I had a wonderful time. Sylvia, thank you.”

She chuckled playfully at my sincere gratitude. “If you’ve had your fun, it’s time to get to work.”

Work now? I wondered if this is what Jiren and Noirin must have felt.

Memories of putting the mages to work during the last crunch mode surfaced in my mind.

“I’m ready to work whenever you are. Is everything prepared?”

“Everything is perfectly prepared as of yesterday. We’re ready for tomorrow.”

Sylvia and I had been in regular contact as we prepared for the Super Thomas and Tetris tournaments. There had been trouble finding a welcoming mage for the event, but it seemed that had been resolved.

However, despite her confident words, I could sense worry in her expression.

“Aren’t you nervous, Yuren?”

“Are you nervous, Sylvia?”

The tournament and preparations seemed well in place, and the games were ready. Yet, she seemed somewhat apprehensive.

“To be honest, I am a little nervous.”

Sylvia leaned against the inn’s wall and watched the mages enjoying themselves at the festival. It seemed she was thinking of the many people she was responsible for.

This was the first time she had shown such vulnerability.

“I carry the weight of tens of thousands of Edward Consortium members. If I fail, they will also suffer.”

With so much responsibility, even non-existent worries could arise. I understood her concerns.

“While my heart believes in success, there’s always an ‘if’ in the world.”

There’s no guaranteed way to achieve 100% success. If there were, it would either be a scam or a delusion. All we can do is prepare as best we can.

This challenge would likely be the most significant of her life.

Recalling the pressure I felt during the launch of my first game in my previous life, I empathize with her.

“Trust in the joy you felt, Sylvia. Everyone just wants to have fun.”

We aren’t just selling a product. Tomorrow, we’re doing something far greater.

“Tomorrow, we aren’t just selling a simple product. We’re gifting happiness to the people of the empire.”

I poured her a glass of the finest wine Sylvia had given me and handed it to her.

She accepted the glass with a smile. “It’s hard to tell who the real owner of the guild is.”

Her eyes brightened a little, and she raised her glass to toast.

“But I’ll make it happen for you. Yuren, my fees are quite expensive though.”

Clink!

The clear sound of wine glasses clashing echoed through the room as they toasted, and the quivering wine helped settle the nervous hearts.

“My time is also expensive. But, for you, Sylvia, I can offer a special friend discount.”

“F-friend discount?”

“Yes, we’re friends now since we tackle difficult things together.”

“I see… a friend discount… I like the sound of that.”

Before taking a sip of the wine, her face flushed red. Was she naturally sensitive to the aroma of wine?

Just then, cheerful voices suddenly surrounded me.

“Ha ha ha! Yuren! Here you are! The drinks here are fantastic. Let’s have a drink together!”

“Yes! Let’s drink! My dear disciple!!”

Julia and my master leaned on my back, while Thomas appeared behind Sylvia.

“Excuse me, miss, but it’s time to leave now.”

“It’s already that time? Understood, Thomas.”

Sylvia looked at me and spoke one last time.

“Then, Yuren, I will see you at the Zephia Colosseum tomorrow.”

“Understood. See you tomorrow, Sylvia.”

The next day, the day of the National Founding Festival, arrived.

In front of the Imperial Palace, a crowd of people and nobles had gathered, waiting for the commencement of the speeches.

And soon, she emerged.

“Look!”

“It’s the Queen!”


The current emperor of the empire is Cassius Zeres Rohan IV. However, he has not yet come of age, so the regency is currently being managed by his mother, the queen, who stands at the pinnacle of power in the Zeres Empire.

She is Olivia Aurelia, the queen herself.

With her platinum blonde hair flowing and a youthful appearance that defies her 42 years, she walked up to the podium in a majestic outfit befitting a queen.

She began her speech.

“We are gathered here to commemorate the founding of the empire. However, I also want to commemorate the peace of the empire.”

Her voice was clear and resonated throughout Zephia and across the entire Zeres Empire through the broadcast of the crystal orbs.

“It has been 30 years since the peace era began. This peace was achieved due to the efforts and dedication of the late emperor and the people of the empire.”

She spoke of her husband, Emperor Cassius Zeres Rohan III, who is credited with establishing peace in the empire.

Rohan III passed away due to illness ten years ago.

She had since stabilized the potentially chaotic political situation and served as regent for the past ten years, preparing to pass on the empire safely to her son.

“I hope that you will pass on this empire, built through your efforts and dedication, to the next generation. In the name of the emperor, I declare the Founding Festival open!”

Pop! Pop! Pop!

With her speech, fireworks representing the white rose emblem of the Zeres Royal Family burst in the sky.

The festival began, and the crowd erupted in cheers.

“Wowaaaaaa!”

“Long live the queen!”

Thus began the three-day celebration of the founding of the Zers Empire.

At the same time, at the Zephia Colosseum where the preliminary rounds were held, another festivity was about to begin.

The Colosseum was packed with people eager to witness the event.

At the center stood a man with red hair and red sunglasses.

As time passed and the festival’s fireworks exploded, he began to speak.

“Hello! Welcome, Tetris fans! I am the host for this event, JYJ from the Bard’s Guild.”


As he began to speak, the anticipation from the audience in the coliseum began to rise.

To reciprocate the excitement, JYJ shouted with all his might to announce the start of the competition.

“Then! From now on! We will begin! The Zephia Colosseum will be filled with your cheers and enthusiasm! Now, let’s begin the first Tetris Tournament!!!”

“Wowaaaaaa!!”

Thus, the highly anticipated Tetris game tournament, the highlight of this year’s Founding Festival, commenced.



 
  
    Chapter 21: Competition (3)


“The place is packed. So many people, Jiren.”

“I know… It’s incredibly crowded.”

As Jiren and Karen watched the overflowing spectators at the Colosseum where the Tetris competition was being held, their hearts raced with excitement.

 The Tetris game being used in the competition was Tetris 2, a game they had created.

The thought of the game magic being used in such a high-profile event with so many onlookers made them nervous.

“Doesn’t it feel like this event has grown too big?”

“Indeed. Did Yuren foresee it turning out this way?”

Master Yuren had mentioned something about using the game for an event, but neither Jiren nor Karen could have imagined that it would take place in the heart of the empire, drawing an audience of tens of thousands.

“Perhaps he did. Because…”

“Right, it’s Yuren we’re talking about.”

Jiren felt that Yuren saw things that he himself couldn’t. Initially, he thought Yuren might be suffering from a mental disorder, but now he was beginning to understand.

Yuren possessed a foresight that only geniuses or those who have reached the pinnacle of their work could achieve. 

Though Jiren didn’t know the term for it, the mages believed Yuren had such a gift.

This only heightened their anticipation about where Yuren might lead them.

“Disciples! I’ve brought some food! Everyone, take one!”

As Yuren spoke, he and Noirin came with the food they had bought: the famed Colosseum sausage pies, where sausages were wrapped in baked dough. 

The three of them handed the pies out to all the disciples.

“Thank you!”

“Thanks!”

Karen and Yuren sat down to enjoy the sausage pies. 

As Yuren bit into his pie, he savored the juicy meat, crispy dough, and sweet sauce.

“There’s nothing like a hotdog—no, a sausage pie—at a stadium!”

“Right!”

While happily eating their pies, the disciples prepared to watch the competition. 

At the center of the stadium was a massive screen made from Grand Slime, projecting the game for a clear view from every angle.

As they watched the preparations, Karen asked, “Do you think Julia can win?”

Karen’s question prompted a serious expression from both Yuren and Irene, who replied in unison.

“Hmm… It won’t be easy.”

“Yes, Karen. It won’t be easy.”

“But Julia is incredibly skilled.”

Karen found their resolute response puzzling. 

In her eyes, Julia’s performance was impressive.

However, Karen didn’t know the level of expertise Yuren had seen and Irene had experienced.

“Julia is good, but the people we saw in the preliminaries… they were on another level.”

“The opponent who defeated me was exceptional. Julia’s skills might not be enough.”

Their conviction, stemming from encountering true masters, made Karen wish Julia well.

Yuren then looked around the stadium and said, “Moreover, I have a feeling…”

Yuren’s familiarity with this otherworldly E-sports tournament gave him a near-certain premonition.

“It seems the stars of this competition have already been chosen.”

The Colosseum roared as the Tetris competition began. 

Standing atop the stage, JYJ, with his striking red sunglasses and microphone-shaped voice modulator, took the stage to commence the event.

On stage, the contestants for the first match were already in place: a scholarly boy with black hair and glasses and a cheerful young woman with a radiant smile.

“Now, before we begin the first match, let’s hear from the players about their determination for the game.”

JYJ approached the boy with glasses first. 

“What mindset do you have going into this game, Bean?”

Bean responded with his usual stoic expression, “I believe words are unnecessary. I will simply show the results.”

“Oooh! Bean exudes confidence! Now, Julia, how about you?”

JYJ moved towards Julia, who responded with her characteristic high-energy laugh.

“I’ll give it my all for the prize money! Hahahaha!”

The crowd burst out laughing at Julia’s enthusiastic response. 

JYJ, amused by her answer, chuckled and replied.

“Prize money is crucial! Julia’s got her sights set on the reward!”

With the brief interviews over, the players took their places. 

A giant screen displayed the Tetris game.

Despite the setting being a fantasy world, everyone focused intently on the electronic screen.

“Let’s start the first round of the game!”

Boom! Boom! Boom!

With JYJ’s announcement and fireworks exploding in the sky, the first match began.

“Whoa!”

Julia launched into action, quickly matching the blocks. 

Meanwhile, Bean took his time, calmly arranging the blocks.

“Ah! Julia is rushing ahead! Her speed is incredible, fitting for someone who made it to this far.”

At first glance, Julia seemed to dominate. Karen and Noirin cheered enthusiastically for Julia.

“Julia’s doing great!”

“Could Julia actually win?”

But those who had witnessed the higher-level competitors didn’t think so. 

Yuren and Irene saw the situation differently.

“No, that’s…”

“Yes, my disciple, Julia’s in danger.”

As soon as they spoke, blocks began piling up on Julia’s screen.

“Oh? Oh!? Oh!!?”

Bean was in a perfect position with his combo, having meticulously prepared his blocks. 

As the blocks began to fall and combos started to explode, Julia’s screen filled with three to four blocks at a time.

“Oh! Bean is picking up speed! An overwhelming pace! An overwhelming combo! Julia is starting to fall behind!”

“No! I can’t lose like this.”

Though flustered, Julia tried her best to resist. 

However, in her haste, she misplaced a Z-shaped block, a fatal mistake that led the blocks on Julia’s screen to reach the ceiling.

“Game over!!! Julia’s blocks have reached the sky! Game over!!!!!! Bean wins the first round!”

“No!!!!”

Defeated, Julia cried in frustration. 


Bean, on the other hand, remained composed, as if winning was only natural to him. 

The audience and JYJ cheered loudly at Bean’s dominating performance in the first match.

The second round began immediately. 

The tournament rules required the first player to win two out of three rounds to claim victory.

Julia summoned her resolve and took on the challenge.

But…

“Round two! Bean starts off by tormenting Julia! One-line combos! Is he toying with her? He sends her exactly one line of blocks at a time, taunting her!”

This time, Bean tormented Julia by sending her one-line combos, continuously harassing her from the start. 

Though one-line combos were easy to deal with, Bean’s speed was on another level compared to Julia.

“Ahhhh! It’s too fast!!!”

Julia was caught off guard by Bean’s relentless onslaught, and before long, she was defeated in the second round.

“Game over! Julia has sunk in this round!!”

Julia’s dream of winning one billion gold vanished as she was left in despair, while Bean coolly left the stage. 

Thus, the first match came to an end.

“Just as expected…”

“The number 2222 player is truly skilled. My pupil…”

“Yes, it seems like he might reach the finals.”

Yuren watched the player and had a feeling they would be involved in a long-standing rivalry. 

Julia, who had been with them for a long time, returned in tears and was comforted.

“Now, let’s proceed with the second match!”

As the first match ended and the excitement in the arena lingered, the second match was about to begin.

“The players in this match have the largest age difference in the tournament. JYJ pointed out the two people on stage.

One side featured a playful boy with blond hair, the same age as Bean, while the other side had a muscular, scar-faced dark elf warrior with arms crossed.

The match was between 15-year-old prodigy ‘Johan’ from the East and 781-year-old dark elf warrior ‘Elbaf’ from the North.

“This match is between the boy and the dark elf warrior!!”

JYJ approached Johan with a light step.

“Johan, what’s your mindset going into the game?”

Johan struck a V pose at the camera and cheerfully answered, “Haha! I hope this is a match that everyone enjoys!!”

“Johan is considering everyone watching! Now let’s hear from Elbaf.”

JYJ then approached the muscular dark elf. 

He responded in a deep, warrior’s voice.

“I can’t lose to someone as young as my great-great-great-grandchild! I will give it my all!”

“Elbaf’s resolve is impressive! Even though Johan is young, a match is still a match!”

The players took their positions and grabbed their crystal water. 

JYJ announced the start of the second match.


“Let the battle between the boy and the dark elf warrior begin!”

Human vs. Dark Elf

Prodigy vs. Warrior

Boy vs. Adult

The second, unique match began.



 
  
    Chapter 22: Competition (4)


JYJ announced the start of the second match, and giant Tetris blocks began to fall on the huge screen. Holding the crystal ball, Johan shouted confidently.

“Then let’s go all out from the start!”

“Alright! Bring it on!”

Both the human Johan and the dark elf Elbaf seemed combative as the match immediately turned into a fierce battle. 

The blocks fell and disappeared like mad, and their speed increased even more.

2xCombo! 

Pshoo! 

Pshoo! 

5xCombo Pshoo! 

Pshoo

10xCombo Pshoo! 

Pshoo! 

30xCombo Pshoo!

“Aaaaaah! Both players are in an intense battle from the beginning!!! They don’t stop!!! Their combos don’t stop!!!!”

Initially, the speed was still visible to the audience, but gradually, the blocks sped up so much that they became invisible. 

All that could be seen were the effects of the blocks falling and disappearing.

Pip-pip-pip-pip-pip-pip-pip-pip-pip!

“Aaaaaah!!! The blocks are invisible!!! Only the sounds can be heard! Are we at a concert!? The two players’ match is creating music!!”

The combo numbers for both sides had already surpassed 100 and were heading towards 200. In the midst of the tense standoff, Elbaf began to feel his limits.

(F-fast…)

He had won many battles in the north, thinking that Tetris blocks were nothing compared to incoming blades. 

However, the blocks from the young boy were faster than any blade he had seen before.

“Ohhhhh! He’s starting to be pushed back little by little! Elbaf’s blocks are starting to pile up!!!”

One line, then two lines, his blocks began to slowly accumulate. Johan, feeling exhilarated, increased his speed even more, and seeing this, JYJ began to get excited as well.

“Johan is relentless!!! The prodigy shows no mercy! Attacking someone as old as his grandfather’s grandfather!!!”

Johan’s merciless attack, with no consideration for age, eventually caused Elbaf to crumble. 

As the audience felt that the blocks were becoming visible, Elbaf’s screen quickly filled with blocks, and he ultimately faced a game over.

“Game over!! Johan wins!!!”

“Whoo-hoo!!!”

“Ugh!”

As Johan’s victory was confirmed, he raised both hands in celebration. 

Dark elf warrior Elbaf slammed the table in genuine frustration.

Bang!

In today’s terms, Elbaf might have expressed his frustration with a phrase like, “[Bleeping] game!” 

The intense match from the beginning had the audience cheering and rooting for the two players.

Before the fire could even be extinguished, the next match began.

“The second round begins with another fierce battle!!! Elbaf, angered by his defeat, is coming out strong!!!”

In the next match, the two began with another intense battle. The blocks remained invisible, and the combos kept climbing, but the situation was slightly different from the previous round.

“Aaaaaah!!! Is this going to the third round? Johan is being pushed back!!!”

This time, blocks began to accumulate on Johan’s screen little by little. 

To casual observers, it seemed as if Elbaf was landing a blow on Johan, but those who knew the game sensed an oddity in the accumulation of blocks.

“Johan seems to be gathering blocks.”

“What!? He’s gathering them?”

Accumulating blocks and gathering them are entirely different. Accumulating blocks signifies an increasing crisis that cannot be dealt with, while gathering them means building the potential for a sudden reversal, showcasing the significant skill gap.

In Johan’s blocks, this feeling was palpable, and soon enough, it became a reality.

Pip-pip-pip! 

Pip-pip! 

30xCombo! 

31xCombo, 32xCombo, 33xCombo, 34xCombo, 35xCombo, 36xCombo!

“Johan suddenly speeds up! Ohhh!!! He’s turning it around!!! The blocks sent by Elbaf are coming back at him!!!”

As Johan quickly detonated the gathered blocks, the blocks stacked up on his side instantly converted into combos, and they began to flood over to Elbaf’s screen.

In an instant, Elbaf was swept away by a sea of blocks, and the game came to an end.

“The match is over!! Johan wins!!”

“Whoo-hoo!!!”

As Johan’s victory was confirmed, he celebrated with his signature victory ceremony.

Dark elf Elbaf was frustrated, yet also found it enjoyable. 

Having lived a long life, he appreciated the human tendency to surprise with unexpected talent, keeping him on his toes.

He acknowledged his defeat and joined Johan in the arena.

“It was a fun match.”

“Same here, Dark Elf uncle!”

Johan shook hands with Elbaf, expressing his gratitude for the enjoyable game. 

The intense match between the two set the stage for the tournament to heat up.

The competition continued, with coldly efficient Bean and fiery Johan advancing through the rounds until they both reached the finals. 

An announcement was made that the finals would begin at 7 PM after dinner, so we left the arena and headed to a nearby pub for a meal.

Even during dinner, the topic of conversation remained focused on the tournament.

“Who do you think will win, Jiren?”

“Well, both are strong, so it wouldn’t be surprising for either to win. But if I had to choose, I’d say Bean will take it.”

“I think Bean will win too!”

It seemed both Master and Jiren believed Bean would emerge victorious. 

Certainly, from the matches so far, Bean had displayed a more dominant presence compared to Johan. 

Unlike Johan, who sometimes seemed on the edge, Bean always crushed his opponents.

Karen turned to me and asked, “Yuren, who do you think will win?”

“Like Jiren said, it wouldn’t be strange for either to win, but if I had to choose, I’d say Johan will win.”

“Johan?”

Hearing me say that, Noirin looked puzzled.

“Isn’t Johan a bit too light?”

The Johan Noirin had seen appeared light on his feet. 

True, Johan’s play was overwhelming when he was in his element, but there were moments where he seemed to be on thin ice. 

Observing those gaps could make people think he wasn’t as overwhelming as Bean.


But I saw things differently.

“He’s not light; he’s pretending to be light. People like that always have a hidden card up their sleeve, which makes them scary.”

What if that lightness wasn’t an act but confidence? 

Holding a hidden card meant he could win at any moment. 

That kind of confidence made me think Johan had a slight edge over Bean.

After hearing my opinion, Master Irene turned to me.

“A lot like Yuren.”

“Indeed Master. He’s like Yuren.”

“Is it support for your kind?”

Hmm? 

Why as my name being mentioned here?

The sudden mention of my name made me uneasy. 

If Johan lost, it would be quite embarrassing.

“I hope Johan wins. I don’t want that guy who defeated me to take the championship!”

Julia, who had been crushed by Bean, seemed to support Johan for different reasons. 

I earnestly prayed for Johan’s victory.

Behind the scenes before the finals, the final contestants were waiting. 

Johan and Bean encountered each other for the first time here.

“Vwoosh! Vwoosh!”

As the background music played softly, Bean busied himself with Tetris, while Johan passed the time with a yawn. It was Bean who broke the silence first.

“Why do you play while taking it easy on your opponent?”

Bean asked Johan directly. 

From Bean’s perspective, Johan seemed to be going easy on his opponents. 

He seemed to match his opponent’s pace, which made it seem like a thrilling contest, but to the opposing side, it could feel like being toyed with.

“It’s not taking it easy; it’s about enjoying it.”

Johan answered with a bright smile. 

Enjoying it—those words carried various meanings. 

Did he enjoy competing with his opponent, the thrill of victory, or perhaps both?

“Isn’t that essentially the same thing? If I were on the receiving end, I’d feel insulted.”

“Don’t worry; For you I would go all out from the start.”

“What?”

Johan’s declaration of going all out from the start made Bean look at him with the seriousness of a rabbit looking at a wolf.

“I need to give it my all from the beginning with you, or it’ll be dangerous.”

Bean felt chills at Johan’s predatory gaze, sensing the seriousness in his words. For the first time in this tournament, Bean thought this might be fun.

“Yes, that’s how games become exciting. Do your best to make sure I can win in style.”

“Sorry, but I can’t give you first place; it’s mine.”


A fierce mental battle ensued. 

It was only natural, as this competition was for 100 million gold and the title of champion of the first otherworldly gaming tournament.

“Alright, contestants, please take your positions!”

Explosive Johan and sharp Bean, the potential bests, and contenders for first place. 

The finals between the two were about to begin.



 
  
    Chapter 23: Competition (5) – Finale


There were various events at the Founding Day festival. 

Among them, if there was a standout event, it was the two main attractions: the spellbinding magic show put on by the Magical Association, which embroidered the sky beautifully with various colorful spells, and the electrifying parade of the knights and soldiers conducted by the military.

Usually, these two groups competed, but this year, a third competitor emerged. 

The event organized by the Edward Consortium known as the “Game Tournament” was the newcomer. 

The Edward Consortium had set up screens throughout the city and broadcast the tournament from three days prior. 

At first, many people were uninterested in the games. 

However, with continuous broadcasts for three days showcasing new attractions and the thrilling matches between players, people gradually stopped and watched the screens, and by the time the finals arrived, it had become the highlight of the Founding Day festival, drawing the most attention from the crowd.

The first game tournament in this otherworld was about to begin, capturing the focus of many.

“Hello! Fans of Tetris who have packed the Colosseum, the moment you’ve been waiting for has arrived!! It’s time for the finals!!”

At the Colosseum in Zephia, a larger crowd had gathered to watch the finals, and JYJ, wearing red glasses, began the event with more excitement than ever.

“A large number of participants joined the world’s first game tournament held by the Empire of Zers.”

When the tournament was first organized as a game, JYJ had thought of it as just a small part-time job. But now, standing here hosting the event, he was proud.

“Total applicants: 8,712. Humans, elves, dark elves, cat people, men and women, adults and children alike, many Tetris fans took on the challenge. And of those who triumphed and reached this point, it seems to be mere coincidence that the final contestants are two 15-year-old boys.”

Was it a coincidence or destiny that they defeated so many challengers and were both boys of the same age? 

However, the important thing now was that they had fought to be here, and the crowd just wanted to see the ultimate winner.

“Let the final contestants enter now!!!!”

With JYJ’s words, blue fireworks exploded in the sky, and Bean entered. With cold eyes behind his glasses, he walked into the arena with a stoic expression.

“Sharp charisma! With a cutting-edge style of play and overwhelming victories, the top student of the Western Academy, contestant Bean!”

The crowd erupted in cheers.

As Bean entered, red fireworks burst on the other side as Johan appeared. He entered the arena, waving to the audience with a bright smile.

“He ignites the crowd with his passionate play! The genius boy from the East! Contestant Johan!”

As the two players entered the arena, the atmosphere heated up even more.

JYJ rushed to interview the players.

“Before we begin the finals, let’s hear from the contestants who have made it this far. Contestant Bean, what is your mindset for the game?”

Bean, as in his first interview, looked stoic and pointed at the trophy he aimed to win.

“I don’t think much needs to be said. I’ll take what is rightfully mine.”

“Ooohhh!!!”

It was a declaration of victory, almost arrogant in its certainty. But it was precisely that which the crowd cheered for.

“Ooohhh!!! Strong! He is strong! Contestant Bean declares his victory! How will you respond, contestant Johan?”

JYJ turned to Johan, shoving the microphone toward him.

Johan took the microphone and bowed politely.

“Ha ha ha! First, I must apologize to the audience.”

What? Apologize? The crowd focused on Johan, who then smiled sweetly yet glared at Bean.

“This time, I might end things quickly by giving my all from the start.”

Johan’s declaration that he would show his true strength from the beginning, different from before, set the crowd on fire.

“Wow!!!!”

“Ah!!! Johan declares he will play seriously this time! This is intense! The tension is palpable even before the match begins!”

After the interviews, both players returned to their starting positions. The stadium fell silent.

On the screens, the game screens of both players were displayed, and now they were just waiting for the host’s announcement.

“Now! With the thunderous cheers and enthusiasm of the packed Colosseum!  We will begin the first Tetris final!!!”

Fireworks lit up the dark night sky of Zephia as JYJ made the announcement. 

The final had begun.

Beep, beep, beep, beep, beep, beep, beep.

“The match starts at a high note! Blocks are raining down from the sky!”

The game started with an intense speed. 

The sound of blocks disappearing filled the entire Colosseum with a dissonant electronic noise.

“It’s a fierce contest with no one backing down! This is an incredible clash of humans!”

Indeed, it was a close contest. 

Neither side was willing to give an inch in this extreme face-off.

Both were so skilled that the match might not end with this day. 

However, as time went on, the screens showed changes.

“That guy’s gotten even faster than before!”

Bean was the first to sense it.

Johan truly hadn’t been giving his all until now. He began pushing Bean back right from the start, just as he had said.

“Ah! Bean is starting to lose ground! Johan is gaining an advantage!”

Johan’s screen showed blocks piling up. 

Those who supported him started to feel anxious.

“This is Johan’s true power! He is pushing Bean back with certainty!”

It was a subtle yet significant shift in the tight battle. The slight edge could be devastating.

As blocks piled up on Bean’s screen, his side began to resemble what he had done to his opponents so far.

“Bean is losing! He is overwhelmed! Will it end this way?”

Ultimately, as Bean’s screen filled up, the words [Game Over] appeared.

The winner of the first round was decided.

“Ah! Game Over! Round one goes to Johan!”

“Wow! Johan is the best!”

The stadium erupted. 

Traditionally, the player who won the first round usually won the match. 

Considering Johan had been holding back his true power until now, it seemed certain he would win.

But was Johan the only one who had held back his true strength?

“Bean is taking off his glasses! Is he resetting his resolve? Something feels different!”

Bean normally wore glasses because of his poor eyesight, but he found it more comfortable to play without them. 

His sharp vision would cause fatigue, so he usually played with glasses on.

Until now, that is.

“Let’s begin round two!”

With JYJ’s declaration, the blocks started raining down once more. The familiar chaos of blocks and the intense gameplay ensued.

“As expected, the blocks rain down from the start! Combos build up! The competition is fierce! It is incredibly intense!”

From the outset, the match was a tightrope walk.

However, Johan sensed something was different.

“That guy’s gotten way sharper!”


Although he held the speed advantage, Johan was falling behind in accuracy. 

It was as if a thoughtless machine was arranging the blocks with perfect precision.

Now, Johan’s side of the screen started to fill up.

“Ah! This time, Johan is the one struggling! What’s going on here!”

Johan had never experienced being genuinely pushed back. 

His game was usually premeditated.

But now, Johan’s unfamiliarity showed in his plays.

“Johan tries to counter! But he is still being pushed back! Johan seems flustered!”

Johan needed to clear the blocks first, but he took a risk instead.

“Johan must hold on! If he doesn’t, he can’t win!”

JYJ, observing the match, felt Johan’s play was too risky.

And his worry was justified.

“Ah! Johan made a mistake! It’s critical! Blocks are piling up!”

Johan misplaced a block, an uncharacteristic mistake. And just like that, the game ended.

“Game over!!!!! Player Bean wins!!!!!!!!!”

“Wowowowowow!!! Bean! Bean! Bean!”

Both sides have achieved one win and one loss.

Who will emerge victorious?

Who will be the owner of the 100 million gold prize?

Not only the spectators in the Colosseum but also everyone watching the screens and broadcasts in Zephia watched nervously.

“Yes, the final match of Tetris is in a tie with both sides having one win each!!!!”

The determination to win is fierce!!!

It collides like gladiators in the Colosseum!!!

The Colosseum had been repurposed as an event venue 200 years ago after the abolition of slave gladiators.

People were excitedly watching a different kind of gladiatorial battle there.

The tension was palpable even for the players.

They took deep breaths and drank water, preparing for the final showdown.

“Now, let’s begin the final round! Let’s get started!!!!!!”

The final showdown began.

The last battle was anything but ordinary from the start.

“Amazing!!!!”

“Both players are gathering blocks at the same time!!!!!” 

“How can they think alike!!!” 

“Is this the level of the finalists?”

The players began to build combos as if they had planned it.

Was it confidence that they could handle the blocks sent by their opponent?

Or was it a strategic decision?

Whatever the reason, both players made the same choice.

This match took on a different turn from previous rounds.

“Bombs are exchanged!!!!!!!”

“Back and forth, bombs are exchanged!!!!!!”

The audience’s hearts might explode before the blocks do!

“Go, Bean!!!!”

“Go, Johan!!!!”

And even the referee was holding his breath.

Watching the match was gripping, even though it was just a game.

The players were so absorbed in the fight that it felt like the magical glass orb might shatter.

A fierce contest without weapons!!!

A heated battle!!!!!

The audience couldn’t take their eyes off the match!!!!

Although the new element of block bombs was introduced, both players handled it exceptionally well.

Their screens were in a tight stalemate.

Then, at that moment…

“Ahhh!!! Could it be!!!!”

On Johan’s side, blocks started stacking up.

“Blocks are starting to pile up on Johan’s screen!!!! What’s going on!!!!”

A small mistake could be fatal in this game, and it was a critical one.

Seeing this, Bean thought it was his opportunity.

“(The first place is mine!!!)”

Sensing a final chance, Bean increased his speed.

With blocks piling up and Bean rushing forward,

Bean sent the final combo, and everyone thought it was Bean’s victory.

But…

“No, no, no!!!!!!! What’s happening!!!!!!!”

Just when everyone thought it was Bean’s victory, 8 rows of blocks suddenly shifted from Johan’s screen to Bean’s, and the situation flipped in an instant!

“What’s going on here!!!!!!? It’s instantaneous. Bean is now trapped in a dire situation!!!!!!!”

Everyone watching the screen was shocked.

But the most surprised person was Yuren, the game’s creator.

“Oh my… Johan used the Lucky Eleven during the game…

Yuren’s Tetris game blocks appeared with limited randomness.

One block would appear, and then the next one would be randomly selected from the remaining blocks, resetting the selection process once all blocks had appeared.

This prevented too many identical blocks from appearing consecutively and ruining the game.

This system allowed for the occasional appearance of consecutive identical blocks.

After one straight block, another straight block appeared immediately.

Yuren called this the Lucky Eleven, adding a unique touch of excitement.

Tetris players were aware that this could happen but treated it as a rare, lottery-like event.

It was not something you could predict or use intentionally.

But Johan targeted it!

Whether it was intuition, calculation, or foresight, Johan aimed for it!

By deleting 8 rows of blocks at once, he successfully turned the tables.

“Everyone!!!!! Two straight blocks in a row appeared!!!!!! Two consecutive straight blocks are sealing Bean’s fate!!!!”

The game quickly shifted to offense and defense.

When Bean was certain of victory, he suddenly found himself under pressure.

The saying goes that a small crack can bring down a great dam.

As soon as a fracture appeared in Bean’s mental state due to the two straight blocks, the outcome was decided.

“Bean!!!! Game over!!!! Johan wins!!!!!!!”


“Yessssss!!!”

“Wooowowowowowow!!!!!!!!”

Johan celebrated as the crowd erupted in cheers, bringing the final match to a close.

The champion of the 1st Tetris Final of the Otherworld Game Tournament

Winner: [Johan Groove, the genius boy from the East]



 
  
    Chapter 24: Super Thomas (1)


The thrilling game had come to an end. 

A sense of regret lingered in the wake of Bean’s loss and Johan’s victory, as the audience erupted in applause for what had been an intensely gripping match. 

It was reminiscent of the esports games one might have seen in a past life. 

The Colosseum was abuzz with excitement, its atmosphere reaching a boiling point.

The stage was set for a grand finale.

“Well, that was a fun game to watch… Now, shall we get back to work?”

It was time to return to their duties. Jiren, tasked with an important role, bore an expression of utter reluctance.

“Are we really doing this… death?”

“Too late to back out now, Jiren. Just enjoy yourself.”

“I can’t wait! I’m so excited, Jiren!”

In contrast, Karen seemed eager, seemingly enthused about the new experience since their last practice. Unlike Jiren, she couldn’t wait to get started.

Meanwhile…

“Johan and Bean were both outstanding! Watching them duel to the very end was truly inspiring. Now, I’m motivated to work even harder.”

The master, too, watched the exhilarating match with an eager and engaged demeanor, as though his blood were boiling with anticipation.

Could it be possible to witness the master’s true magic after such a long time?

The master moved ahead, urging them, “Let’s go, my disciples!”

His words spurred them into action, following their master in unison.

Now! This was what they had been preparing for the last four months. 

It was time to bring the grand stage to its conclusion.

The final match had concluded, and the awards ceremony was underway on the field. Johan held a plaque for winning a hundred million gold, while Bean, the runner-up, held one for forty million gold.

JYJ approached Johan.

“Let’s hear from Johan on his victory.”

“Ha ha ha… Honestly, I believe I won due to luck rather than skill. I think it was the support from many people that carried me to victory. Thank you all for cheering me on!”

In a humble manner, Johan spoke about his experience, contrasting his earlier attitude before the game.

At the final moment, Johan couldn’t be certain of his victory. 

He acknowledged that his triumph over Bean was a stroke of luck, rather than skill. 

He hadn’t lost, but for the first time, he encountered a friend who might be better at the game than him. 

Johan had learned humility.

“And let’s give a round of applause for the player who displayed such an incredible match. I hope we can play again in the future.”

Johan’s words left Bean wide-eyed in astonishment. Johan, who had seemed arrogant at the start of the game, was now showing empathy toward him.

JYJ turned to Bean.

“Let’s hear the runner-up, Bean’s thoughts on his performance.”

Holding the microphone, Bean’s mind raced.

He hadn’t come in first place.

He could have blamed his loss on Johan’s back-to-back lucky streaks, but that wouldn’t have been in good form.

“Luck is also part of skill. I believe my loss was due to my own shortcomings. But next time, I’ll be the one to win! Johan!!”

Bean’s resolve for another challenge sparked cheers from JYJ and the crowd. 

His determination in the face of defeat made him all the more admirable than before.

“Oooohhhhhh!!!”

“Bean expresses his intent for a rematch!”

The perfect match had come to a close.

Though the event had to end, JYJ grabbed the microphone, ready to address the audience.

“The players have shown exceptional skill right until the end. It was an honor to host such an amazing event.”

He removed his signature red sunglasses, covered in sweat, and faced the crowd.

“Now, we conclude the first Tetris game tournament!”

With every encounter comes a farewell.

JYJ had a sense that the tournament was just the beginning, not the end.

As the event concluded, suddenly…

Thunk!

“What! What was that?”

“The lights went out!?”

The Colosseum was plunged into darkness, and those who had intended to leave started to panic in the sudden blackness.

What was happening?

While everyone was confused, a message began to appear on the screens.

[The tournament may be over, but the game must continue.]

The white letters on the screen stirred the audience into a frenzy.

“Hey! Look at that!”

“What’s going on!?”

Though the thrilling finals had concluded, the festive night was far from over. People yearned for the enjoyment the game had brought, wishing it could continue.

As everyone pondered, something was about to begin anew.

The atmosphere buzzed with excitement as messages continued to appear.

[Everyone…]

The white letters began to pose a question to the spectators and everyone who watched the tournament.

[Do you want a fun game?]

A fun game?

Everyone wanted one.

They all answered with one mind and heart.

It seemed as if the message had heard their response, as the next line appeared on the screen.

[Do you want the ultimate game?]

The ultimate game? 

Could there be a game greater than Tetris?

The crowd’s hearts began to race with the anticipation of witnessing something beyond their imagination.

“Here is the game you’ve been waiting for.”

The white message faded away.

Could this mean the chance to see the ultimate game?

The crowd, filled with anticipation, waited for what was to come.

That was when the familiar background music began to play.

“Tee-da-dee-dee, tee-da-dee-dee, tee-da-dee-da-dee…”

On the large screen above, the familiar Tetris blocks began to fall in sync with the music.


“Ugh…what? Tetris again?”

Many in the crowd felt a wave of disappointment.

Despite their disappointment, the Tetris blocks began to stack up.

Rows of blocks formed, leaving a space in the center for the line piece to fit.

The line piece descended towards the empty space.

Once it landed, the four rows would vanish and points would be scored—or so everyone thought.

But in that very moment, an astonishing scene unfolded.

“Ooooooh~”

“Thunk! Thunk! Thunk!”

From beneath the line piece, a mustached man suddenly jumped into view.

With a powerful punch, he shattered the line piece!

The image of the line piece is one of solving challenges with ease.

Yet the mustached man, who appeared and destroyed the line piece, left the audience in shock.

“He broke the line piece!”

“Who is that mustached man?!”

As all eyes focused on the mustached man who had shattered the line piece, a different, unfamiliar tune began to play.

“Dun-dun-dun-dun Dun”

As the music played, the mustached man began running, and the once familiar Tetris screen transformed into a colosseum-like arena with a world filled with sky and ground.

Soon, the magical world of Super Thomas, crafted by Sylvia’s enchanting wizards, began to take shape.

However, as Thomas attempted to traverse this new world, turtles began to fall from above, trapping him.

Then, created by Irene’s illusion magic, Princess Peach, turtles, and King Koopa appeared, engaging the audience with their presence.

The fantastical magic show resembled something straight out of a Disney movie, and the audience was left in awe.

Narration began to play, providing context for the scene unfolding before them.

“King Koopa has invaded the peaceful Mushroom Kingdom and kidnapped Princess Peach.”

The narration began in Noirin’s clear voice.

King Koopa held Princess Peach with one hand, opening his mouth wide as if to eat her.

“Ha ha ha ha! Princess Peach is mine!!!!”

King Koopa’s deep, modulated voice echoed through the arena.

He released a massive flame from his mouth, showcasing his power.

Despite the illusion magic, no one could deny the fear of the flames right before their eyes.

“The only hero who can save the princess is none other than our hero, Super Thomas!”

Noirin called upon the hero.

Yet, the hero remained unresponsive within the blocks.

A different voice called out.

“Help us, Thomas!!!”

Karen’s beautiful voice summoned Super Thomas.

This time, the hero responded.

“Hold on, Princess Peace! I’m coming! Yahoo~”

“Thunk! Thunk! Thunk!”

In his super form, Super Thomas, now invincible, smashed through the turtles and emerged from the blocks, his mustache flowing in the wind.

He sprinted through the colosseum-turned-stage.

“Whoo~ Yeah! Yahoo! Hya! Whoo-hoo! Yippee!”

Jumping, running, consuming flames, transforming, and collecting stars to become invincible, Super Thomas ran over and crushed the turtles.

The crowd was mesmerized by the extraordinary world of Super Thomas.

As Super Thomas entered the castle, the screen faded, and the title screen appeared.

After witnessing the new world, everyone in the audience felt the same desire.

They all wanted the game.

“Become Super Thomas and embark on an adventure!!!”

But when and where could they get their hands on Super Thomas?

The white message answered as if hearing everyone’s unspoken thoughts.

“Want to know when it will be released? Starting…now.”

Boom! Boom! Boom!

Another round of fireworks exploded, revealing a series of red crystals containing the Super Thomas game.

A moment of silence fell over the crowd.

Then, cheers erupted.

“Wowwwwwww!!!!”

“Move! I’m first!!!”

The crowd rushed out of the colosseum like a tidal wave to purchase Super Thomas, while the staff did their best to prevent any accidents.

The colosseum quickly emptied as everyone raced to get the game.

Left alone in the now-deserted colosseum, two people spoke.

“Hey…”

“What?”


“Do you think anyone remembers us?”

“Hahaha… Maybe a few do?”

The true victor of the first Tetris Championship was neither Johan nor Bean.

It was none other than the mustached man himself.

“Yahahooo~”



 
  
    Chapter 25: Super Thomas (2)


What I proposed to Sylvia was divided into two major plans.

The first was a competition using Tetris 2, which would attract people’s attention while also selling the game itself.

The second was the release of Super Thomas in that very setting, where the crowd was already gathered. This would be accompanied by an enchanting magical display.

The reason I wanted to include the magical effects was to plant dreams in the hearts of children.

I had grown up watching the Disney events on TV in my previous life. 

Dreams and hope might seem childish, but they were the most essential things for both children and adults.

I wanted to show that through Super Thomas… and, partly because I wanted to try out the magic myself.

No one had yet attempted to create an event using advanced technology like holograms. 

Ever since I learned illusion magic, I had been eager to try it out.

Of course, it wasn’t easy. 

There weren’t many illusionists around, so finding enough performers was difficult. 

Sylvia managed to gather a team, but after discussions, we found that they could only handle creating the background.

Hence, my master and I took charge of the characters’ portion. 

My master created almost 70% of it, while I contributed 30%, so I could claim some credit for the work.

However, after rehearsing, we realized the absence of sound made the experience dull, so I asked Jiren and other mages to help out with voice acting.

Jiren grumbled, “You’re always asking us for the strangest things,” but quieted down after I offered him an allowance of 1 million gold.

Money could solve most problems in this world as well.

The Super Thomas release event turned out to be a success. 

It was broadcast in real-time via crystal ball, not just to Zephia but across the entire region, with the broadcast being projected on the giant screens in front of Edward’s Consortium.

As soon as the tournament concluded, Super Thomas was released, and people flocked to buy it.

“One Super Thomas, please!”

“I’ll take ten!”

Super Thomas, which was released in the evening after the Tetris finals, continued to sell throughout the night.

People kept buying Super Thomas without stopping, causing the Edward Consortium to go into a state of emergency.

“Due to the large crowd, each person is limited to purchasing only two Super Thomas games!”

“We’ve run out here!”

“Quick! Bring out another hundred Super Thomas crystal balls from the warehouse!”

Sylvia anticipated this and had prepared a two-shift system. 

However, the response was hotter than she had expected.

Dun dun-dun dun dun dun dun-dun!

In the city, the background music from Super Thomas began to play.

People who bought Super Thomas first started playing it on the streets, showing off their adventures in the game.

It was an unprecedented thrill.

Tetris provided the familiar puzzle gameplay. Familiar on one hand, predictable on the other.

But Super Thomas was an entirely new experience for the people of this world.

People controlled Super Thomas, running, jumping, and traversing obstacles. 

Just like us, they controlled Thomas to eat mushrooms, stomp on turtles, and sometimes die from their shells.

They discovered hidden places, gathered gold, and found shortcuts, sometimes dying in the process.

But it was alright. 

They could always try again.

Whether underwater, in the sky, or over lava, people enjoyed their adventures with Thomas.

And they wanted to share the joy with friends and family, so they bought additional Super Thomas games.

Thus, a new type of game emerged.

Additionally, there was more to the game than just Super Thomas.

Dodiri ridi ridi ri ridi-ri-ri!

“Yes! I won!”

“Aah! I lost to Lucky Eleven!”

Since the Independence Day festival, Tetris 2 has been on sale.

Edward Consortium set up arcade-style Tetris 2 machines around its premises, allowing people to play for free.

Until the day before the competition, the machines saw little use. But after the event, the number of players surged.

People learned how to enjoy competitive matches from the tournament. 

Once they experienced the fun of playing together, they continued to enjoy it just like they did in the arcades from my past life.

People would watch others play and take their place when the previous player lost. 

Win or lose, players gained new experiences and fun, often picking up a game to take home on their way out.

This trend even reached people who weren’t typically interested in games.

Not everyone would enjoy Super Thomas or other games, but how could the response be so explosive?

“Is this Super Thomas?”

“Yes, my son called in the middle of the night to ask me to bring him one.”

“My daughter was the same.”

It was because of the children.

While it didn’t apply to everyone, most children were utterly fascinated by games.

They began to beg for Super Thomas, ignoring other toys at the festival.

Foreign tourists and VIPs from the Yura Republic and the Ra Kingdom started to consider buying the game as a souvenir for their children or friends.

This created a wave of interest that transformed the Independence Day festival into a gaming festival.

But where there is light, there is also darkness.

“A miss, we have reports of a shortage at 132nd Street.”

“Again? Already sold out of the 300 we sent earlier?”

“Yes, also, there have been requests for additional staff at 32nd and 65th Streets.”

“How many available workers do we have?”

“Actually, none. We’re at our limit in the capital as well.”

Things were going too well.

Even Sylvia, who had been confident in the event’s success, had never imagined it would require all hands on deck like this.

They were running out of both people and Super Thomas crystal balls at an alarming rate.

At this rate, they might face a major disaster. Would they have to close up shop early?

Just as she was considering this, a savior arrived.

Knock! Knock!

“Miss Sylvia! Mister Yuren from the Irene School is here to see you!”

“Mister Yuren?”

Why were people supposed to be resting after the event here?


Sylvia went downstairs to meet Yuren and found him accompanied by disciples from the Irene School and muscular mercenaries she had never seen before.

“Yuren? What’s brought you here? And who are these people with you?”

Yuren smiled and spoke to Sylvia.

“While touring Zephia, I thought the Edward Consortium could use some help.”

“Help?”

“Yes, it looked like the people were about to drop from exhaustion.”

With that, Yuren introduced the people she had brought.

“These are the masters and disciples of the Irene School, and here are my acquaintances from the Zeus Mercenary Guild. Leave the heavy lifting to them.”

Sylvia surveyed the Irene School’s people and the muscular men from the Zeus Mercenary Guild. There were about 50 to 60 of them.

With their help, it would be possible to keep the shop open without closing for the entire festival.

“To receive such help…”

At the same time, Sylvia felt embarrassed.

She was receiving so much assistance from Yuren.

Before she could voice her feelings, Yuren spoke up.

“I once heard this saying: ‘Row while the tide is high.’ Now is the time for everyone to row together.”

Yuren’s words about working together at this moment struck Sylvia.

She had never worked with a school as cooperative as this one.

In the past, she had to nag people to get them to work.

She had always assumed that working with free-spirited mages was challenging.

That had been the case until now.

“And this isn’t for free. Both we and the Zeus Mercenary Guild will need to be paid.”

Sylvia laughed at the mention of payment.

With her usual bright smile, she said, “Of course, I’ll pay you double.”

Sylvia’s promise of double pay thrilled the Zeus Mercenary Guild members.

“Yahoo!”

“As expected of the big-hearted lady from the Consortium!”

“If you receive that kind of payment, you have to work hard. Let’s get to it.”

The situation was under control.

The Zeus Mercenary Guild workers followed Butler Thomas to handle the heavy lifting and transportation of crystal balls.

Meanwhile, the Irene disciples began producing more Super Thomas crystal balls.

“Then let’s get to work! Disciples!”

“Yes, Master!”

“Yuren, I want to play some more.”

“I’ll let you play once you’ve earned your keep.”


Julia seemed a bit disappointed, but it was a minor issue.

And observing the scene, Edward Consortium’s resident manager, Mark, smiled with satisfaction.

“It seems my daughter has found excellent partners.”

“I believe so, Mr. Mark.”

As the day after the Independence Day festival, or rather the gaming festival, came to a close.



 
  
    Chapter 26: Super Thomas (3)


Zeus Mercenary Guild was a guild I became acquainted with while working together during a [food supply operation for the border guards]. 

It was a guild that would do just about any job for the right price, and the guild master, ‘Apollo,’ seemed to take a liking to me, offering me a recruitment opportunity.

After the tournament, I observed Zephia and saw how overwhelmed the people on Edward’s side were due to the immense sales of the game, far exceeding expectations. 

If this continued, it would affect my own profits. 

Unwilling to stand by and watch, I contacted Apollo to lead some idle mercenaries, our Master, and apprentices to Edward’s meeting.

Julia grumbled a bit, but there’s no such thing as a free lunch. 

When I reminded her of the free meals she’d enjoyed so far, she eventually agreed to come along.

We divided ourselves into groups: one helping the shops selling game crystal balls and another assisting the production team. 

Those working in the shops were on the verge of collapsing from exhaustion.

It was time to use magic.

“Jiren! Give the people some energy!”

“Yes, Senior! Busker (Berserker Magic)! Kaia (Healing Magic)!!!”

Combining Busker (Berserker Magic) and Kaya (Healing Magic), we cast the magic, granting unfathomable stamina and berserk-like focus.

The special blend of Irene’s signature ‘Bon Bon Drink’ spell.

Jiren and I used this spell to invigorate the workers.

“Whoa! What’s this burst of energy!?”

“I feel like I can work until tomorrow!!”

Edward’s workers, who were collapsing from exhaustion, suddenly regained their strength thanks to Irene’s magic.

Meanwhile…

“Shall I place this box of 300 crystal balls here?”

“That works, but… aren’t you struggling to carry it alone?”

“Heavier things than this were carried on the battlefield.”

As the Zeus Mercenary Guild joined the efforts, the situation on the shop front began to improve. 

It seemed there would be no more problems as long as the supply of crystal balls continued to arrive.

At the same time, in the underground production facility of Edward’s main headquarters, the production of game crystal balls required vast facilities spread throughout the empire, and this was one of them.

Though the day’s allotted production had already been completed, the high demand prompted them to start additional production in a rush. 

This extra work, as always, exhausted the workers.

Hence, they also required magic.

“Let’s pull through together, Edward’s people! Busker (Berserker Magic_Elf Sage Ver) / Kaya (Healing Magic_Elf Sage Ver).”

Irene cast the Bon Bon Drink spell over a wide area.

Those who were on the brink of collapsing from exhaustion found new strength as they were hit with the Elf Sage version of Bon Bon Drink.

“Whoaaahhh!!!”

“My hands! They just won’t stop working!!!!”

However, did their eagerness go too far? 

There were some incidents.

“Miss Irene! I’m fine for now!! Gah ha ha!”

Julia, who received the Bon Bon Drink buff while still in peak condition, produced 500 crystal balls on her own, clearly earning her keep.

Meanwhile, someone else made a significant impact in the crystal ball production facility.

“Mr. Thomas, it seems like we’re short on supply on 3rd, 12th, and 87th Streets. At this rate, it would be wise to send stock to 114th Street in advance.”

Karen, assisting Thomas with administrative tasks, helped accurately manage the distribution of resources and labor, proving to be more valuable to Thomas than dozens of other workers.

“Thanks to you, Karen, we can breathe easier. If you weren’t part of the Partner Magic School, I might have tried to recruit you myself.”

“Oh, it’s nothing. The smooth preparations from Edward’s consortium made it all possible.”

Karen’s modesty aside, her assistance resembled a fresh talent approaching a seasoned veteran, bringing her unique strengths. 

Thomas, stroking his mustache, thought she would become a formidable asset if he mentored her.

The final day of the storm-like Foundation Day festival passed.

Everyone, including our school, Zeus Mercenary Guild, and Edward’s consortium, worked tirelessly and enjoyed the well-deserved results.

“Everyone! We, Edward consortium, have achieved the top sales in Zephia’s commerce!”

The banquet hall was not only Edward’s manufacturing team but also our Irene School and Zeus Mercenary Guild gathered.

Sylvia proudly announced the achievements we all accomplished together.

“It’s all thanks to your hard work, everyone. Tonight, the Edward Consortium will take care of everything! Enjoy yourselves to the fullest!”

“Woohoo!!!”

“Thank you, miss!!!”

The banquet hall was filled with an abundance of food, drinks, and even strawberry ice cream, our master’s favorite.

Our Irene School gathered for a celebratory toast.

“Cheers!”

“Master, apprentices, and even Julia, you all worked hard.”

Except for the young apprentices, most of the apprentices worked hard, starting their tasks the very next day.

However, everyone seemed happy, smiling brightly. Our master spoke.

“It’s all right. My dear student, it was fun!”

The Master seemed genuinely delighted to have worked.

And Noirin, excitedly, said, “That’s right, Yuren! Seeing people play the game I created was touching!”

Noirin contributed to 70% of Super Thomas’s Stage, demonstrating his deep attachment to the game and joy in its success.

“Hahaha! It was disappointing not to win the prize, but it was a fun journey!”

Julia also seemed content in the end, laughing cheerfully as she drank her wine.

Speaking of which…

“Where’s Jiren?”

Looking around, I noticed Jiren was missing.

Where did he go?

As I was wondering, I heard Jiren’s voice from the direction of the mercenary guild.

“Really? Can I join you, brother!?”

“Of course! Come on, I’ll take you to the best place~!”

It seemed Jiren became friendly with the Zeus Mercenary Guild members while working at the shop.

The muscular mercenaries laughed heartily, engaging in manly discussions with Jiren. Watching them, Karen’s expression began to harden.

“…Yuren…”

“Karen… keep it mild, okay?”

“Yes, understood.”

Karen approached Jiren with an icy cold demeanor.

Jiren, you’ve called this trouble upon yourself.

Meanwhile, the festival continued.


Next to the scolded Jiren, members from the shop, our school apprentices, and mercenaries ate, drank, and played games, enjoying the last night of the festival.

Then, I sensed a familiar presence.

“Here you are, Yuren.”

Having been prepared not to be surprised, I felt Sylvia approaching.

Sylvia spoke casually, “Can I speak informally now?”

“Isn’t that fine? We’re ‘friends,’ right? Aren’t we?”

Hearing the word “friend” from Sylvia’s mouth was unexpected. 

I thought she was a thorough businesswoman, but such hopeful and dreamy words weren’t displeasing.

“We are friends, Sylvia.”

Sylvia and I toasted, and I took a sip of wine.

As I enjoyed the fragrant taste of the wine, Sylvia smiled mischievously.

“So, how does it feel? Being the richest school in the Southern School of Magic?”

Although there hadn’t been a precise accounting yet, Super Thomas was said to have sold immensely across the empire. 

If the additional 10% royalties that we hadn’t yet received were to come in, our school would undoubtedly become the wealthiest in the Southern School of Magic.

However…

“It doesn’t feel real yet.”

For someone who once thought maintaining the school for just one year would be enough, this huge sum of money didn’t quite feel real yet.

Sylvia smiled knowingly and said, “You should start planning. You’ll be faced with choices about how to spend it, whether to invest it, or even how much to pay in taxes.”

“That certainly sounds pressing.”

The word “taxes” brought me back to reality.

I knew I needed to discuss it with everyone as soon as I got home.

Sylvia looked at me with her blue eyes.

“May I ask you something, Yuren?”

“What’s on your mind?”

She seemed to reminisce about someone, her eyes carrying a nostalgic look. 

Then she spoke.

“My grandfather used to say that the real dreams people have come out when they get money.”

I recalled hearing similar words in a past life. 

People everywhere seem to share similar thoughts.

As I was thinking about this, Sylvia asked, “What does Yuren want to do?”

Her eyes held a genuine curiosity.

I pondered carefully, but the answer remained the same.


“Well, there’s nothing special.”

I looked at her and revealed my dream.

“Create the next game, of course.”

Together with everyone, I would create the next game.

There were still many games I wanted to show to the people of this other world.



 
  
    Chapter 27: Interlude


The Founding Day festival sent shockwaves through the Empire. 

The event included a gaming competition, a magical show with fantastical characters and storyline, and the new game Super Thomas. 

All of these attractions left a significant impact on the people, merchant guilds, and mage schools. 

The event was initially dismissed as mere entertainment, but it ended up setting an astonishing record as the number one must-buy souvenir in the Zers Empire. 

The shock among the guilds and schools was evident, as if they were caught in a bad dream.

“Who said this would fail?” someone exclaimed.

“From today, we’re making our own games! Call in the Mages!”

The merchant guilds and mage schools, which had initially dismissed crystal ball games as trivial entertainment, hurriedly dived into research on game magic. 

The allure of it being more profitable than ordinary magic meant there was no time to hesitate.

However…

“Why isn’t this working?!”

The many mages who attempted to create games after seeing Tetrics and Super Thomas faced obstacles. 

While they could somewhat replicate the rules, which might be considered bugs in modern terms, creating visual elements, or graphics, akin to what they saw in the games, proved impossible.

“How are we supposed to create a game like Super Thomas with these portraits?”

“This just doesn’t make sense!”

The mages of this other world, unfamiliar with the concept of pixelated images, struggled to create visuals with their magic. 

Realistic portrait images couldn’t be used for games, as they would quickly exceed the magic capacity of the crystal ball and make the game unplayable.

In modern terms, it was an optimization issue.

As the wizards of the Zers Empire struggled, the influence of the games spread to neighboring countries. 

Paris, a diplomat from the Kingdom of Ra, brought back Super Thomas from the Zephia festival, reporting it to his superiors.

The impact of the game on the typically austere Kingdom of Ra was unknown at the time.

Super Thomas also found its way into another neighboring nation, the Republic of Yura, known for its magi-tech expertise. Sora, a magi-engineer, was astonished at the game.

“They achieved this with just this level of magic? What a waste of talent!”

The crystal ball game shocked not only the Zers Empire but also the Kingdom of Ra and the Republic of Yura. A new era truly began because of these games.

Meanwhile, at the epicenter of it all, Yuren was enjoying himself and finally returning home.

“Finally home!”

After the dreamlike Founding Day festival, Yuren spent two days having fun before coming back home. 

The luxurious inn in Zephia was nice, but there was nothing like their own house, even if it was old.

Upon returning home, they tried to start a normal day by cleaning the main hall of the Irene School. However, they had created too much of a stir.

Stunning news reached them.

“50 billion gold!?”

“Yes, according to the Edward’s Merchant Division, 50 billion and 23 million gold, which is 30% of the net profit from Tetris and Super Thomas, has been deposited under the Irene School’s name.”

Their lawyer, Mr. Jerry, brought them the incredible news.

The amount left Yuren, his master, and their apprentices speechless.

50 billion gold would have been enough to sustain the Irene School for a hundred years.

“Unbelievable…”

“My student… it feels like a dream.”

The most surprising part was that this was just the beginning. Tetris 2 and Super Thomas were still selling, meaning this was not the end but the start.

“How should we handle this, Yuren?”

“…”

Following the end of the Zephia festival, Yuren discussed the matter with everyone. 

Since the money was a collective effort, he wanted to distribute it among the apprentices, but they declined, having already received a lot of money.

Instead, they expressed their desire for the money to be used in the name of the Irene School. 

With little understanding of modern finance, they lacked the courage to manage such a large sum themselves.

Moved by their trust, Yuren nearly cried.

After much deliberation, he decided how to use the money.

“Mr. Jerry… buy land.”

“Land?”

“Yes, buy all the land around the Irene School.”

The Irene School building was a repurposed abandoned castle that Yuren’s master had renovated. 

However, even with renovations, it was still a repurposed castle with limitations. 

Yuren had long wished to buy the surrounding land to construct new buildings for the school.

Previously, a lack of funds had been the problem, but now, money was no longer an issue.

“Understood. I will proceed with the purchase.”

“Please do.”

The land was purchased, and construction of the new building was undertaken by Yuren and the apprentices themselves. 

They had received a construction request before, giving them some experience, and it was a good opportunity for the apprentices to practice [Woodria] and [Valtrak], spells for manipulating wood and stone, respectively.

Moreover, other exciting things began to happen.

“A magic exchange program?”

“Yes, we would like the Irene School and the Claudia School to engage in a magic exchange program.”

[Magic Exchange Program]


A type of technical seminar where wizard schools exchange knowledge.

In the case of the Irene School, there weren’t any particularly secret techniques as everything had been shared over the centuries.

However, in the month following Yuren’s return, four schools proposed a magic exchange program.

“Would you mind if we knew which type of magic you would like to discuss?”

“Of course…”

All four schools requested knowledge sharing about game magic.

They mentioned issues such as characters disappearing in odd places or images turning out strange, making game creation impossible.

Yuren, having developed games in his previous life, found these challenges easier to overcome, but he realized this was not the case for the wizards in this world.

Conversely, Yuren and his master were interested in other schools’ specialties, and they hoped more fun games would be created in this world. 

Thus, he agreed to the magic exchange programs with other schools.

Such treatment would have been unimaginable before.

Finally, Yuren and the apprentices set out for their grand finale.

They blindfolded their master and took her to a special location.

“Where are we going?”

The apprentices kept the trip a secret from their master as they prepared a special gift for her.

Today was the day it would be completed and revealed.

“To a good place, Master.”

“A good place?”


The apprentices blindfolded their master with a black scarf, and Yuren and Jiren flanked her on either side.

The scene resembled one from a crime movie Yuren remembered from his past life.

Screech!

“Are we there?”

“Just a little longer, Master. Please keep your eyes covered.”

They guided their master carefully and then removed the blindfold.

“Tada!”

“My student… what is this?”

Before the master’s eyes stood a large, clean, and beautifully built orphanage building.

It was a gift prepared by Yuren and the apprentices for their master.

“We built a new orphanage for the Southern Orphanage while we constructed the new Irene School buildings. Remember how you always wished for this?”

“Student…”

Yuren, Jiren, Noririn, and many other apprentices were from the Southern Orphanage. 

They had met their master there, becoming his students and eventually joining the Irene School. 

Their master had maintained contact with Sister Miranda, who ran the orphanage and had supported it.

However, the orphanage buildings had recently become quite old, and the master was worried.

This was their chance to repay her and grant her wish by building the new orphanage.

“Now, we will send money to the orphanage every month. You can use your own funds for yourself. You should buy all the magical books you want.”

Their master’s hobby was collecting magical books, but she often used her own living expenses for them, making it challenging.

Yuren planned to manage the funds carefully, ensuring her master could pursue her interests, and his master seemed to understand, smiling warmly.

“Okay! I’ll buy them without hesitation!”

The other apprentices who had hidden in the new orphanage building emerged.

Everyone had worked hard to construct the two buildings up until this day.

Seeing the master moved almost to tears, the apprentices, in turn, began to tear up.

“Master…”

“We’re grateful, Master!”

“Master! Please don’t cry!”


Before the master could cry, the younger apprentices rushed to her, showering her with kisses.

“Eek! Students, that’s creepy!”

The humorous scene of students embracing their master.

This was the everyday life of the Irene School, a life Yuren had worked hard to protect.

He was glad to have created the games and felt content with the day.



 
  
    Chapter 28: A place of memories


Grey Corporation had its headquarters in a castle near Zephia.

Originally one of the fortresses defending Zephia, it had become abandoned due to aging, with other fortresses emerging. 

Grey Corporation’s founder purchased the deserted castle and converted it into the corporation’s headquarters.

The atmosphere within the castle was eerie, as if vampires could emerge at any moment. 

The darkness of Grey’s headquarters was due to magic. 

Magic is a world of images. 

To wield even stronger “Beria (Dark Magic),” magicians needed to become accustomed to darkness, thus creating such a gloomy atmosphere.

A meeting was underway in the castle’s underground conference room. Grey Corporation’s executives were reporting to Grey on the results of the Founding Day festival.

The results were anything but bright, fitting the somber atmosphere. 

“During this Founding Day festival, our corporation suffered a loss of 12%. The cause was…”

“No need to say it. It’s because of that brat Yuren’s toy, right?”

This loss was incomprehensible from Grey Corporation’s perspective. 

Their core products were magical artifacts related to warfare, a market vastly different from gaming magic. 

So why the decline in sales?

It was because the positive atmosphere generated by the games had negatively impacted the profits of weapon merchants. 

Originally, neighboring VIPs would purchase an excessive amount of war magical artifacts to analyze the Zers Empire. 

However, this festival turned into a celebration of dreams and hope akin to a Disney festival, leading VIPs from neighboring countries to question the need for excessive purchases in such a peaceful atmosphere. 

Consequently, they only bought the minimum required for analysis and left.

As sales declined for Grey Corporation and other corporations ventured into gaming magic, Grey’s executives began contemplating their strategy. 

“Grey, should we also delve into gaming magic like other corporations?”

As one executive voiced this, Grey surveyed them slowly. 

In her eyes, they looked like pigs entrenched in peace. 

Pigs that would be slaughtered without resistance, ready to be devoured. 

“What is it that we excel at the most?”

She finally spoke.

A terrifying air filled the underground, and the executives shivered at her presence. “War,” they replied like puppets.

Unsatisfied, she asked again, “And what was this country doing until 30 years ago?”

Her question left the executives sweating and contemplating. 

What was this country, and indeed the entire world, engaged in 30 years ago? It was…

“War.”

Yes, it was war. 

Thirty years ago, while the current peace seemed abnormal, the world was engulfed in war.

 Lastly, she gazed at the executives and inquired, “What was this country doing for a millennium 30 years ago?”

“Likewise… War.”

It was no ordinary war. It was a war that had spanned a millennium.

Which was more alien in the context of a thousand years of history: thirty years of peace? She found the current peace discomforting.

“Yes, war.”

Those who found peace among discomforting pigs also felt the same discomfort. 

Yet she knew.

Leading these pigs and doing what they excelled at was her duty as a descendant of the Bell family.

“We have been doing what we do best, and what we do best is war.”

She held up the Super Thomas crystal that an executive had brought.

A red-colored crystal. Inside, an unfunny, mustachioed man was jumping around.

“Do you believe such toys can change human nature? Do you think the nature that has waged war for a mere thirty years of peace in this country for a millennium can be changed?”

She conjured shadows with “Beria (Dark Magic)” and enveloped the Super Thomas crystal. And in an instant…

*Crackle!*

She compressed it into pieces.

Dropping the shattered crystal in front of the executives, she spoke, “As long as we prepare for what we do best, that’s all we need to do. Please don’t forget what we excel at.”

Those executives, who had understood the message of properly viewing oddities, hurriedly left the conference room with fearful expressions.

Alone in the room, she looked at the shattered game crystal and thought of Yuren. 

She remembered the day she participated in the Grade 1 magician exam for fun and was defeated by Yuren, or rather, almost killed.

It was sheer luck that she didn’t die that day.

She didn’t hold any grudge against Yuren. 

Instead, she was impressed by him. 

The eyes that didn’t hesitate to kill her for victory, the eyes that saw through her, eyes different from those pigs.

So if he were to assist her now, she felt confident that they could once again usher in that era.

Even though he hadn’t been cooperative so far, it was fine. 

Whether she personally ushered in that era or not, it was undoubtedly approaching again.

The darkness of this world was so thick that it surpassed imagination. 

It couldn’t be resolved with mere entertainment.

Now that Yuren had become an adult meddling in the world’s affairs, he would inevitably come to realize it, whether he liked it or not.

“Welcome to the world of adults, Yuren.”

She looked forward to the day she would meet Yuren again, regardless of whether he became an enemy or an ally. 

She thought it would be very enjoyable either way.

***

Four months had passed since the release of Super Thomas. 

It was truly a dream-like time. New buildings were constructed, rooms expanded, exchange meetings held, and various magics learned, with friendships forged. 

But it wasn’t all rosy.

Unforeseen requests began pouring in.

“What? They want to buy growing mushrooms!?” 

Incessant inquiries about the growing mushrooms from Super Thomas flooded our faction. 

“No! If such a thing existed, we wouldn’t have made the game; we would have sold those mushrooms!”

In this world of diverse magic, the problems of height and baldness remained unsolved, and some people seemed to think our faction, which created the game, could provide them. 

And that wasn’t the only problem.

“What? A child got hurt while trying to imitate Super Thomas’s jumps!?” 

Reports of children imitating Super Thomas and getting hurt began to surface. 

Eventually, campaigns had to be launched warning against imitating the game and setting up guilds for education.

Truly, people were the same wherever you went.

Focusing on dealing with these incidents, we neglected game development, but good news came.


“Yuren! Take a look at this! It’s something Karen and I made!”

Jiren brought a game one day that he and Karen had made together. 

But the game had a familiar scent.

“Bing! Bing! Bing! Bing!”

“This… this is!”

“Fascinating. Well done, Jiren.”

The game itself was simple. 

Players became wizards riding broomsticks, flying through the sky, shooting fireballs, and defeating numerous dragons. 

Yes, it bore a striking resemblance to the “Galaxy,” a flight shooting game seen in a previous life.

Jiren had made a game that closely resembled it, along with Karen.

It was a remarkable development.

The game was enjoyable, but there was one thing missing.

“Jiren, everything’s great, but let’s add one more thing.”

“Add what?”

It was the element that made Galaxy one of the most enjoyable games: the feature where capturing aliens and defeating them resulted in spaceship fusion.

“I think it’ll be fun, Jiren.”

“Is it really interesting to have two dragons?”

“Jiren, trust me. Just add it once.”

“Alright. Since it’s from the head, I’ll give it a try.”

So, Jiren added that element to the game, and naturally, the response was explosive.

Though it bothered some that wizards became two, it was fine. 

They could just set it up as using twin magic or doppelganger magic. 

And thus, the game Jiren created, “Sky Dragon”

Many magicians, not just me, began to create games. 

While none matched Tetris or Super Thomas, efforts to mimic them were evident, reminiscent of the 90s game boom.

Ah! 


But the wonders didn’t stop there.

 With a variety of games being released and people wanting to play many games but unable to afford them all, naturally, stores sprang up in every village.

“Hey! Jump! Jump!”

“Tetris is so fun to play together!”

Stores where games gathered, places where 90s kids learned manners and had their first experience of losing money, arcades were born.



 
  
    Chapter 29: Image of the empire


In our era, the arcade was a place where romance and savagery coexisted. 

It was a nostalgic place where friends enjoyed various games together, showing off their skills and attracting envious glances—a place where the romance of receiving admiration clashed with the savagery of hustlers tearing through money and triggering chair shots during intense gaming sessions. 

However, I never expected to encounter such a place in this world.

“Tokki-di-di-di-di!” 

“Yahoo! Hoo~!” 

“This time, I’ll clear without dying once!” 

“Aargh! I was trying to hit Lucky Eleven but failed!!” 

The arcades in this world were similar to those in my past life. 

Many children gathered around wooden panels with arcade game consoles embedded, playing games with enthusiasm. 

Cheers erupted alongside sounds of disappointment. 

Though some kids seemed to swear due to playing a bit too aggressively, thankfully, there seemed to be no physical altercations like punches or chair shots yet.

“Mr. Brown, is business going well?” 

“Oh! It’s you, Yuren? Hahaha! It’s going so well that I’m worried.” 

Arcades in this world were reconfigured differently from my past life. 

The tavern I frequented for advertising purposes reportedly saw a surge in fun with the installation of gaming consoles. 

As word spread, many taverns installed gaming consoles to attract both kids without money and those eager to play games, gradually forming crowds. 

Even before opening their taverns, owners saw people gathering for games and sensed the potential for profit. 

So, they designated separate spaces within their establishments for gaming, allowing people to play games for a fee per hour or per round. 

This marked the emergence of what could be called arcades in this world—the “Gaming Halls.”

And this phenomenon wasn’t limited to just our village. 

“Game Halls are also popping up in Zepia.” 

Upon contacting Sylvia, I learned that gaming facilities similar to Game Halls were emerging throughout Zepia and the entire empire.

To observe this remarkable trend, I frequented the local tavern, observing the children while testing new games myself.

“This one was made by Jiren. Try installing it once. The kids will love it.” 

“Really!? Alright, I’ll do it right away!”

Handing Mr. Brown the “Sky Dragon” gaming console made by Jiren, I explained. Mr. Brown, who had taken care of us like family since our childhood, didn’t mind receiving it for free.

“Alright everyone! A new game is here! And the name of the game is…”

He rushed off to install it without even asking me the game’s name, sweating profusely as he signaled me for help through SOS. 

Using Wind Magic, I whispered the game’s title to Mr. Brown alone.

“Sky Dragon…”

“Sky Dragon!!! Yes, it’s Sky Dragon! Hahaha!”

As Mr. Brown installed the Sky Dragon console in the vacant wooden gaming space, he shouted to the children. 

Soon, news of the new game spread, attracting a crowd of children eager to try it out.

“Wow!” 

“It’s a new game!?” 

“I want to try it too!” 

“Me too!!” 

Watching the children flocking excitedly to the new game, I felt gratified. 

Didn’t I play like this in my past life, only to end up spending a lot of money?

With the rise of arcade culture, it was the perfect time for suitable games to emerge. 

What game should I create? 

Though there were many options, I found myself unable to decide.

While pondering over what game to create, I received a call from Sylvia.

“Yuren, something serious has happened.” 

“Serious?” 

Sylvia’s voice trembled as she relayed her message to me directly through the Super Thomas console.

What could it be?

She was someone who wouldn’t flinch even in the face of significant events. 

“Yes, it’s something you need to deal with, Yuren. Please come to our headquarters as soon as possible, even if you have to come alone.”

“Got it! I’ll be there soon!”

Upon receiving Sylvia’s message, I immediately used “Warpiner (Instant Teleportation Magic)” to fly to Zepia. 

Arriving in Zepia in half a day, I rushed to the location of Edward’s Grand Summit Point and was greeted by the imposing marble building. 

As I entered the building, Thomas the butler awaited me with a grave expression.

“Welcome, Yuren.”

“Hello, Thomas. But what exactly is the urgent matter?”

“…You’ll find out from Lady Sylvia herself.”

What could this serious matter be? 

I hurried to Sylvia’s office, which exuded a heavy atmosphere despite the scent of roses filling the room.

“Welcome, Yuren…”

Sylvia also awaited me with a serious expression. Another guest was already present in the room.

Seated at the head of the table was a middle-aged man in elaborate attire, exuding an intimidating aura despite lacking muscles. 

I recalled seeing him at the founding ceremony—he was undoubtedly the current Prime Minister of the empire.

“Sylvia… and you are…?”

“Before we begin, it’s proper to introduce oneself.”

He spoke as he set down his teacup, his deep voice filling the room.

“I am called Herness Serban. That should be enough for you to understand.”

His name was Herness Serban, the Prime Minister of the empire and the right-hand man of the Queen.

Sylvia’s office was filled with a heavy atmosphere. 

Seated beside the Prime Minister, I joined Sylvia at the table. 

It felt like being scolded by a teacher at school in my past life.

As the Prime Minister, with his piercing gaze, began speaking, I couldn’t help but avoid his eyes.

“So, why have I come all the way here to speak with you through Sylvia?”

The Prime Minister mentioned Edward’s Grand Summit as a sponsor. 

He was undoubtedly the most significant figure beyond Sylvia’s father, and from my limited perspective, this situation felt like stepping on thorns.

“I… I’m not sure.”

“I thought that only by explaining the seriousness of this issue to you directly could you fully comprehend its gravity.”

I definitely understand.

To put it in past life terms, the Minister of Commerce had visited the company.

The government was indeed a headache. While they couldn’t bring in more money for us, they had the power to ruin us.


I cautiously spoke up.

“Is there something wrong with the game I created?”

“Yes, there are numerous issues.”

The Prime Minister set down his teacup and pulled out the Super Thomas console from his pocket, placing it on the table.

“The game you created garnered a lot of attention at the Founding Festival.”

However, what the Prime Minister said surprisingly wasn’t as heavy as I expected.

“It brought joy to many citizens of the empire and directly conveyed to the elite of neighboring countries that the empire seeks peace. That aspect was very commendable; it deserves recognition.”

Huh? 

Did we do well?

I felt a bit relieved at the mention of recognition.

“However, that’s precisely why problems arose.”

A mistake. 

I felt a sudden weight in my stomach again.

The Prime Minister flipped through a newspaper that seemed to be from the Republic of Yura, placing it in front of Sylvia and me. 

There was an article titled “Country of Mustaches: Zepia Tour Guide,” featuring the

 Super Thomas image.

“It seems that neighboring countries have begun calling the empire the ‘Country of Mustaches.'”

The Prime Minister looked at me with a genuinely pained expression, his forehead creased. 

I couldn’t meet his gaze.

“The empire has worked tirelessly for a long time to create the image of being a ‘Country of Strong Men.’ To have that change in just three months due to your work was quite shocking, Yuren.”

“I’m… I’m sorry.”

Though I didn’t intend it, I ended up shaping the image of the country this way. 

It truly gave me a headache.

“Though I’d like to ban those games outright, Edward’s Grand Summit has a long-standing relationship with me, and Her Majesty holds your game in high regard. Therefore, I’ve decided to use a different approach.”

“If it’s a different approach…”

The Prime Minister looked at me with the same intensity as a CEO’s gaze during an external meeting.

I couldn’t help but avert my gaze again.

“I’ll give you a task.”

“A task?”

The Prime Minister clearly stated, looking directly at me.

“I’ll entrust you with creating a game that can rebuild the empire’s image of strength.”

“If it’s an image of a strong empire…”

To create a game that can instill overwhelming strength and violence, and turn the empire back into the ‘Country of Strong Men’…

I felt like the Prime Minister called me for this reason. 

He truly wanted to exploit the game.

As soon as I accepted the request, the Prime Minister began scrutinizing me.

But what kind of game should I make…?

Wait! 

Strength and violence…

Arcade…

Violence…

Strength…


Chair shots…

Keywords were aligning in my mind.

“S-Sir Yuren? Do you have a game idea?”

As soon as Sylvia asked her question, all the keywords fell into place, and a voice echoed in my mind.

“Testostrone!”



 
  
    Chapter 30: Street fighter 2


In 1991, a game company in Japan released a game. 

It was the first time the concept of a two-player fighting game was properly showcased to the public. 

This game changed the paradigm of the gaming industry by selling 30,000 units in a matter of weeks. 

People learned the control keywords of numerous characters, mastered combos, and fought tirelessly to defeat someone they met at the arcade.

This game, which stimulated the desire to prove one’s strength, became a mega hit worldwide, intertwined with arcade culture. 

It sold so well that it sparked a boom in fighting games in the 90s, leading the golden age of arcade culture with titles like “Legend of the Invincibles” and “King of Dragons.”

This legendary game, which topped the global fighting game popularity rankings, sold 6.3 million units in a single series, 4 million units as expansions, and a total of 15.5 million units worldwide, generating a total revenue of 106 trillion. 

It was none other than “Street Fighter 2.”

During my elementary school days, lacking money, I spent time at the arcade watching that game with my friends. 

Though I couldn’t play it myself, I honed my skills in countless battles in my mind. 

On days when coins were scarce, I endured desperately to play as much as possible, resorting to all sorts of tricks, even taking chair shots.

Those chair shots really hurt…

Anyway, the important thing is that there’s only one game that can solve this problem now.

A game that pursues strength and displays violence while being fun, a game that people in this world, where arcade culture is beginning to develop, want. 

Such a game was none other than a fighting game like “Street Fighter 2.”

I explained about that game to Lord Herness, and as my explanation ended, he spoke up.

“So, do you think creating that game could strengthen the empire’s image?”

His words carried various implications. “Do you really think this is possible?”

Just because I’m planning to create a game like “Street Fighter 2” doesn’t mean I think it will instantly improve the empire’s image.

But.

“Honestly, it’s difficult with just the game. But it’s possible if we ‘utilize’ the game.”

“Utilize it?”

I talked about my plan for “Improving National Image Using Fighting Games.” 

It was quite amusing that I was planning something like this, but I couldn’t help it. 

The best thing was not to get involved in high-level affairs, but once I did, I couldn’t back down.

That was a lesson I learned from getting involved in political fights in my past life.

Lord Herness listened to my words, his and Sylvia’s expressions gradually changing from admiration to bewilderment and back again.

And when I finished speaking, Lord Herness, bewildered, said, “Do you really think it’s possible?”

“There’s no reason it shouldn’t be possible. Just look at the success of Super Thomas.”

At my words, Lord Hernis’s expression turned into that of a boss tapping on a calculator.

After scrutinizing the talents and my plan for the empire for about three minutes, Lord Herness made a decision.

“Alright, let’s do it this way.”

After finishing his calculations, Lord Herness handed Silvia and me black communication crystals similar to his.

When I received the crystal, he said, “Give it a try. If you contact here, my subordinates will assist you with what you need.”

Having finished speaking, Lord Herness stood up.

Sylvia and I also stood up, and he left us with a farewell rather than a warning.

“See you in two months, then. I’ll decide what to do after seeing the results.”

Two months seemed long or short, depending on the perspective. With that, he closed the door and disappeared.

After the door closed, Sylvia and I couldn’t relax for a while, but we finally managed to let go of the tension later.

“Phew!”

“Yuren! Are you okay?”

I almost collapsed from too much tension, and Sylvia asked worriedly.

“It’s okay, Sylvia, I’m just a bit relieved.”

Sylvia handed me a glass of water as I relaxed.

Making a lot of money is good, but getting involved in such events is really stressful. 

There’s no such thing as a free lunch in this world.

As I was thinking about what to do next, Sylvia seemed worried.

“Yuren… can you really do it?”

“It’s not a matter of whether I can or cannot, I have to.”

This time, I also felt a sense of responsibility. The image of the country is important. 

A weak country is cruelly invaded, but that’s the logic of the international community. 

Plus, there’s a 50% tax reduction! 

I have to do it, even if I die!

“More than that… Sylvia, are you okay? It seems like the situation has become politically significant.”

“It’s our destiny as nobles. It can’t be helped.”

I had heard from Sylvia before. 

All members of the nobility have sponsors among the powerful. 

Thanks to their sponsorship, they can conduct business with peace of mind, but at the same time, they may be dragged into unwanted fights because of their sponsorship.

Indeed… thinking like this makes sense.

Edward’s success with Super Thomas greatly benefited the Ore Organization. 

If the sponsors like Lord Herness caught wind of this, and if the opposition that disliked Lord Herness used this issue to attack, then everything more or less falls into place.

As I roughly understood the situation, Sylvia looked really sorry.

“I’m sorry for dragging you into someone else’s business, Yuren.”

Recently, Silvia has been showing a rich variety of expressions. But why is she apologizing for this? This isn’t someone else’s business, right?

“What are you talking about, someone else? We’re friends.”

A friend’s business is my business. 

And Sylvia is my friend. 

A friend I can rely on with confidence.

“…Yes, you’re right. We’re ‘friends.’ Hehe♡”

At my words, Sylvia laughed heartily as if something pleased her greatly.

In the meantime, I suddenly looked outside and saw that the sun had already set. 

Time really flies like this.

“Come to think of it, it’s already late today, and we still have to talk about the plan ahead, so let’s eat dinner and go to bed. 

If you use ‘Warpiner’ continuously for a day, it consumes a lot of magic power, right?”

Syilvia said as she tidied up the room.

Indeed, using teleportation magic continuously for a day was too burdensome. 

And after returning home, I had to start developing the fighting game as soon as possible.

“No, I can’t impose too much on you.”

At my words, she looked disappointed.


“Really? There’s also the ‘Western Wine’ that Yuren said was delicious…”

That wine!?

Unable to forget the taste of the Western wine I tasted at the last party, I had been trying to purchase it separately. 

However, that wine was only sold to VIPs, and without an introduction, it was difficult to acquire. 

Yet, there’s still some left here.

 Indeed, it’s the Ore Organization.

“Umm… Then, wouldn’t it be rude to refuse a friend’s request?”


“Haha, you made a good choice.”

That evening, soothing my tired mind with Western wine, I rested.

Occasionally, I saw Sylvia’s strange gaze, but it must have been my imagination.

Thus, after outlining the rough plan, the next day, I returned to the Irene magic School.

Now… the enjoyable time of game development has returned.



 
  
    Chapter 31: Martial arts(1)


Edward emerged from the Target Assembly, riding in a carriage with his subordinates. 

Inside the carriage, he noticed his subordinate and escort knight sitting opposite him. 

Despite her neat uniform and short pink hair, she wore a disgruntled expression.

“What seems to be bothering you, Minerva?”

“Yes, I don’t understand why Lord Herness insists on resorting to such troublesome methods.”

Minerva, who continued to assist Herness on the side, couldn’t fathom why he would engage in such cumbersome tasks.

She believed that the empire’s strong image could be restored through other means, such as formal training or controlling public opinion by breaking all those toys. But Herness chose otherwise, opting for methods that could potentially exacerbate the situation.

Watching her reaction as he perused documents, Hernis finally broke his silence.

“Resorting to force might seem like the easiest solution, but have you considered the consequences?”

“No, I haven’t.”

Minerva’s confident response left Herness momentarily speechless. 

Despite her competence, he wondered if he should reconsider appointing her as his escort knight. 

“If we resort to using force for even minor issues, they’ll retaliate in kind. And when both sides resort to force, it’s the foolish choice for both parties. I don’t need to explain what that means, do I?”

“You mean war.”

There’s a saying in the empire: “In a battlefield, there’s a demon that forever captures the souls of those who have experienced war.” Herness embodied this saying. 

He had experienced war and remained captive to it for thirty years.

“Yes, the most foolish and idiotic thing we could do.”

Herness grimaced sincerely. Minerva, knowing his aversion to war, cautiously replied, “But that’s why I’m worried. Can such frivolous games as those he’s concocted truly achieve the results you desire, Lord Herness?”

“I don’t know. I’m not a god.”

Herness glanced at the setting sun. 

Peaceful scenes of workers returning home and children playing games filled the streets of Zephia. 

It was a new sight but familiar, comforting.

“But Minerva, consider this: in just three months, the game he created has changed the empire’s image, which we’ve spent thirty years building. Isn’t that remarkable?”

Herness recalled the jubilation during the founding day festival, where people were enthusiastic about the game. 

What seemed like a simple event had changed so much.

“I want to verify whether this is mere coincidence or his ability.”

“But it seems Lord Herness is exerting himself too much for this.”

Minerva felt even more frustrated. 

Though he might take the difficult path to win people’s favor, it wasn’t beneficial for Herness himself. 

It could become a political liability, tarnishing the empire’s image further and potentially holding him accountable. 

“But… for the empire, this is nothing. Or do you suggest, Minerva, that I become a ruler who doesn’t suffer?”

For the country to be at ease, its leaders must endure suffering. 

That was Herness’ philosophy. 

That’s why Minerva admired and chose to support him as his escort knight, to protect someone she respected. 

Once again, she vowed to follow him to the end.

“I’ll follow you wherever you go, Lord Herness.”

He smirked, turning on his penlight as he dazzled her with his words.

“But first, close the window.”

Grumbling, she shut the carriage window as they headed towards the palace.

***

Returning to the Irene school of magicl, I briefed everyone on our situation. 

Apart from the queen, the highest-ranking figure in the empire had tasked us with this mission. 

So, I told them we needed to create a game called “The Grand Melee” within two months, avoiding any mention of the arduous part.

As I finished, Jiren’s expression grew grim. 

It seemed he was translating unspoken tales into burdensome ones, thanks to his extensive experience and his automatic translation device.

“So, we’re tasked with creating this game?”

“Yes, and within two months.”

By the time I finished speaking, Jiren was already at the window. 

He opened it and attempted to escape without even looking back.

“Then consider me retired! With all this money, I’ll just retire now. I won’t forget this favor!”

Jiren, unlike his usual self, made a restrained escape attempt. 

When did he become such a good runner? 

I couldn’t just watch my precious companion, or rather, my best worker, flee, so I cast my magic.

“Stop! Slokini!”

My “Slokini” flew swiftly towards Ziren’s buttocks, seemingly about to land in no time.

But then…

Boing!

“Yaaah!”

Just before “Slokini (Paralysis Magic)” could land on Ziren’s buttocks, the lad spun on the spot, evading it perfectly!

When did he learn such agility?

“He dodged it!?”

“Hahaha! I’ve been practicing martial arts all this time for moments like this! Prepare to meet your fate!”

What! 

Practicing martial arts? 

You, lad!

I was touched by his dedication to preparing for his execution.

I felt tears welling up, imagining Jiren self-studying for the combat tournament.

“So, now…”

But seeing Jiren genuinely preparing to flee, gathering magical energy in his legs, I resolved to give it my all too.

You can’t let a diligent worker escape, after all.

Thud!

As I cast the gravity magic near Jiren, who was attempting to fly, he crashed to the ground.

Unable to rise, Jiren lay on the floor, while I slowly approached him with a rope in hand.

“Waaaah!! Execution!!! Gravity magic is cheating!!!”

“You are okay, now that you’ve learned some martial arts?”

Yuren began tying up Jiren’s limbs, unable to get up due to the gravity.

Watching this scene with amusement, Noirin asked Karen, “Is this how combat tournaments go?”

“Seems like it,” Karen replied while brewing coffee for Yuren and Jiren.

For some reason, even though they didn’t understand, Irene and the other disciples found it amusing and cheered them on.


“Hahaha! Hang in there, Jiren!”

“Jiren, you can do it!”

Thus, Yuren successfully captured Ziren with a limb-binding technique.

Jiren’s 67th escape attempt had failed.

“So, what should we do now?”

After tying Jiren up to prevent him from escaping, I continued the discussion.

Karen posed a critical question, and I shared my biggest concern.

“Well, we need to learn martial arts, for starters.”

“Martial arts?”

There was martial arts in this world too, though the concept was quite different from my past life.

If martial arts in my previous life focused on physical conditioning and unarmed combat techniques, then martial arts in this world were combat techniques developed to counter mages.

In this world, mages were akin to bombers or tanks in my past life.

To counter the terrifying mages who unleashed numerous killing spells, each race had developed their own methods.

Combining minimal magic and martial arts to confront mages, that was the martial arts of this world.

While I understood the concept, I didn’t know much beyond that.

I was too busy learning magic and not on a battlefield to have a reason to learn.

However, if I were to create a combat tournament game like “Street Fighter 2,” I really needed to know about martial arts.

Wait a moment! Come to think of it…

“By the way, Jiren, who did you learn martial arts from?”

Hanging from the ceiling with limb-binding ropes, Jiren untied himself and answered.

“I learned it from those powerful folks in Zepia.”

“Powerful folks?”

“The ones from the Zeus Mercenary Guild.”


Ah! 

Getting a hint from Jiren, I immediately contacted them.

With no time to waste, I spent a hefty sum on mana recovery potions and teleported to him using “Warpiner (Teleportation Magic).”

***

“Hahaha!!! You called me to learn martial arts. Finally, Yuren, you’ve decided to become a warrior! Hahahaōtōt!!!”

With short brown hair and cross-shaped scars on his cheeks, bulging muscles that belied his mid-40s, this person was none other than Apollon Diavel, the Guild Master of the Zeus Mercenary Guild and the martial arts expert I knew.



 
  
    Chapter 32: Martial arts(2)


In the aftermath of the border incident, Mr. Apollo, with whom I had formed a connection, was a veteran warrior with 20 years of mercenary experience. 

He boasted to me about traveling along the border, handling various matters, and mastering various martial arts of each region in the process. 

He even proposed to me that if I were to learn martial arts, I would become the strongest mercenary and a legend.

However, I wasn’t particularly interested in such things, so I listened with one ear and let it pass with the other.

“What? You called me here just to ask for a lecture?”

When I explained the situation to Mr. Apollo, whom I had hastily brought in for a hefty sum of money, he immediately became indignant. 

I asked him why he was upset again.

“Because I want to learn martial arts, isn’t that enough reason for you to join us?”

Although I thought he could finally recruit me since I wanted to learn, he seemed a bit stubborn upon hearing that I truly wanted to learn. 

In such cases…

“Yes, you were the only master and warrior I knew.”

“Hahaha! Alright, you got it right! You truly understand, Yuren! Ahaha!”

As praise often leads to compliance, I played to Mr. Apollo’s favor. 

In my past life, I had spent twenty years ingratiating myself with influential figures to carry out projects. 

This was just about par for the course.

“So, will you take the job then?”

“No, I won’t!”

Ah, why again!?

With a pleased smile on his face but a displeased look in his eyes, Mr. Apollo firmly refused. I asked him why.

“No matter how much we accept money, we won’t resort to clownish acts.”

Perhaps Mr. Apollo didn’t fancy teaching martial arts to us mercenaries even if he was paid for it. 

There was something peculiar about this person. 

It was like he had the “Old Master Syndrome” – he only taught his expertise to a chosen successor with whom he felt a connection and found satisfaction in watching that disciple soar in the world.

“Clownish acts, you say? If we’re to put it more elegantly, you’re a mentor, not a clown.”

“Isn’t that the same thing!”

Mr. Apollo seemed stubbornly resolute. 

Damn Old Master Syndrome!

While cursing inwardly, I came up with the next plan. 

The most basic and surefire method was…

“If you help me for just a month, I’ll pay you… gold. How about that?”

Money.

Mr. Apollo yelled at me incredulously, accusing me of trying to buy him with money.

But the amount was too tempting to refuse.

And so, Mr. Apollo agreed to become an invited instructor for the martial arts division of our Irene School. 

Everyone gathered on the spacious training grounds we had recently acquired for the Irene School. 

There were, Mr. Apollo, myself, our master, Jiren, Karen, Noirin, and even Julia… Huh?

“When did you come again?”

“Hahaha! I heard Yuren was up to something interesting, so I came to see.”

Julia, who was standing there so naturally in her workout attire, seemed more like she had been with our school longer than her own. 

Anyway, we all dressed in comfortable black workout clothes and prepared to receive Mr. Apollo’s teachings.

“So, what do you want to know?”

“We’d like to learn regional martial arts and the martial arts that suit each of us.”

Upon hearing my words, Jiren and Noirin reacted with shock. 

Why were they acting like that?

“Yuren! What’s this all about?”

“We’re supposed to learn too? Master!”

“Of course! It’s common sense to experience martial arts while learning combat games. Disciples!”

The first developer of the 3D combat game, Mo, went all the way to China to experience martial arts when he couldn’t get the right feel for combat, so it was common sense to learn martial arts before making combat games. 

Jiren and Noirin reacted with confusion, showing faces that didn’t understand my words.

“We’ve never heard of such strange common sense.”

What? 

Was this the difference between this world and my common sense? 

While pondering seriously, Jiren triggered a bomb.

“But is that martial arts you teach really practical?”

Boom!

It seemed like I could hear a sizzle on Mr. Apollo’s forehead. 

Oh no, Jiren pressed the self-destruct button. 

Mr. Apollo smiled kindly, seemingly unaffected.

“Oh, little one, do you think martial arts seem weak?”

“Not weak, but compared to magic…”

From Jiren’s perspective, who had experience with both, martial arts might have seemed relatively weak. 

If magic were missiles, then martial arts were guns. 

Both were powerful, but in a direct confrontation, the person with the missile would naturally turn the gun wielder into dust. 

However, just as guns didn’t disappear with the advent of missiles, guns had their own strengths.

Mr. Apollo looked at Jiren as if he were prey.

“Hmm, shall I show you then?”

Mr. Apollo called Jiren over to have a practice match. 

He deliberately moved back to a distance of about 30 meters, the most advantageous distance for a mage, and shouted.

“Alright! Attack with all your might!”

Jiren looked at me for a signal. 

I signaled to attack with all his might, and Jiren finally unleashed his magic.

“Then here we go!! Slokini (paralysis magic)’ x3”

Phew! Phew! Phew! 

Three pink energy bullets fired from Jiren’s staff swiftly flew towards Mr. Apollo. 

But.

“Hahaha!!! Too slow! Too slow!”

Darting quickly to dodge, Mr. Apollo began to advance towards Jiren. 

With explosively fast speed coming from his magically enhanced legs, but this level was basic, so Jiren seemed to have anticipated it.

“Ayer (wind blade magic)’!”

As Mr. Apollo approached dangerously close, Jiren unleashed his ‘Ayer(wind blade magic)’ from a distance. 


At that moment, Jiren thought he had won. 

But.

“Illusion!?”

Mr. Apollo, who was hit by Jiren’s wind blades, disappeared like smoke. 

From Jiren’s perspective, it would have seemed like Mr. Apollo had truly vanished at that moment. But Mr. Apollo was right there, right beside Jiren.

“Hahaha! Missed me, little one?”

“Wha-what!?”

Turning directly behind Jiren, Mr. Apollo tripped him up and then swiftly applied a sleeper hold, sending Jiren into submission.

“Hahaha!!!! How’s that, kid? That’s the power of martial arts!”

“W-well, I give up!! I surrender!!”

To demonstrate the power of martial arts, Mr. Apollo seemed to have deliberately applied the sleeper hold on Jiren for about ten seconds longer than necessary. 

After the practice match, Mr. Apollo, who was refreshed as if he had just finished morning exercise, laughed cheerfully.

“Hahaha! This is the martial art known as ‘Black Forest’ used by Dark Elves.”

Mr. Apollo began to explain the martial art, assuming a stance that resembled wrestling from my past life.

“It’s a martial art that creates an opening with an illusion for a split second and then presses down on the opponent to crush their vital points.”

A Dark Elf warrior using wrestling to pin down and crush vital points? 

Hmm… I felt like I had secured a character already.

Despite my cheeky thoughts, Mr. Apollo’s teachings seemed far from over.

“Everything in the world has weaknesses. There’s nothing as weak as believing oneself to be invincible. Take this opportunity to learn well, little Jiren! Hahaha!”

I learned a good martial art called ‘Black Forest’ from Mr. Apollo. But upon hearing Mr. Apollo’s words, I became curious.

“Sir Apollo, do elves have martial arts too?”

“Of course, there’s something called ‘Yudra,’ a martial art using plant magic, but I’ve only heard of it being practiced and haven’t seen it in action myself.”

I didn’t know what ‘Yudra’ was, but it sounded incredibly powerful. It would have been nice to see it, but as I was expressing my regret, Master suddenly spoke.

“I’ve learned ‘Yudra’ before.”

“You, Master?”

Master here!? 

Since she seemed to have no connection with martial arts at all, I naturally assumed she wouldn’t know anything about it. 

But it seemed I wasn’t the only one surprised.

“Is that so? I heard that martial art was practiced 300 years ago!”

Apollo seemed not just pleased but astonished that a lost martial art was so close by.

“You learned a martial art practiced 300 years ago?”

I asked curiously.

“Well… um… three hundred… or four hundred… a long time ago!”

Hmm… let’s not ask further. 

I was about to ask Master to demonstrate the martial art, but before that, Apollo intervened and politely greeted her.

“May I learn from you, Master Irene?”

Is this guy serious right now!?

I hurriedly exclaimed to Apollo.

“Um…Mr.  Apollo, I don’t recommend challenging Master.”

“Hahaha! Don’t worry, Yuren! Do you think I would harm your family? I just want to experience Yudra. Experience it!”

No, that’s not it.

I tried to warn again, but this time Master intervened.

“I’m fine. It’s been a while since I wanted to exercise. It’s a perfect opportunity, my disciple.”

For some reason, Master also actively loosened up her muscles and stepped forward.

Uh-oh.

It’s too late now. I can’t stop this anymore.

I started preparing healing magic in advance, and Apollo, assuming a stance, spoke to Master Irene.

“Then let’s go. Master Irene.”

“Come as you wish, little Apollo.”

Apollo assumed a posture reminiscent of taekwondo from a past life, while Master, on the other hand, assumed a peculiar posture with both hands extended forward like a mage. 

Before the posture, there was the unconventional sight of a muscular adult versus a petite, delicate-looking girl.

 As Mr. Apollo felt intimidated by Master’s energy, he initiated the attack first.

“Wow!”

Apollo’s thrust kick was lightning-fast! 

Since this time the distance was equal, 10 meters each, Apollo’s thrust, reinforced with magic, approached Master like lightning.

 But suddenly, something green sprang from Master’s hand.

Swish!

“Wow!”

The green vine-like thing from Master’s hand bound Mr. Apollo’s hand. Then, Master pulled Mr. Apollo sideways.

Thud!

“Ahh!”

Mr. Apollo, who lost his balance with a slight shake, fell sideways. 

He hurriedly struggled to release the vine, but…

“Why won’t this come off!”

“Then let’s keep going, little Apollo!”

“Ahh!”

As Master continued to pull Mr Apollo with the vine, Apollo was dragged along. When Master brought him close, she jumped with her small body and then…

Whack!

“Kwahhh!”

She kicked Apollo in the back, sending him flying.

Watching this repeated about three times, I got a sense of what Yudra might be. 

It seemed to be a martial art where you use vine magic to bind the opponent and then crush them with kicks.

Crash! Crunch! Bam!

“That’s enough, Master Irene! That’s plenty!”

In the martial arts novels from my past life, there was a saying: “In a confrontation, one should be careful of the elderly and children.” And Master fell into both categories. 

A person like that, or an elf, couldn’t be weak. 

That’s why I stopped Mr. Apollo from challenging Master.


As Master approached Mr. Apollo, who had turned into a lump on the floor, she quietly said something.

“If you try to take our disciple again, next time, there will be consequences. Little Apollo.”

“Uh… y-yes, Master…”

Although I couldn’t hear well, Master seemed to chuckle coldly as she spoke to Mr Apollo and then got up.

And so, Apollo’s experience with Yudra ended on that cold floor.



 
  
    Chapter 33: Martial Arts (3)


After healing Apollo with ‘Kaya (Recovery Magic)’, we proceeded to learn martial arts as planned. 

In this world, there were various martial arts.

Using ‘Illuso (Illusion Magic)’, the Dark Elves who mastered wrestling techniques were known as the ‘Black Forest’.

Using ‘Valtrak(Rock Manipulation Magic)’, the Dwarves manipulated the ground to approach and strike with uppercuts, known as ‘Valparia’.

Using ‘Pao (Flame Magic)’ on their legs, they swiftly approached and demonstrated flashy kicks like Taekwondo, hailing from the Ra Kingdom, known as ‘Plema’.

There were truly diverse martial arts, and Apollo tailored them to us accordingly. 

He taught Julia, who had resilient muscles and learned illusion magic, the ‘Black Forest’, a technique that subdued Jiren.

“Hahaha! Is this how you do it, Apollo?”

“Hahaha! Yes, that’s how the Black Forest works! You’ve got talent, Julia!”

“Hahaha!”

How many times did they laugh during their lessons? 

It felt like I was hearing things as I watched the martial arts class.

“Noirin, lower your stance! ‘Valparia’ is a technique where you strike upward from a lower position!”

Apollo taught Noirin, who had a small stature and excelled in earth magic, the Dwarf’s martial art, Valparia.

And to Karen…

“Like this, Apollo?”

“Yes! That’s it! That’s the image of unleashing flames from your feet! You could possess not only enhanced magical power but also extraordinary rushing force!”

Observing Karen’s legs, he began to teach her the techniques of ‘Plema’ from the La Kingdom.

Watching Karen’s fiery kicks, I couldn’t help but think of the character from Street Fighter 2 famous for his kicks, but I also felt sorry for Jiren.

Oh, by the way, Jiren was still being punished for disregarding martial arts.

And me…

“Apollo? What about me?”

“You, learn ‘Yudra’ from your master!”

Apollo, feeling frustrated with his defeated state against his master, shouted in annoyance.

Once again, I felt that the world of seasoned masters was too narrow. 

Meanwhile, the master approached me with a joyful smile. 

Well, learning from the adorable master with bulging muscles was preferable.

“Hehe! Apprentice, let me teach you Yudra!”

“Yes, Master! Please teach me well!”

Martial arts are a different field from magic!

Recalling the greetings of martial artists from my past life, I bowed respectfully to my master once again while practicing. 

Seeing this, my master seemed invigorated.

“I got it. Apprentice! Let me teach you thoroughly! First, extend your hand like this…”

And so, we learned and experienced martial arts for five days.

You might think it’s busy to develop a game, but it was truly necessary. 

To properly portray the characteristics of martial arts, the characters using them, and the sense of impact, it was essential.

After five days, we had learned martial arts well enough to engage in battles.

“Here I come, Jiren! Dance of the Burning Dragon!”

“Argh! Karen! Control your firepower! You’re going to roast me alive!?”

Jiren learned ‘Nidra,’ a technique used by the Sylvan race, allowing him to fly gracefully like a cat using wind magic. 

Seeing him fly around, I was reminded of a Korean character from a fighting game.

Hmm.

It would be nice to add a comedic character like that.

Karen, on the other hand, ignited her feet and kicked, engulfing her surroundings in flames, while Jiren gracefully evaded.

Seeing this, I felt sorry for Jiren, who was famous for his kicks, while also admiring Karen’s fiery kicks.

Ah, Jiren was tied up with vines under me.

“Hey… Yuren, right? Since I surrender, could you untie me?”

“Oh! Sorry! I’ll untie you right away.”

I practiced with Noirin, who had learned Dwarven martial arts, and swiftly defeated her in just 10 seconds.

From that, I began to understand why Yudra was utilized. 

Rather than simply becoming stronger with this martial art, it was much more efficient to become a magician.

Because controlling plants, the essence of this martial art, required a significant amount of magical power, it seemed that a warrior who learned it would faint as soon as they realized its power.

In other words, the reason my master challenged Apollo wasn’t because this martial art was strong, but simply because the user was extremely skilled.

As the martial arts contest ended, Julia suddenly challenged me.

“Yuren! Let’s spar!”

During the past five days, Julia received the most teachings from Apollo. But was she okay?

“Are you sure? It seems tough for Black Forest against Yudra.”

Yudra, which ties the opponent’s main body with vines, was unfavorable against Black Forest, which used illusions.

But Julia, with a confident smile, said, “It’s fine. I have a secret technique I learned from my master.”

Apollo appeared behind her, adopting the same posture, and shouted, “Hahaha! Go, my apprentice! Show me what you’ve learned!”

“Yes, Master!”

Had those two become inseparable during the five days of training?

It seemed like Apollo had taught Julia something to use against him, but what was it?

Before I could answer in the contest, Julia assumed a wrestling stance, preparing herself.

Knowing Julia’s caliber, I couldn’t let my guard down, so I readied myself like a hawk, extending both arms.

“Alright, here I come, Yuren!”

Julia dashed towards me at lightning speed.

“Where to!”

With a snap, I released my vines, one of which caught Julia’s left hand. With that, the fake illusion of her being caught in the illusion magic disappeared.

“Then let’s finish this!”

Even with the vines binding her, Julia continued her charge, and I released another vine. 

At that moment, Julia’s figure vanished like an illusion, leaving only her clothes.

She had even prepared a dummy set of clothes! 

Her preparation was impeccable, but it was her left side where I sensed magic. 

“Then this must be an illusion, and the real body is…”

Before I could finish my thought, I saw…

Standing there was Julia, wearing only her chest wrap. Wait! That was her actual clothing!

In shock at the unexpected sight, I was momentarily distracted.

During that moment, Julia swiftly circled behind me, using wrestling techniques to trip me and initiate ground grappling.


Oh no! Was this happening!?

“Hahaha! How about that, Yuren! This is the secret technique of Black Forest taught by my master, stripping!”

“Wait a moment, Julia! You got me! I’m touched!”

*Thud! Thud!*

Julia pressed close from behind, and I began to feel something soft pressing against the back of my head.

Julia, clinging tightly, whispered into my ear, “Hahaha! You lose! Surrender, Yuren!”

“Okay, okay! I surrender! Just let go!”

“I refuse! The right to dictate terms to the defeated belongs to the victor!”

“Julia! You rascal!”

She pressed even closer.

As the air grew thin and dangerous, I felt Julia whispering in my ear.

“Next

 time, how about a date in Zephyr? Hahaha!”

“Fine, fine! Just let go!”

“It’s a promise! Hahaha!”

Due to Julia’s unexpected strategy, my martial arts record ended with one win and one loss. 

Experiencing my first defeat in such a humiliating manner was disgraceful.

After the humiliating defeat, I gathered my thoughts and organized the situation.

I felt like I had a good grasp of martial arts from other countries, but I hadn’t seen the most important martial art yet.

“Apollo, is there no martial art from the Empire?”

I asked Apollo, who was enjoying his drink with apparent pleasure.

He gave me a skeptical look and asked why I was interested.

“Yes, I’d really like to see it, please.”

Apollo threw his bottle and, with a serious expression, took off his coat and stood in front of a tree, ready to demonstrate.

Apollo was not fond of it, but he was one of the best instructors.

“The Empire’s representative martial art, ‘Jergas’, utilizes ‘Zeda (Lightning Magic)’. The characteristics of this martial art…”

Apollo began to gather power towards his fist.

Visible lightning crackled around his fist, and he struck the tree with it.

Boom!

“The destructive and lethal power of lightning.”

As the tree was charred black, it exploded into splinters.

Using lightning in combat…wasn’t this a bit unfair?

“But doesn’t that make them invincible?”

“I’ve said it before! Everything in this world has weaknesses.”

Apollo showed me his right hand, where there were scars resembling burns.

Could it be…

“Using ‘Zeda (Lightning Magic)’ makes ‘Jergas’ one of the hardest martial arts to master. Since you’re channeling lightning into your own body, there’s a risk of electrocution.”

Hmm… being electrocuted while channeling lightning into your own body…

It had high attack power, but balancing it with high stun values would be necessary.

I started planning character concepts as I listened to the explanation.

“However, if mastered properly, it boasts the highest attack power among all the martial arts I’ve learned.”

Hmm… a character with high attack power and technique but high health and stun values…


Wait, where had I seen this before?

“I’m not praising it because I’m from the Empire! I guarantee it with the pride of a warrior!”

In front of me, Apollo, beating his chest, expressed his pride in the Empire’s martial arts.

Alright, characters were starting to take shape in my mind.

Now, it is possible to create characters based on these concepts.



 
  
    Chapter 34: Fighting game character creation


Street Fighter 2: The Legend Continues was a legendary game. 

However, personally, my character preferences leaned closer to King of Fighters, which came out from a different company afterward. 

The reason is simple. 

There weren’t enough female characters!

Even when considering, among the player characters, the exclusion of “Ethics,” leaving only males, it was just too much to bear. 

So, I decided that our game needed female characters. 

And this decision wasn’t just based on my personal taste. 

Surprisingly, this world was PC. 

Gender discrimination wasn’t as severe, making it a choice to satisfy everyone.

Naturally, I started by adding a character in the position of “Ethics,” a kick-based character hailing from the Hong Kong police. 

Then, I created a character utilizing “Flame,” the central element of the La Kingdom, naming her “Curie,” derived from a La Kingdom acquaintance’s name.

Considering the La Kingdom’s Oriental background, the image remained similar to the original work. 

I included a sexy Dark Elf using the “Black Forest” as a grappling character, representing the Russian archetype in the original work. 

Her name? 

Alicia, of course! 

Alicia was the name of the only Dark Elf acquaintance I knew.

And… incorporating what Julia did as an Easter egg, I decided to include a character with illusion techniques. 

When using the skills, there’s a chance the opponent’s clothing will be removed.

For the Miao Tribe, I planned to introduce a character with a green electricity motif, representing Brazil. 

I personally wanted to include it, but the priests rejected it, finding it too monstrous. 

So, I opted for a cute Neko Mimi character with white hair, similar to the Miao Tribe, but with a slightly different jumping style.

I named her “Blanc” because I wanted to leave a trace. 

Oh! Naturally, she’s a female character.

But that doesn’t mean I only added female characters. 

I crafted a muscular male Dwarf who controls the earth and delivers uppercuts. 

Although slow, he hits hard with a single blow, akin to the powerhouses of most games. 

Of course, to balance it out, I increased the post-action delay compared to the heartless damage dealer character.

And, I properly incorporated “Ryo” and “Ken,” who could be considered the protagonists of Street Fighter 2, maintaining their original images. 

They were designed as successors to pure martial arts rather than the exotic styles of the other characters, setting their stories in that context.

Now, let’s talk about the essential character, the one everyone picked as the scam character in Street Fighter 2—Nile.

There were multiple reasons why Nile was considered a scam. 

Firstly, his Sonic Boom was just too fast. 

Compared to the 53f animation time for Ryu and Ken’s Hadouken, Nile’s Sonic Boom was a mere 33f. 

This meant he could follow up much quicker in a fireball duel.

But was he weak in anything else? 

Not at all. 

His aerial attack, “Summer Salt Kick,” was the strongest anti-air in Street Fighter 2. 

Its hitbox was enormous, nearly shutting down all aerial attacks and anti-air maneuvers. Even though it was the initial version, it had zero landing recovery frames, making it seamless. 

Furthermore, he was one of the three characters with an air throw. Catching opponents trying to avoid the Sonic Boom by jumping was one of Nile’s basic combos.

The reason many people played Nile was also because of his easy command inputs. Sonic Boom was ← charge → + P, and Summer Salt Kick was ↓ charge ↑ + K. Even beginners found it incredibly easy to adapt.

Users who struggled with commands like ↓ + P for Hadouken or →↓+P for Shoryuken opted for Nile due to his user-friendly commands and performance.

Nile earned the nickname “The Air Force Soldier” for a reason. 

By holding ↙ to charge, then inputting → for Sonic Boom or ↑ for Summer Salt Kick, he could execute these moves. 

Hence, he was dubbed “The Air Force Soldier” due to his static crouching posture, reminiscent of a soldier observing the opponent’s reactions.

He was easy to use, fast in execution, wide-ranged in anti-air, fundamentally strong, and had aerial grabs. 

Summing up, he was an insane character. And you call this balanced, Akira!

In those days, it was common for opponents who were toyed with by Nile in the arcade to request a rematch or even throw a chair. 

That chair really hurt.

Well, from my perspective, as someone who had to create the protagonist, a soldier, and a scam character, it wasn’t a bad position to be in. 

As long as he was kept as he was, he fulfilled all the criteria.

However, if left as is, he’d be too much of a scam. 

So, I decided to slightly reduce his health. 

His appearance remained the same, with his hairstyle, but he wore the uniform of the Imperial Army, as there was no Air Force.

Since there was no Air Force, I decided to make him a special forces veteran who mastered the Zergas (lightning martial arts). 

His name, however, received assistance from the higher-ups.

“What!? The protagonist’s name is ‘Karuga’?”

“Is that okay?Yuren?”

The protagonist’s name was decided to be “Karuga,” named after the hero of the Empire who saved the nation 500 years ago. If you were to compare it to a previous life, it would be like naming the protagonist “Yi Sun-sin” or “Ahn Jung-geun.”

There were two main reasons for this choice. Firstly, Karuga was a renowned figure even beyond the borders of the nation. 

Secondly, it was to create a positive image for the protagonist within the Empire.

This world was no different. 

If parents were to see a fighting game for the first time, they would only see the negative aspects. 

But what if the protagonist had a hero’s name, was approved by the nation, and was fighting once again to protect the world?

It could change the perspective on arcades and games, potentially improving the perception of game developers as a profession.

“Don’t worry, we’ve received permission from the higher-ups.”

I contacted Minerva, the person from the Ministry of Heraldry, using the communication device given by Minister Herness. 

The one who answered was a woman named Minerva, to whom I explained the necessity of the protagonist being named “Karuga.”

And.

“Are you out of your mind? You?”

I was met with incredulity in the first contact. 

Honestly, even I thought it was a bit crazy.

Using the name of a hero of the nation for a character in a fantasy era where reputation was crucial was quite daring. 

However, I desperately explained the need for the name.

“Sigh… Alright, I’ll look into it. I’ll let you know.”

She said she would contact the household over there. Surprisingly, the response came quickly.

“They’ve agreed.”

“Really? That fast?”

“They say the head of the family is a fan of your game. We didn’t expect it to be resolved so easily.”

A fan of my game!?


A fan chance like this, one I hadn’t experienced in my past life, made me feel like crying.

“As long as there’s a condition.”

“What condition?”

Behind the communicator, Minerva seemed to be reading something from a note, waving her arms.

“They want you to invite them to events like the Tetris competition and be the first to send them a copy of the game when it’s released.”

“That’s not much of a condition.”

That was a demand befitting a fan.

“And they also asked not to tarnish the honor of their ancestors.”

“Please assure them that the protagonist will be portrayed as a brave warrior fighting once again for the Empire.”

“Sigh… Alright, I’ll convey that. I’m sure I did.”

With the protagonist’s name resolved, “Karuga” became complete as the game’s protagonist.

As for the reason for his fighting, well, it’s not good to drag other countries into conflict for no reason. 

So, I set him as a lonely soldier fighting to stop the mysterious organization “Dark Star” from starting a world war.


Alright! 

Perfect!

Now, all the characters were ready. 

There were hidden characters too, but I secretly added them later for fun.

Hehehe, I look forward to the day when the hidden characters are revealed.



 
  
    Chapter 35: The first group game development


Character planning completed, and we began the actual development of the fighting game in earnest.

Before starting, we gathered the members of our faction in the expanded research lab and spoke.

“Now, before we officially start game development, I’d like to distribute tasks.”

“You’re not going to whip up executions as usual?”

Jiren must finally be trying to kill me. 

Until now, I had been making games alone, and they were of a scale that I could handle alone. But now, things are different. 

I had surpassed the scope of solo work.

“I’ve sorted out the task list with Karen. Here’s roughly what we’ve got.”

I handed Jiren the task list for the fighting game that Karen and I had sorted out.

Jiren began reading through the list.

“Let’s see… character control interface system, skill command system, hit detection system, defense system, health gauge system, 10 background stages according to character concepts, graphic resource creation for 10 characters, character balance, story cutscenes, and more…”

The more Jiren read, the darker his expression became. 

It seemed he was beginning to realize that the scale of the game we were making now was on a different level.

“What do you think about doing all this by yourself?”

“I might die, you know?”

“Do you really think so?”

Thus, all the talented individuals capable of game development from our Irene faction were mobilized for this game development—myself, the master, Jiren, Karen, Noirin, Jullia, and even Lauren.

Lauren, a cute girl priest with green pigtails one year younger than Noirin, was recruited. She had been interested in game development for a while and showed talent in graphics, often showing me various drawings.

“Yuren! Look, I made a real super Thomas with video magic! Isn’t it cool?”

“Wow! Lauren, did you make this?”

“Yes!”

The drawing Lauren produced was a dot character, an eight-limbed super Thomas. She seemed to have a good imagination for Japanese anime style as well. 

Perhaps seeing the drawings from previous lives while playing games had paid off with pre-learning.

Having such a talented individual was a boon.

“Accepted!”

“What? What’s accepted?”

“Noyren, teach Lauren how to handle the Boyer game engine.”

“Got it, Yuren.”

“What? Boyer? Yuren? Noirin? Your expressions are scary.”

Thus, Lauren prepared to become the future art master of our faction and was finally involved in this project for the first time.

I believe in you, Lauren! 

Bring us beautiful and cool fighting game characters of our own for the next 20 years. 

Considering the popularity of the characters in Street Fight 2, 20 years wasn’t an exaggeration.

“Hey Yuren! Why am I included in this?”

Julia was included in the development of the combat system because she found it difficult to do it alone. 

Since she was somewhat proficient in void magic and Julia asked for it, I decided to assign her tasks without hesitation.

“I’ll pay you.”

“But!”

“I’ll pay you a lot.”

Julia seemed to hesitate. 

She liked money, but she remembered the hard work she put into the last modification job. 

“Aren’t you going on a Zephia date?”

“Oh! Alright! Isn’t that all I have to say?”

Thus, once again, all the workers, or rather, the operatives, were ready. 

Now, it was time to replace everyone, including myself.

“Wow, is this where you make something like game magic?”

“It’s not where we’ve made games before, but it’s where we’ll make this game.”

With the construction of the new Irene faction building, the research lab had greatly expanded. 

A large black crystal was installed in the center for viewing the game magic being developed through void magic. 

Each person’s seat was equipped with the best magical tools needed for magical development.

Seeing this, I remembered the game development room from my previous life. 

Was it because the work was similar that it looked similar? 

Apollo, the advisor on martial arts, asked, observing the scene.

“Fascinating. Is this how all factions work when making magic?”

“Well… maybe not, but I think it’ll be like this from now on.”

“What kind of strange talk is that?”

In the magic faction, magical development relied on a few geniuses. 

What I saw now was the magical development I had seen so far, where he came and confidently made things. 

But the games were different. 

There was so much to do that several people needed to work together, and naturally, it would become like the Irene faction’s research lab.

“Anyway, Apollo, we’d like your feedback on the characters we’re creating in terms of impact and martial arts authenticity.”

“Hahaha! Alright, understood. Basically, you want me to kick your butts!”

“Well, yes.”

“Hahaha! That’s my specialty, so don’t worry!”

Thus, Jiren and Noirin were set up as the character team, implementing character skills for Apollo to inspect. 

And the systems… “Yuren, is this how it’s done?”

“Perfect, Master! You’re truly the Master!”

“Hehe!”

The foundation of the fighting game systems was entrusted to the master and me. No, the master was almost doing it all by herself. 

Although this was my first time making game magic, the master’s level was different. 

It felt like working with a genius developer like John XMac in my previous life. 

Even if I spoke nonsense, he understood and implemented it with crazy quality. 

Still, I had my pride, so I thought I should look at the code later and study it.

As for graphics, our promising talent, Lauren, was doing well. She perfectly depicted the characters she planned with the illustrations she desired. T

he sexy Dark Elf character, Alicia, the traditional Asian attire-wearing ‘Ryo’ and ‘Kan’ who suited the otherworldly setting, the white cat character Felicia from the Capmo company, and even our protagonist, Imperial soldier ‘Karga’ with his broom hair—all were perfectly depicted. 

There was just one issue.

“Yuren, I made a Quri character. Could you take a look?”

“Sure, let me see… Wait! What is this!?”

Lauren had drawn the Quri character, the ethical position, and showed it to me. 


But Quri’s… thighs were too plump.

“Lauren, everything’s great, but let’s make Quri’s thighs a bit bigger.”

“Thighs?”

“Yeah, Quri’s thighs are its life.”

“Um… understood.”

The Quri, created in the image of ethics, turned out beautifully. 

She wore Eastern-style clothing, had a beautiful face, and fit the image perfectly.

But her thighs were too naturally thick, not quite ethical. 

A while later, Lauren came back with revisions.

“Yuren, is this size okay for Quri’s thighs?”

The second draft Lauren brought had slightly larger thighs for Quri. 

They looked like they had just finished doing squats and flexing their muscles. But it was still not enough.

“Not enough! Quri’s thighs, or rather ethics, aren’t like this!”

“Is… this size okay?”

“Not yet! Just a bit more! Just a bit!”

The second, third, fourth, and fifth revisions increased, and the mind of Lauren was understood. Making the thighs any larger would look too unnatural. 

But that was the charm of ethics, I thought. 

Finally, the last draft arrived, and there were her thighs as I knew them.

“All right! This is what you wanted, right, Yuren oppa?”

“Yes, this is how it should be for ethics to be inherited properly.”

With that, Quri, the most painstakingly created character, was completed, and the graphic resources for the characters were almost complete. 

No matter how many times I looked, her thighs were wonderful.

Finally, the last developer, Julia, was working on story and sound with me. 

I drafted the story, Karen helped with the adaptation, and we were working on incorporating it into the game. 

The sound was being pulled out of my head and put into the game.

“Yuren, this is tough! When will story and sound work end!?”

After a week of work, Julia started crying as usual. 

No, for Julia, lasting a week was quite an accomplishment.

“Well… About 28 sound effects for each of the 10 characters, about 7 story cutscenes… Hmm… It’ll take about… two months.”

“2.. 2 months!?”

It was expected to take about that long for the final work, even though the demo version didn’t require a story. 

Julia was horrified, and I gave her a kind smile.

“Don’t worry too much, Julia. I’m here to help.”

I definitely smiled kindly, but perhaps Julia felt the fear because she didn’t even look back and started running away.

“Oh no. I’m running away!”

“Where to?!”

Whoosh!

Using the thorn vine I had become familiar with during martial arts training, I caught Julia’s ankle. 

She screamed as she was pulled towards me.

But I had no intention of letting her go. 

Because…

“You said it, right? The right to do whatever you want with the loser belongs to the winner, isn’t that what you said?”

“I don’t like this! Let me go, Yuren!”


“Come on, Julia, we’ve got work to do.”

I dragged Julia, who had been brought along, towards the research lab.

“Aahhh! Grandpa! Please save me!”

Julia’s empty screams filled the Ore Magic school’s research lab.

It was the same as usual when it came to game development.



 
  
    Chapter 36: Chair Shot Test


The two-month development period flew by in an instant. Despite initial worries, the group development progressed more smoothly than anticipated.

“No! Zergas isn’t supposed to feel like this! Make it more painful! Like this!”

Whack! Whack!

“Ah! Stop it! Don’t really hit me, Apollo!”

In the character department, whenever a new character was created, it had to be reviewed and adjusted by Apollo. 

Being quite emotional, Apollo requested modifications directly to Jiren’s body, which Noirin would then implement.

“Got it. So you mean lower the hit frame by about three.”

“Exactly, like that!”

The action planning team leader from my past life had a similar demeanor, causing a sense of déjà vu. 

Could Apollo possibly be… No, it couldn’t be.

There were no issues with the system side, except for a minor hiccup when my mentor discovered the hidden character.

“Yuren, something seems off here.”

“Shh, Master, this is a hidden character I’ve prepared for the future.”

“Hidden character?”

“Yes, it’s something I’ve hidden for future use, so please pretend you don’t know.”

“Understood! But what exactly is a hidden character?”

With that, my mentor became the only other developer besides me who knew about the hidden character’s existence.

“Everyone, take a break for dinner.”

“Wow! Food!”

“Is it already that late?”

After eating the meals prepared by the disciples, we continued developing, and the fighting game began to take shape quickly. 

By the end of the first month, the basic structure was complete, and the game was polished enough for us to playtest it together.

“Wow! They’re fighting!”

“So this is a fighting game.”

With six characters, including the protagonist Karuga, ready for battle, we eagerly tested the game.

“This game feels surprisingly good when you hit something.”

“Yeah, it’s better than expected.”

One concern during development was the tactile feedback of hitting, given that crystal games typically operated on thought control, which might make the impact feel weak. 

However, moving as we thought resulted in a higher sense of unity, enhancing the control and hit sensation more than in games from my past life. 

It was an unexpected outcome.

Additionally, there was another advantage: the control system.

“Yuren, controlling this isn’t as hard as I thought.”

The command system, based on thought control, was much easier, evidenced by Karen’s effortless use of various techniques. This meant it was a success.

In our first internal test, Apollo chose the protagonist Karuga while Jiren chose the feline character Blanc. 

Jiren had a strong attachment to Blanc, who’s fighting style mirrored the martial arts he had learned. 

The result…

You Win.

“Ha ha ha ha! Yes! This is the empire’s martial art!”

“Ugh, I lost again!”

Karuga dominated, winning five rounds straight and evoking the fearsome presence of Neil from Street Fighter 2. 

In fact, Karuga became even stronger due to his lightning abilities, which added stun effects to his projectile attacks, increasing the combo potential after hitting an opponent.

As I watched the test, a familiar voice called out.

“Yuren, I’m here.”

“Oh, Sylvia.”

Sylvia had been preparing for the fighting game’s release in Zephia. 

The game required an upgrade to the crystal ball due to its size, which could make the game prohibitively expensive. 

Thankfully, through Edward’s merchant connections, we secured a bulk purchase of slime crystal balls, keeping the price increase to around 30,000 gold.

“How’s the development going?”

“We’ve completed the test version, as you can see.”

I showed her the ongoing game test below. 

She observed the bustling development lab with a mixture of satisfaction and concern.

“Do you think we can meet the two-month deadline next week?”

“Hmm… about 98% sure.”

Sylvia looked worried at my specific percentage.

“98%? What’s the remaining 2%?”

“That’s what we’re about to verify. Will you stay and watch?”

The remaining 2% wasn’t about game mechanics. 

It needed to be verified by watching users play and enjoy the game. 

Sylvia, understanding the importance, nodded.

“Of course, I’ll stay. This is the next big product for Edward’s merchant group.”

The anticipated test day arrived. 

I rented Mr. Brown’s game center at a high cost for today’s test. 

While setting up the game, I prepared another setup.

“Yuren, why are you putting shock-absorbing magic on the chairs?”

“You’ll see soon enough.”

With everything ready, I spread the word that people could play the game for free, attracting kids and adults alike on test day. 

As everyone gathered, I started to speak.

“Alright, we’ll now begin the fighting game test. Everyone, take these…”

I tried to hand out pre-prepared surveys like in my past life, but…

“Move aside!”

“I’m first!”

“No, I’m first!”

Everyone ignored me and rushed into the game center. 

I would probably do the same if I were them.

 It wasn’t easy to act rationally with a new game available for free. 

I discarded the surveys and told the confused young disciples.

“You guys go play too.”

“Really!?”

“Can we, Yuren?”


I wanted the disciples to enjoy the fighting game as well.

“Of course, games are more fun together.”

“Got it, senior!”

“Let’s go!”

Everyone entered the game center. The first fighting game test in another world began in this arcade.

“Hadouken! Shoryuken! Lightning Kick!”

Familiar sound effects filled the game center. 

Kids chose characters and studied the commands, enjoying battles with others.

“Hey! Stop using projectiles all the time!”

“If you don’t like it, use them too!”

“My character doesn’t have projectiles!”

Ah, the projectile spamming started already. 

For beginners unfamiliar with fighting games, even simple projectile spamming could be challenging. 

I had experienced that frustration myself.

Among the players were our disciples, the game developers.

“Hahaha! The protagonist character is the best.”

Jiren had claimed a spot and already won six times in a row, playing as Karuga instead of Blanc.

“Didn’t you say you’d play Blanc?”

“Blanc is too weak, so I switched.”

At that moment, I imagined the white cat Blanc crying. 

Popular characters in fighting games often overshadow others. 

Sorry, Blanc, I’ll balance you later. 

Hang in there.

Not everyone played only strong characters.

“Wow! That dwarf character is insane!”

“His attack just took 40% of my health!”

Noirin had a strong attachment to the dwarf character Pool, designed with a one-hit concept. Pool lacked projectiles and reach but had an ‘Owa’ technique that could take 40-60% of an opponent’s health in one hit.

Noirin, who had practiced during development, was now defeating the overpowered Karuga with this one-hit wonder, proving the power of dedication.

“The response is great. This game will be a hit too.”

Sylvia observed the players, noting the joy on their faces. 

Unlike Super Thomas, this game offered a different kind of fun, more primal than the cerebral competition of Tetris 2. 

Fighting games stimulated the inherent desire for strength in all living beings, captivating both kids and adults.

But I wanted more.

“Hmm… this isn’t it…”

“Yuren? Do you still need something else?”

Sylvia asked, puzzled by my expression. 


I was about to explain what I sought when…

“Damn it! This guy plays like a -beep-!”

Crash!

A satisfying chair shot echoed from Apollo’s seat.

The missing 2% was now filled.



 
  
    Chapter 37: So what is the title of this game?


Apollo was, in some ways, the most experienced user in testing combat games. 

He enjoyed the game immensely and played it actively. 

As an imperial soldier, his main character was Karuga, a particularly powerful character. 

When such a seasoned player descended upon a game hall filled with beginners, a massacre ensued. 

Later, I heard he achieved a winning streak of 28 games and even taunted his opponents towards the end. 

This led to the following scene:

“I’m… I’m sorry!”

“Hahaha! It’s fine! Things like that happen when you play games!”

The young villager, who had lost his temper and attacked Apollo with a chair, apologized repeatedly before fleeing home. 

Apollo, thinking he might have been too harsh and believing the chair’s shock-absorbing enchantment protected him, seemed unbothered. 

However, I could understand the villager’s feelings. 

Imagine facing a mercenary captain with a scarred face staring at you after such an act of rage—it would be terrifying. 

Thankfully, the chair’s enchantment prevented any real harm.

Watching this incident unfold, I smiled with satisfaction. 

The key to a successful combat game was its ability to evoke such strong emotions. I had anticipated this moment, and it happened within just five hours of testing. 

The test was a resounding success.

“Is this confirmation enough, Yuren?” Sylvia asked.

I gave a thumbs-up, smiling with contentment. 

“Perfect from my perspective. What about you, Sylvia?”

“There’s nothing perfect in this world, but I think I understand your criteria now.”

Sylvia, who had developed a keen eye for games while working with me, seemed to grasp my objectives and could foresee the transformation this game would bring to the arcade.

“So, this is the real beginning,” she said.

“Exactly, the era of the true arcade, or rather, the game hall, is starting.”

I looked around the bustling game hall. 

Despite the earlier chair incident, kids and people were deeply engrossed in their combat games.

“Adoken! Adoken! Adoken! Woryugen! Radekku!”

Skilled players were already executing seemingly one-hit combos, and behind these experts, children gathered to watch and learn. 

It reminded me of my childhood. 

Though it seemed trivial now, I felt like I had finally returned to the joyful, irreplaceable [arcade] of my youth. 

This sight was why I wanted to create this game. 

Not because of a commission or the empire, but because I wanted to see this scene again.

“But Yuren, you haven’t forgotten, have you? We have other matters to address first,” Sylvia reminded me.

“Ah… I haven’t forgotten. I took the commission, so I must fulfill it.”

Of course, I hadn’t forgotten the task assigned by the Chancellor. 

The difference now was this: back then, I had no responsibilities, but now, I had many to provide for. 

After a brief, delightful dream, it was time to return to work.

On the promised day, Sylvia and I headed to the Minister’s office, fully prepared.

“Nervous, Yuren?”

“A bit, yes.”

A poor presentation wouldn’t result in my death or injury, but it still made me anxious. 

Presenting a project to a high-ranking official was inherently nerve-wracking. 

It felt surreal doing such things in this other world.

“Sir Sylvia, Mr. Yuren, please come in. Minister Herness is expecting you.”

We arrived at the Minister‘s office after several guided steps. 

A pink-haired female knight, likely the Minister’s subordinate who had assisted me, led us in.

“Long time no see, Sylvia and Yuren.”

“Greetings, Minister Herness.”

“How have you been, Minister?”

The Minister’s desk was cluttered with documents and crystal balls, evidence of recent busywork. 

He gestured for us to sit, and we did. Seated at the head, the Minister got straight to the point.

“It’s been two months as promised. Have you brought results that will satisfy me?”

“We have prepared the best possible outcome,” I responded.

“Then show me.”

“We will begin the demonstration now.”

I presented the combat game crystal, a recording of the game hall, and the plan Sylvia and I had developed. 

It was surreal presenting a dream collaboration of games, magic, and martial arts in this other world. 

Completing the presentation, I felt like I had achieved an unexpected milestone.

“This is the game and our plan.”

“Hmm… I see…”

But the Minister seemed unimpressed. 

Did I miss something?

“Let me ask you one last thing. If we release this combat game as per your plan, can it strengthen the empire’s image?”

At that moment, I understood his reaction. 

He was a politician, not a gamer. 

But I was different.

 As a gamer, I crafted this plan, and unless I clarified that, we wouldn’t move forward. 

I spoke firmly.

“We’re not creating an image. We’re reminding people of it.”

I wasn’t a deity or a politician. 

I couldn’t transform the empire into a land of strong men overnight. 

No matter how great a game was, it couldn’t accomplish such a feat alone.

“Firstly, I must say I am a simple game magic developer. It’s odd that I received this commission in the first place.”

Frankly, it was strange. If they wanted to reshape the empire’s image, they should’ve approached a bard guild, not burdened me with this stress.

“I accepted due to the generous rewards. But this isn’t just about the 50% tax reduction reward. I created this game because I wanted it, because I love this world and its games. What I can do is make a fun game that also reminds people of the empire’s true essence.”

That was all I could offer. 

The empire’s strong image hadn’t vanished; it was just overshadowed by recent events. 

My role was to help people remember it.

“Please remember that the empire was always strong. Don’t forget this point.”

With that, my presentation concluded. Minister Herness and Minerva, his subordinate, stared at me, while Sylvia looked at me with a ‘what have you done’ expression. 


The atmosphere was tense, like daggers flying into my chest. 

Had I gone too far?

As I began to worry, the Minister spoke. “You’re an insolent one. But I admit, I’m impressed. You understood precisely what I expected of you. Excellent.”

He sipped his coffee, regarding me with unexpected amusement. 

“I don’t understand games, so I couldn’t grasp your plan’s potential success. But people like you, with conviction and clear knowledge of their capabilities, sometimes deliver astounding results. I sense we’ll see something remarkable this time.”

The Minister signaled to Minerva, who sighed and handed us documents—official commissioning papers for the project. 

“Proceed, the Minister’s office will fully support you.”

Sylvia and I exchanged glances of restrained joy. 

The Chancellor continued, “You’re quite eloquent for a mage. Ever considered working for the Minister’s office?”

“I’ll pass. I have many fans waiting for my games.”


The Minister chuckled, as if he expected that answer.

Holding the game crystal, he asked one last question, “So, what is the title of this game?”

After much deliberation, I finally had an answer. “It’s called ‘Legend Fighter.’”

Legends Never Die.

The legend of combat games was about to be reborn in this world.



 
  
    Chapter 38: Legend Fighter(1)


The release of *Legend Fighter* was swiftly prepared. 

We were busy testing and finalizing the game, including the story mode and sound, which were yet to be implemented. 

Preparing unique sounds for each character was a daunting task, and I enlisted the help of the 

Bard Guild to compose the necessary tunes. It became evident that someone like Loren, who specialized in sound, was essential.

Two weeks passed, and the day finally arrived.

“Yuren! We’ve done it at last!”

“Great job, Julia!”

The day when all characters, stages, and the story were completed had come. 

Even Apollo, exhausted from the development, managed to finish with the help of the ‘Bonbon Drink’ magic. 

With haggard faces, we applauded our achievement.

Clap! Clap! Clap clap!!

Julia, who had worked tirelessly for two days straight, looked at me with a pleading expression.

“Can I finally rest now?”

“Yes, you can rest by playing the game over there,” I said, pointing to the game room where the priests were testing it. 

Playing the game while taking a break would also help with balance testing.

“How is that resting? That’s just more balance testing!”

“Well, it was worth a try.”

Julia, having gained much experience from this game development, was sharp. 

Reluctantly, I granted her a proper rest. 

With the game ready, Sylvia prepared the slime crystal production line, and the financial support from the treasury was secured, including the addition of ‘shock-absorbing chairs.’ 

The grand release date was set.

During the two months I spent developing the game, various games created by other schools were released. 

Surprisingly, some of these new games resembled ones from my past life.

“Hey! Have you tried the new Snowman game?”

“Of course! Have you tried Bubble Bubble?”

“Bubble Bubble? What’s that?”

The Snowman game was similar to Ice Climber, with a story about an Eskimo climbing to the sky, except here it was an Ice Dwarf. 

Bubble Bubble, akin to Bubble Bobble, featured cute bubble-blowing dragons instead of dinosaurs. 

The evolution of games was becoming palpable.

“With this, we might even surpass Super Thomas!”

“Maybe not Super Thomas, but we could beat Sky Dragon.”

As more schools challenged us, it seemed they were seizing the opportunity when we showed any weakness. It was time for a reality check. 

The world of 16-bit games awaited them.

“Hello, everyone! This is JYJ from the Bard Guild.”

Today was the day to advertise the release of ‘Legend Fighter’. 

We gathered around the broadcast crystal, listening intently.

“Today, I bring you some exciting news. The renowned Irene School, known for Tetris and Super Thomas, is releasing a new game!!!”

The cheerful and familiar voice of the bard resonated from the crystal. 

Although he wasn’t visible, it felt like we could see his red sunglasses through his magical performance.

“The new game is called ‘Legend Fighter,’ a fighting game that stirs the spirit of manhood!! Just hearing about it makes me want to play it! It’s right up my alley!”

We heard the sound of a fist being swung. 

Was he actually throwing punches?

“The game’s release date is… tomorrow!!! 

I’ll be heading straight to buy it once this broadcast ends!!”

It seemed like the entire town was gasping in surprise. 

Or was it just my imagination?

“Oops, time’s up! Everyone, I’ll wrap this up quickly. I’m in a hurry.”

The bard hurriedly ended the broadcast, likely rushing to buy the game himself.

[That concludes today’s broadcast with ‘Empire Man’s Fist and Tears.’ Have a good night! This was JYJ from the Bard Guild!]

The broadcast ended abruptly. It seemed like the song ‘Empire Man’s Fist and Tears’ was cut off too. Hello?

The news of Irene School’s next game, *Legend Fighter*, spread like wildfire among gamers.

“Hey! The Irene School released a new game!”

“Let’s go!!”

Shops all over the empire, including those commissioned by the Edward Consortium, were packed with people.

“Wow…”

“Is this all people?”

What caught everyone’s attention even more than the crowd was the large screen showing the game outside the shop.

“Wow…”

“Amazing…”

A special highlight reel of the best gameplay was playing, showing off the stunning graphics and action of the 16-bit world. 

People were mesmerized by the visuals and the captivating characters, drawn into the world of fighting games.

“I’m definitely buying this!”

“Me too!!”

However, the enhanced graphics came with a price. 

Using expensive crystals made the game costly.

“The game costs 80,000 gold!?”

“The game has gotten expensive… what do we do…”

In the past, game prices had surged to 1,000,000 gold temporarily due to a bubble, but they had stabilized at 30,000 to 40,000 gold. The sudden increase to 80,000 gold was steep for many kids.

“Hey kids, if the game is too expensive, you can play at the game center for just 100 gold!”

“Really?!”

One didn’t need to buy the game to enjoy it. 

Game centers, now a common sight next to taverns, allowed people to play for a mere 100 gold. *Legend Fighter* crowned this gaming culture.

“Woah!!! Shoryuken! Hadouken! Ha! Ho!”

The sound of characters executing moves filled the game center. 

The thrill of fighting games resonated with everyone, proving that the genre’s appeal was universal, even in this world.

“Are you going to the game center again?”

“Mom, it’s not just a game, it’s martial arts training.”

Alongside the game’s release, the Ministry of Justice distributed it for free to various martial arts training centers in the empire.

Kids flocked to these centers, eager to train in martial arts and play the game, becoming stronger both mentally and physically.

Of course, there were side effects.


Boom!

“Damn it, this game is really frustrating!”

With increased physical and mental strength, kids began to fight in the game centers. 

It was inevitable.

Fights broke out, and chair shots became common. 

But it was fine. The Edward Consortium and the Ministry of Justice had anticipated this, providing shock-absorbing chairs.

Chairs enchanted with shock-absorbing magic reduced the impact to that of a toy hammer.

While it wasn’t painless, taking a chair shot usually meant one had won, making it somewhat gratifying.

Over time, insults and chair shots became tokens of respect in the game centers.

“Don’t play the game like that. (You’re really good at this game.)”

“You jerk! (I’m impressed by your skills.)”

“You’re playing like a real *beep* (Your technique is amazing.)”

The highest honor was this:

Boom!

“You – you’re the best – (I acknowledge your supremacy.)”

“Wow! This is my first time getting a chair shot!!”

People hurled insults and chair shots as signs of respect, and being hit five times became a mark of a skilled player. 

A new gaming culture emerged in the empire.


Meanwhile, Paris, a diplomat from the Ra Kingdom, was having a difficult time reporting this to his superior.

“So, to summarize, the empire has a new martial arts game, kids are learning martial arts through it, and a culture of hitting the winner with a chair as a sign of respect has emerged?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“…And I’m supposed to believe this?”

Paris had reported what he saw and experienced, but he had no words to add.



 
  
    Chapter 39: Legend Fighter(2)


“Really, the Irene School has no sense of honor!”

“That’s right. If we keep this up, who will play our game?”

The emergence of Legend Fighter was a shock to other schools that created magical games. 

Just when they hoped to catch up with the Irene School and sit on the throne of wealth, suddenly, the ultimate boss descended and devastated the gaming market.

Their dream of catching up with the Irene School came to an end like a dream on a summer night. 

There were reasons other than gameplay that made this possible. 

My focus on Legend Fighter wasn’t just about characters and martial arts; it was also about the story.

Even in this world, there was literature and theater. 

Although not as popular as movies, there were shops that sold recordings of plays, and while it wasn’t my taste, I had watched them before.

Until now, the story wasn’t a significant aspect of games, but as graphics improved and character depth increased, I became greedy. 

I wanted to make the story of this legendary game truly remarkable.

So, I decided to incorporate elements of the story from the Captain Justice movie I had seen in my previous life into the story of Legend Fighter.

The story I envisioned was roughly as follows:

‘Karuga Nova’, a legendary soldier and master of the empire’s martial art ‘Zergas,’ sealed by a sealing magic 500 years ago, is resurrected with the help of a soldier named Vail 500 years later. 

Once again, as a soldier, he learns of the existence of the mysterious organization ‘Dark Star,’ which seeks to profit from causing wars worldwide. 

To protect peace, he embarks on a lonely fight.

In the process of persuading and thwarting conspiracies, he discovers that Vail, who had once been his comrade and superior, is the leader of Dark Star. 

Vail plans to assassinate royal families of neighboring countries to incite war again, and Karuga broadcasts this plan to expose him.

And…

“Peace always comes at a price. It has always been that way. And I am prepared to pay that price. Even if I’m alone, I believe it won’t be in vain.”

Karuga finishes his speech and sets out to stop the conspiracy.

Not just one or two enemies, but a situation, yet at that moment, fighters who had fought alongside Karuga and junior soldiers who had tried to stop him joined one by one, paving the way for Karuga.

Thus, Karuga faces the final boss and mastermind of all evil, Vail, and prevents his conspiracy, culminating in the final boss battle at the blazing Zephia Colosseum.

With dedicated BGM playing, the protagonist engages in the final battle amidst flames. 

Just imagining it gives me chills.

In a reincarnated story, it was about Dr. Ahn Joong-geun, a master of martial arts, coming back to life to prevent conspiracies and restore peace once again.

In a place familiar with fantasy stories, I was sure this story would resonate with people, so I first showed it to my family.

“Yuren, this is so well-written. Did you really write this?”

“Well… sort of?”

Even I couldn’t confidently say I wrote it 100% because of my conscience.

Julia, after reading the scenario, said, “Hahaha! Yuren, this story is touching and good, but are you sure it’s okay to write it? I’m worried.”

“Don’t worry; I checked just in case.”

I could sense what Julia was worried about. 

The scenario involving a mysterious organization manipulating nations could potentially cause significant issues, so I contacted the Ministry of Magic to confirm.

“Phew… It’s cutting it close, but it’s okay.”

Fortunately, there were no concerns about touching on the royal family, so I got the green light.

With enhanced storytelling, Legend Fighter was released as planned, captivating users with a new cultural shock.

“Wow, Karuga is so cool.”

“Yeah! I cried during the final boss battle!”

A legendary general from 500 years ago resurrects to protect peace. 

Children experiencing the taste of a proven story in this world were mesmerized.

“From today, Karuga is my Hero!”

“Me too!”

Karuga was already in a favorable position regarding basic performance. 

With the addition of storytelling appeal, gamers began exclusively playing as Karuga.

Although there were concerns that the game’s balance might collapse and lead to its downfall, surprisingly, that situation didn’t occur quickly.

Because there were reasons as to why other characters were also being played.

“Hey, why keep playing as weak Alicia?”

“She’s pretty, don’t you guys know? Sometimes she strips while using Alicia’s welcoming ceremony.”

“What!?”

“She… she strips!?”

It was because of the presence of attractive female characters.

From the sensual Dark Elf character Alicia to the white-eared Nekomimi character Blanc and the sturdy thighs and beauty of the Asian beauty Curie, these characters ignited a fire in the hearts of male gamers curious about the opposite sex.

“Hmm… Looking at it again, she looks good.”

“Should we practice with her again?”

Similarly, male gamers couldn’t resist the appeal of validated characters in this world, losing their minds over them.

The concept of having a favorite character began to emerge.

“Alicia is the best!”

“Don’t ignore Blanc!”

“I can’t be friends with you if you don’t appreciate Curie’s thighs.”

It wasn’t that the characters were weak; it was my weak mindset when considering characters.

Some gamers who developed affection for certain characters played and practiced with them not for their performance but out of love.

The appearance of these skilled players helped maintain game balance and prevented everyone from just playing as Karuga, which would have made the game less enjoyable for others.

Moreover, the effect created by attractive female characters went beyond that.

Knock! Knock! Knock!

“Who is it?”

“I heard I can buy that Curie’s picture here…”

“Hmm… It’s 7000 gold for volume one.”

Magicians who could draw pictures or create video magic began turning such attractive character images into books for sale, initiating a subculture movement in this world.

It was the beginning of a slowly but surely emerging subculture in this world.

A month after the release of Legend Fighter, the game’s success, like a blazing fire, was approaching a crisis.

“Yuren, is everything okay like this?”

“Huh?”

Noirin, who had just returned from the arcade, spoke to me with a serious expression.

Seeing Noirin, who usually smiled a lot, wearing such a serious expression, it seemed like the matter at hand was indeed serious.

“I noticed at the arcade today that people are almost exclusively playing as Karuga. Honestly, Legend Fighter seems to be losing its charm.”

Perhaps because the command controls were easy, it seemed people were quickly focusing on performance-based gameplay.

It wasn’t just Noirin who felt this way; I had noticed it too.

Jiren, who frequented the arcade as much as Noirin and enjoyed Legend Fighter, seemed concerned as well.


Karen, upon hearing the conversation, looked at me with a worried expression.

“What should we do, Yuren?”

The problem with fighting games at arcades was precisely this.

Since data manipulation was impossible in an era where once a fighting game was released, its balance became fixed, it often led to the creation of characters like ‘One Hit Wonder’ or ‘Jack-of-All-Trades,’ quickly diminishing the fun of diverse characters employing various strategies. 

Although there were inevitable aspects due to the game’s nature, people preferred having a strong, favorite character rather than everyone being equally strong. 

To highlight the protagonist while addressing the balance issue, I had prepared for this.

“It’s time to use it.”

“That?”

I decided to use what I had prepared. Hearing my words, my master rushed over excitedly.

“Are you finally using it, my disciple?”

“Yes, master, it’s time to use it.”

Curious about what only my master and I knew, the other disciples began to ask.

“What is it?”

“Yeah, I’m curious too, Yuren!”


I smiled triumphantly at them.

“I’ve prepared something for this situation, called a [Hidden Character].”

“A hidden character?”

The appearance of hidden characters—how excited would the users get? 

I was already looking forward to it.



 
  
    Chapter 40: Legend Fighter(3)


 Hidden Character

In games, a hidden character is usually a character that cannot be used under normal circumstances but becomes available when specific conditions are met.

The first hidden character I ever encountered was “Mad Aoi” from Emperor of Fighters 97. 

During the heyday of Emperor of Fighters ’97, a friend who had an uncle in Japan heard some incredible news from him and dragged us to the arcade. 

Unaware of what was going on, we followed him as he inserted a coin with a knowing smile. 

He then executed the hidden character unlock command he had heard from his uncle. 

Holding down the start button, he inputted: ←→←→ + CA.

The moment he completed the command, “Aoi, Mad Under the Moonlight” was unlocked, and we all cheered in excitement. 

The reason this hidden character left such a strong impression on me was because of its performance. 

“Aoi, Mad Under the Moonlight” was, in a word, a broken character. 

Its power and speed were absurdly boosted as if enhanced by mid-boss modifiers. 

The jump speed was so fast that Aoi could avoid ground projectiles and seemingly teleport behind the opponent for a hit. 

Additionally, the infinite combos were so easy that once the strong punch connected, the opponent could only watch or prepare for a chair shot.

The first hidden character. 

The ultimate broken character.

 Witnessing my friend unlock it for the first time and wipe out renowned experts, turning the arcade into chaos, made me determined. 

From that day on, I vowed that if I ever made a fighting game, I would include a hidden character.

And when I created Legend Fighter, that opportunity came to me. 

Secretly, I created a hidden character that only my mentor knew about. 

The character’s name was “Ren.” She appeared as a teenage elf girl with white hair. 

Her backstory was that she had been training in the elven martial art “Yudra” in the mountains for 500 years, and she stepped into the world to prove her skills, eventually teaming up with the protagonist, Karuga, to save the world.

If you guessed that this character was inspired by my mentor, you’d be right. 

Ren’s main fighting pattern involved dragging opponents hit by her projectile, a vine magic spell, towards her and mercilessly beating them. 

The true strength of this character lay in the speed of her projectile. 

It was faster by 10 frames than Karuga’s fastest projectile, making her a new character who could pull opponents close with quick, sharp projectiles, beat them up, and then repeat the process from a distance.

I decided to introduce this character to save Legend Fighter from its crisis and turned on the communication crystal. 

In the large gaming hall of Zephia, groups of children were gathered. 

Kids who loved games quickly formed groups, spending evenings talking, playing games, and listening to crystal broadcasts. 

Today, however, there was some peculiar news.

“Hello, everyone! This is JYJ of the Bard Guild.”

As usual, they listened to JYJ’s broadcast, but from the beginning, something grabbed their attention.

“Before we start today’s broadcast, we have some interesting news to share! We just received a hot tip from an anonymous source about something found in the game Legend Fighter.”

“Legend Fighter?”

“What is it?”

Both players and non-players alike focused on the broadcast. JYJ continued to relay what the ‘anonymous’ informant had shared.

“If you input the following command on the character selection screen, something amazing happens. Let’s see…”

There was a rustling sound. For a moment, the game hall fell silent.

“On the character selection screen, input ↑↑↓↓←→←→ AB, and you will see something surprising. I’m curious to see what it is too.”

The command to input on the character selection screen was ↑↑↓↓←→←→AB. What could that mean?

Everyone in the game hall had the same thought at that moment.

“If anyone knows what this command does, please contact me immediately! Now, let’s start today’s broadcast!”

And JYJ’s broadcast began. 

Naturally, no one paid attention to it. 

The kids urged the one sitting in front of Legend Fighter to input the command quickly.

“Hey! Try entering it fast!”

“Alright! Let’s see, up, up, down, down, left, right, left, right, then…”

“A button, then B button.”

The kid sitting in front of Legend Fighter carefully entered the command. 

As the final A and B buttons were pressed, something happened.

“Okay! Entered!”

As the secret command was input into Legend Fighter, she appeared.

“Wow!”

“What is this!?”

A new slot appeared below the existing character slots, revealing a white-haired elf character. 

It was the first moment the gamers experienced a hidden character.

“Wow! What is this!?”

“Looks like a new character.”

The gamers in the arcade had various expressions. Curiosity, amazement, and excitement. The emergence of a new character was fun in itself.

“But she doesn’t look very strong.”

“Should we try her anyway?”

The gamers courageously selected the character. The name “Ren” appeared, and a cute, white elf girl emerged on the screen.

“What! She’s so small?”

“Haha, this character is cute.”

Some kids were disappointed by the appearance of the cute elf character. 

To kids used to cool characters like Karuga, Ren seemed weak.

“I am the master of martial arts! I will evaluate your skills!”

Ren appeared dramatically, extending her hands and delivering a cool line. 

But no matter how powerful the line was, coming from a cute elf, it looked funny.

However, when Ren started fighting the current strongest character, Karuga, the gamers’ opinions changed.

“What! What is this!”

“Karuga is losing in a projectile battle!?”

Karuga’s infernal mix-up, starting with projectiles, was a national combo. 

In projectile battles, Karuga always won. 

If the opponent jumped, Karuga’s anti-air would hit. 

This basic combo was the foundation of Karuga’s strength. 

But Ren, with her overwhelming speed, dominated the projectile battle against Karuga.

“What is this!”

“Karuga is being dragged in!”

When hit by Ren’s projectile, opponents were forcibly dragged towards her. 


In close combat, Ren’s small stature made Karuga’s light punches and anti-airs ineffective. 

Sitting and attacking was also not a solution because of Karuga’s slow crouching punches and kicks, making it easy for Ren to grab him with her projectile and combo again.

“Karuga got obliterated!”

“This character is insanely overpowered!”

Karuga, caught by Ren, was literally shredded.

For gamers who dreaded the “electric soldier” Karuga, that scene was a shock, and they all started trying Ren. 

As they began to study Ren, they discovered something new.

“Hey, this might be doable.”

“What is?”

“Ren. I think Ryo can beat her.”

“No way, that useless character?”

Ryo and Ken, the main characters from the original Street Fighter 2, were notoriously weak.

Despite having various moves, they were helpless against Karuga’s projectiles and anti-airs. But now, Ryo was beating Ren, who defeated Karuga.

“Wow! Ryo beat Ren!”

“Really! That broken character!?”

Ren’s fatal weakness was her slow speed. 

Ren had no dash moves. 

While strong against Karuga, she was weak against characters with dash moves.

“Hey! Blanc can also beat Ren!”

“Blanc! That useless character!? Maybe the player just isn’t good.”

Similarly, the white cat Blan, with fast and high jumps, began to perform well against Ren. 

Former Blanc player Jiren also returned to Blanc after defeating Karuga with Ren.

“Hahaha!! Blanc’s era has returned!”

Karuga was strong against most characters, but Ren countered Karuga decisively. 

However, Ren was weak against characters like Ryo, Kan, and Blan, who had similar small statures and fast moves.

Scissors, rock, paper. The perfect triangular balance was established.

“Which character should I pick…”


“Just go with Karuga.”

“But what if I get beaten by Ren! Forget it, I’m going all-in with a full set!”

As Ren emerged as a clear counter to Karuga, and counters to Ren also appeared, players started choosing third characters to avoid these counters. 

The arcade, once dominated by Karuga, now saw fights involving Ren, Ryo, Ken, Alicia, Curie, Blanc, and other characters, making for exciting, unpredictable battles. 

Thus began the second golden age of “Legend Fighter.”



 
  
    Chapter 41: Legend Fighter(4)


The cousin of Minister Herness Serban and a member of the Chancellery, Minerva Serban (20 years old), did not think highly of games. 

To her, they were the main culprit behind the sudden emergence of strange cultures in the empire. 

This was her first impression of games. 

Despite having to handle matters related to games due to Minister Herness, she couldn’t understand them. 

The tasks they required were as incomprehensible as the culture itself.

Requests came in, such as disclosing the number of martial arts dojos, or enchanting every bar stool with shock-absorbing magic. 

These demands baffled her. 

Yuren, the magician from the Airen School who created the game magic, constantly made requests she couldn’t comprehend. 

When he asked her to connect with the Karuga family to use the name of the national hero, Karuga, she was on the verge of losing her temper.

Fortunately, the head of the Karuga family was a game fan, averting potential political issues.

This was a relief, as contacting them could have easily turned into a major political problem. 

On a day like any other, while working on game-related matters, she saw an arcade being set up in front of the Ministry. 

The game “Legend Fighter,” which she had worked on, had arrived. 

Seeing children and adults enjoying Legend Fighter, she felt a sudden curiosity.

“What’s so great about this that makes everyone so excited?” 

On her way home, driven by curiosity, she entered the arcade. She inserted gold coins into an empty game crystal.

“Should I try it once?” 

She realized she had never actually played a game, only observed them. 

It wouldn’t hurt to try it once for research purposes.

“Here Comes A New Challenger”

With this thought, she selected a character in Legend Fighter. 

This moment marked the beginning of the legend of ‘Pink Curie,’ the mysterious master with pink hair who covered her face and vanished after each appearance in the Zephia arcade.

***

Months passed since the release of Legend Fighter. 

The empire’s culture had changed significantly. 

Taverns now commonly had attached arcades, and it became routine for children to attend martial arts dojos, similar to taekwondo classes. 

The national hero Karuga, through Yuren’s dramatic storytelling, regained respect and even garnered fans in neighboring countries.

Chancellor Herness smiled as he read the newspapers from Ra Kingdom and the Yura Republic.

“Analyzing the Empire of Zers: A Country Growing Stronger Through Fighting Games.”

“General ‘Karuga,’ Symbol of the Empire, Sweeps the Cultural Scene!”

The success of Legend Fighter exceeded Herness’ expectations. 

He never imagined it would achieve such results. 

Initially, he intended to acknowledge their efforts if they merely silenced the mockery from La Kingdom’s crazy dragon. 

But Yuren and Silvia achieved more than that. 

Not only did they erase the mockery, but they also revitalized dormant martial arts dojos, which were a part of the empire’s public health initiative and preparation for future wars. 

These dojos, previously at risk of becoming mere showpieces, became an integral part of the empire’s culture thanks to their synergy with the game, and this transformation happened remarkably quickly.

“However, this has been quite a headache.”

Not everything was perfect. 

Herness read an article from the empire’s newspaper.

“A Savage Country Where Hitting Others with Chairs Is a Sign of Respect. Is This Okay?”

“Dark Elf Lord ‘Alan’ Expresses Deep Concern Over the Popularity of the Dark Elf Character in Legend Fighter.”

The ritual of hitting the winner with a chair in the arcade was just child’s play and not Yuren’s intention, so it was tolerable. However, the Dark Elf character occasionally losing his shirt was problematic.

“Why did he add such a feature to the Dark Elf character?”

“Hmm… It was to capture the fantasy of men…”

This issue forced Herness into an urgent call with Yuren. 

Despite sweating profusely, Yuren defended his decision.

“The vision? You mean the feature where the Dark Elf character’s shirt falls off occasionally?”

“As a game developer, there are visions that are hard to express in words!”

“Sigh… I know Mages are eccentric, but you are peculiar in a different way.”

The empire consisted of humans, elves, and dark elves, with the dark elves having semi-autonomous rights in the north. 

Mishandling relations with them could be a headache even for the Prime Minister. 

Fortunately, the dark elves’ martial art, Black Forest, had a similar technique, allowing them to smooth over the issue. 

Still, it could have become complicated.

As Herness recalled that chilling moment, he heard a noise. 

The sound of a door opening quietly and someone sneaking in. 

He approached the source of the sound.

“Just got in?”

“Minister!”

It was Minerva, who had become obsessed with Legend Fighter, often sneaking out to play at the arcade in front of the Ministry. 

She thought Herness didn’t know, but he found her antics endearing and pretended not to notice. 

Caught after her first game, she began to stammer.

“Well… yes! I went to investigate the Legend Fighter market.”

She tried to claim it was for official duties, not personal enjoyment. 

Herness sighed and asked.

“So, how many chair shots did you take today?”

“Of course, five! Nowadays, you need that many to be considered a master…”

An awkward silence followed. 

Herness knew the arcade culture well enough. 

Though he didn’t understand it, he had to know it for work.

“You seem to be enjoying it.”

“Yes… somehow, it ended up that way.”

Herness found her game-obsessed behavior amusing and a bit surprising. 

The once diligent Minerva now indulging in play was a sight he never imagined.

“It’s fine. Shall we go out for dinner?”

“Shall I prepare the carriage?”

“No need, it’s just nearby. Let’s go.”

With that, Herness led her back out to the street. 

Walking through the marketplace in front of the Ministry, they passed the Zergas Martial Arts Dojo. 

The once idle dojo was now bustling with people of all ages training.


“It’s hard to believe that Zergas, which we tried so hard to promote, spread so quickly.”

“There’s a saying that those who enjoy something can’t be beaten by those who merely work hard at it. Maybe that’s the reason.”

Enjoyment—the biggest difference between the Ministry and the game. 

The old Minerva wouldn’t have understood this, but the current Minerva could. 

She could now understand the minds of those who swung their fists hundreds of times and controlled characters thousands of times just for fun.

As they strolled through the transformed Zephia, they naturally talked about work.

“Is everything ready for the prince’s state visit?”

“Yes, everything is prepared without any issues. We just need to finalize arrangements with the La Kingdom’s delegation.”

The state visit from the second prince of La Kingdom was imminent. 

This visit was the starting point of all the recent events. 

The prince, known for his provocations, was coming, and preventing him from mocking the empire as a ‘country of mustaches’ was the reason behind everything, leading her to become so engrossed in games.

She found the whole situation absurd.

“You’ve worked hard, Minerva.”

“No, those people worked harder than I did.”

Minerva humbly acknowledged the contributions of others. 

She knew she wasn’t the main force behind this success.

“Yes, thanks to them, everything turned out well. I should ask the queen to award them a medal.”

“Hmm… I think Mage Yuren wouldn’t like that very much.”

Minerva thought of Yuren as she replied. 

Over the months, she learned he didn’t care for public recognition. 

She couldn’t understand why, but that was how he was.


“True, he probably wouldn’t appreciate it.”

Herness agreed. 

To him, Yuren seemed more inclined toward monetary rewards than honorary ones.

Their conversation, which began with work, delved into an analysis of the eccentric game magician Yuren and ended with the official conclusion of the Ministery’s Legend Fighter project. 

Yuren was finally free again.



 
  
    Chapter 42: Legend Fighter(5)


Four months had passed since the development of the first legendary fighter. 

It was on this day that I received word from the Ministry of Finance that our request had been completed. 

Minerva, speaking through the modified communication sphere, extended her gratitude.

“Thanks to your successful completion of the request, I would like to express my gratitude to the Irene school on behalf of the Ministry of Finance. You’ve worked hard.”

“You’ve worked hard as well, Minerva.”

The tax reduction reward had already been arranged with Edward Consortiums  through Sylvia. It seemed that an enormous profit, even greater than that from Super Thomas, was anticipated.

What should I do with this money?

Jerry had warned that buying more land could lead to conflict with the southern noble families.

He suggested we find other uses for it. I decided it would be best to discuss this with everyone later.

“Then, Minerva, I understand you’re busy, so I’ll end the call here.”

“Wait a moment! Did you think about what I mentioned?”

“Think about what?”

Both Minerva, who worked at the Ministry of Finance, and I were quite busy. 

I was about to end the call when she spoke urgently. 

What was she trying to say?

“Curie! Curie’s kick is too weak! Could you strengthen it a bit?”

“Ha ha ha, so that’s what this is about.”

“It’s not just because I use Curie a lot. I noticed it while watching the game.”

For weeks, she had been insistently requesting that Curie be strengthened. Initially, it was just a preference, but now she was pointing out specific weaknesses.

Minerva seemed to have reached a level that required over 200 hours of gameplay to attain. 

Isn’t the Ministry of Finance supposed to be busy? 

When did she have time to play so much?

“I’ll consider it. Then…”

“Mage Yuren? Yuren!?”

Click.

Everyone feels their character is weak and wants them to be stronger. 

But when someone becomes stronger, someone else becomes weaker. 

If you balance the game based on personal bias, it leads to chaos and destruction. 

I’ve seen many games fall into disarray because of this. 

I decided to keep her suggestion in mind, but not act on it immediately.

“Finally, it’s over.”

Even in my past life, working with national institutions was stressful. 

However, I had fulfilled one of my bucket list items by creating a fighting game, so I had no regrets. 

Yet, despite being free after four months, I didn’t feel liberated.

Thud! Bang! Crash!

“Hya!”

“Not so fast!”

Because I wasn’t actually free.

Hearing the sounds of martial artists fighting outside, I heard footsteps approaching. 

Soon, the door opened and Jiren entered.

Click.

“Master, a challenger is waiting.”

“Understood. I’ll be right there.”

As the administrator of the Irene School, a top-tier mage, and a game developer, I was also the champion of the Irene Arena, accepting challenges from martial artists.

How did it come to this?

It all began about a month after Legend Fighter was released. 

We had gotten used to extraordinary inquiries. 

A wealthy man had even offered 10 billion gold for the recipe to make Super Thomas’ mushrooms and superstar. 

But we hadn’t anticipated this type of visit.

“Is this the Irene School that created Legend Fighter?”

“Yes, it is.”

One day, a muscular dwarf drifter arrived. 

He clasped his hands together and said,

“I’ve come to learn from a master.”

“Excuse me?”

He was a practitioner of the dwarf martial art ‘Valparia,’ who had heard rumors of a legendary master at the Irene School after Apollo mentioned that we had learned the elf martial art ‘Yudra.’

> In the south, there’s someone at the Irene School who has mastered elf martial arts.

> A master of elf martial arts resides at the Irene School.

> There’s an elf master at Irene.

> The reason they could make a game like Legend Fighter is because of a legendary master at Irene.

The rumors had been heavily exaggerated.

“We are mages, not martial artists!”

I understood the situation, but I politely tried to decline the dwarf’s challenge. 

He grew angry.

“Are you saying mere humans who know nothing of martial arts created a game that captures the essence of fighting!?”

“Well, we do know a bit about martial arts.”

“What do you mean?”

To create a fighting game, we had trained rigorously despite being mages, but I didn’t want to fight.

I wasn’t sure how to explain this when Jiren rolled up his sleeves and stepped forward.

“This is troublesome. Master, I’ll handle it. Will that suffice?”

Jiren bravely accepted the dwarf’s challenge. 

The dwarf smiled and took his stance.

“You are no ordinary human. Very well, teach me a lesson.”

“Here I come, dwarf uncle. It might hurt a bit!”

Jiren, using the catfolk martial art ‘Nidra’ taught by Apollo, took on the challenge. 

To my surprise, Jiren won the match.

“When did he become so strong?”

“I lost! You are indeed formidable!”

“You’re not so bad yourself, dwarf uncle. I learned a lot.”


Jiren had studied dwarf martial arts from Noirin, and often sparred with him, so he knew how to counter Valparia. 

Combined with the combat training he’d received from me and our master, my disciples had become highly skilled martial artists.

“I’ll train more and challenge you again. Please teach me another lesson then.”

The defeated dwarf waved and left. 

I hoped he wouldn’t return.

But he was just the beginning.

“I am Blancia, the 120th successor of the Black Forest. I challenge you.”

“I am Ryumin, champion of the Ra Kingdom’s Flame Tournament. I wish to challenge you!”

“I’ve come to learn from the legendary master.”

“I want to learn the real Yudra!”

Soon, martial artists from around the world, seeking to learn or challenge the legendary master, began flooding into our Irene School.

“Yuren, what do we do about this?”

“I’ve experienced many things, but this is new to me too.”

We racked our brains to handle the influx of challengers. 

The rumors wouldn’t die down anytime soon. 

Agitating these martial arts fanatics could lead to fights. 

While we pondered, our master suggested an idea.

“My disciple, if they want to fight, why not let them fight each other?”

“…That’s it!”

I announced that if they wanted to challenge us, only the strongest among them would be accepted. 

They would have to hold a tournament to determine the champion.

Thus, we lent them a place to fight and camp, thanks to the excess land we had purchased. 

This marked the birth of <Irene Arena>, a martial arts pilgrimage site and a tourist attraction in the south.

Thud! Bang! Crash! Thwack!

“Here I come! Dance of the Flaming Dragon!”

“Not so fast! Thunder Spear of Zergas!”

The challengers fought daily in our backyard, drawing lots and competing in tournaments. 

They even set up a makeshift stadium with magic, and local merchants sold food, making it look like a sports event.

Karen watched from the lab window with interest.

“They fight well.”

“Let them be. They’ll tire themselves out and leave.”

I thought they’d eventually get tired and go home. 

But their dedication was beyond my imagination.

“I, Blancia, champion of Irene Arena, challenge Yuren of Yudra.”

Blancia, a dark elf martial artist, had defeated all comers and now challenged me directly.

“Jiren, why are they challenging me and not our master?”

“It seems the rumor about you being the legendary master who created Legend Fighter has spread.”

These damned rumors!

I wanted to clarify and pass the challenge to my master or other disciples. 

But the intense gazes from all around pressured me.

“I suppose I have to accept, right?”

“Yes, rejection could cause a riot, Master.”

“Sigh…”

Under the watchful eyes of Blancia and the other martial artists, I reluctantly accepted the challenge. 

To honor her, I fought with all my might, using the Yudra techniques I had learned, and… I won.

I became the official champion of <Irene Arena>, recognized by all the martial artists.

This isn’t what I wanted…

Since then, I’ve been summoned every two weeks to face challenges in the arena. 

Still, with the Ministry of Finance’s request completed, I had a bit more freedom. 

I could now focus on managing the Irene Arena and developing my next game.

Just as I envisioned this pleasant future, Minerva contacted me again after only a week.

“Hello, Minerva. What’s the matter?”

“Um… Yuren, please don’t be alarmed by what I’m about to say.”

“Is something wrong again?”

“The second prince of Ra Kingdom has requested a meeting with you.”

“What?”


“He’s a big fan of Legend Fighter.”

“What!?”

“And he wants to duel the champion of Irene Arena… which is you.”

“What!?”

It seemed I would need more time before I could truly be free.



 
  
    Chapter 43: Legend Fighter(6)


The Mad Dragon.

In the kingdom of Ra, the second prince, Lethers Ra Dragonheart, was known for his combative nature and love for martial arts and fighting. 

In the empire, he was called the “Mad Dragon.” 

This nickname was attributed to him due to an incident at the border a few years ago.

The event mirrored an occurrence on the border between India and China in a previous life, where an avant-garde clash took place. 

At their border, a brawl erupted between units composed of martial artists. 

Using firearms would have resulted in casualties, complicating political matters, and showing weakness in response to the provocations of the other nation would damage national pride. 

Hence, the armies engaged in hand-to-hand combat under strict rules, ensuring no weapons were used.

A similar situation unfolded at the border between the Ra Kingdom and the Zers Empire in this otherworldly setting. 

However, instead of using firearms or magic, the confrontation was settled through one-on-one duels. 

In this world, where the culture of dueling still existed, this was an acceptable combat rule. 

Up to this point, it could have ended as a minor event with little fanfare. 

However, the appearance of Prince Lethers as Ra Kingdom’s representative escalated things. 

“Haha! They say the empire has many strong fighters! I’ve come to experience it myself!”

“…Requesting a brief tactical time-out.”

The Zers Empire’s border guard captain immediately called for a tactical time-out upon seeing Lethers. 

He summoned the Ra Kingdom’s guard captain and grabbed him by the collar.

“Are you crazy? Bringing royalty to a duel to win? That’s cowardly!”

“We’re not insane enough to risk our necks for that! The prince insisted on participating! What could we do?”

The Ra Kingdom’s side had a point. 

The prince had been adamant about joining the duel, despite their attempts to stop him. 

“Seriously?”

“Seriously…”

A prince who came to the border just to fight? Unbelievable.

The soldiers from both sides sighed deeply, filling the room with their exasperation. 

Ultimately, an unspoken rule was added to the duel: avoid causing serious harm to the prince. 

But the outcome was unexpected.

Bam! Thud!

“Ha! Is this the best the empire’s strong soldiers can do? Disappointing!”

“Captain! That prince is ridiculously strong!”

Indeed, Lethers was genuinely formidable. 

The Zers Empire’s captain, who had trained for ten years, fought earnestly but was still defeated by the prince. 

This humiliating loss led the empire to build more martial arts academies and intensify military training.

In Ra Kingdom, Lethers was hailed as the “Dragon of Victory,” boosting the nation’s pride. 

This event, known as the “Border Duel Incident,” was how the Mad Dragon became infamous in the empire.

I know this story well because I was there at the time.

We were transporting military supplies, replacing the drafted soldiers due to the prince’s appearance.

Although I saw the fierce battle from afar, I was too busy to pay much attention.

I now regret not showing more interest, as it became a matter of personal concern.

“Thus, Yuren, we ask you to participate in the Second Prince’s state visit event until the end.”

I found myself summoned to the chancellery, a place I thought I’d never return to. 

Fate seemed to mock me for being back so soon.

“So, what exactly am I supposed to do?”

Mineva explained, “Prince Lethers requested a meeting and a duel with you after the official schedule.”

“A duel? The kind I think you’re talking about?”

As a fan of the Legend Fighter series, I understood his desire to meet me. 

I, too, had visited events to meet famous game developers. 

But why did he want to fight me? 

If he wished to fight, he could spar with his highly trained soldiers.

“Yes, he specifically wants to experience the skills of the person who created Legend Fighter,” Mineva confirmed.

“But I’m just an ordinary mage… Is it necessary for me to do this?”

All I wanted was to develop games in peace. 

Minister Herness sighed, “Does an ordinary mage become the champion of a fighting arena?”

“That’s… just something that happened…”

Honestly, I felt wronged. 

I had only aimed to give people a fun challenge and maybe game a bit intensively. 

The arena championship was a recent accomplishment; how did Ra Kingdom even know about it?

“They mentioned the arena champion information, something we didn’t even know. They must really like you.”

“Oh, great…”

Was I being watched? 

The thought of neighboring countries taking such an interest in me sent chills down my spine. But Minister Herness , sipping his coffee, surprised me further.

“But it’s a good opportunity.”

“Huh?”

Was he serious? 

Facing a neighboring prince in combat was a good opportunity?’

Has the Minister gone mad from overwork?

Before I could argue, Minister Herness, with a grave expression, continued, “This is a chance to restore the empire’s honor tarnished by the Border Duel Incident.”

Clearly, he had harbored this grudge deeply. 

His pride, aligned with the empire’s dignity, had been wounded. 

Yet, his focus seemed misguided. 

Shouldn’t he look to the empire’s military or elsewhere?

“But I’m just an ordinary…”

“Please, Yuren. The Empress would be pleased as well.”

Damn it! 

Playing the Empress card? 

In the empire, her orders were absolute, akin to royal decrees in Korean historical dramas. 

Ignoring them could lead to charges of treason, forcing one to flee to another country. 

I considered various escape plans, but then played my final card.

“Wouldn’t it cause significant issues if the prince got injured during the duel?”


Despite being a mage, I was still a citizen. 

If I accidentally harmed the prince with magic, it could lead to major diplomatic problems.

However…

“They assured us it wouldn’t be an issue.”

“Really?”

“Yes, they even said that going easy would be seen as disrespectful.”

“What…”

What kind of war-loving prince was this? 

Was he born in the wrong era?

“Don’t worry, Yuren. As long as the prince doesn’t die, there won’t be any problems.”

“Of course…”

I could almost hear the Minister’s unspoken words: “Beat him to a pulp.”

With the matter settled, Minister Herness set down his coffee cup, “It’s decided then. Yuren, follow Mineva.”

“What? Isn’t the visit next week?”

The visit was scheduled for next week, so I thought there was plenty of time. 

But Mineva had a shocking revelation.

“We have invited martial arts masters within the imperial army to train you.”

“Pardon?”

Martial arts masters? 

This was insane. 

Though I was interested in martial arts for game development, this was too much.

“You have a week, but with their help, you can become stronger.”

The Minister, in his most serious expression, urged, “Make sure to thoroughly defeat the prince.”

“But I…”


“Mineva, take Yuren.”

“Yes, Minister Herness. Yuren, please follow me.”

I was dragged away by Mineva, thrust into the company of martial arts masters (human, elf, and dark elf) with an average age of 357 years. 

The learning never ends. 

But I longed to return to my main job—magic.



 
  
    Chapter 44: Legend Fighter(7)


Decorations made of ivory adorned the lavish room. 

In it, a muscular man with brown skin and a black ponytail sat boldly, shirtless. 

He was none other than Lethers Ra Dragonheart, the second prince of the Kingdom of Ra.

“Your Highness, you seem very pleased.”

“Haha! How could I not be? I am about to meet Yuren, the wizard who created the Legend Fighter and is rumored to be a legendary champion. It’s impossible not to be excited!”

The royal family of Ra was known for their warrior spirit, descendants of a hero and a dragon who saved the world in ancient times. 

Among them, the second prince, Lethers, was particularly exceptional.

From a young age, he showed a keen interest in martial arts and combat, frequently challenging his guards and causing headaches for the royal family. 

His achievements during the Border Dispute Incident had earned him recognition and respect.

For Lethers, the game “Legend Fighter” was nothing short of a festival. 

A game that gathered famous martial arts from around the world to fight each other?

 It was an absolute delight. 

He even forced his guards to play the game, becoming utterly engrossed in it for weeks.

Then, rumors reached him. 

The wizard from the Irene school who created Legend Fighter was a master of the ancient, practical martial art of Yudra and an incredible expert. 

Upon hearing this, Lethers felt his dragon heart pounding wildly. 

The creator of Legend Fighter was someone he had to meet, especially if they were also a master of a lost martial art.

Lethers requested a meeting and a match with Yuren from the Zers  Empire, using all his authority to make it happen. 

“Ryumun, is it certain that his skills are genuine?”

“Yes, Your Highness. I haven’t experienced it personally, but judging by his defeat of ‘Blancia,’ the champion who bested me, he is undoubtedly extraordinary.”

“Good! It should be fun then!”

To be sure, Lethers sent his subordinate Ryumun to verify the rumors about Yuren. 

Contrary to his reputation as a brute, Lethers was as cunning as a fox and as fierce as a tiger.

“Haha! Encounters with strong opponents always set my blood boiling. I look forward to it, Yuren.”

Lethers raised his glass to the moon, toasting the unknown Yuren, whom he already felt like an old friend. 

He sincerely prayed to the dragon god that Yuren would give him an enjoyable time.

At that very moment, Yuren was undergoing intense training in the training room of the Zers Empire’s army.

“Not there yet! Rookie! The Lightning Spear of Jergas is stronger than that!”

Yuren was being drilled by ‘Malek,’ a legendary elf soldier who had been in service for over 500 years. 

He was teaching Yuren the ultimate technique of Zergas, but Yuren was distressed.

“No, using such a lethal technique on a prince is a disaster waiting to happen!”

“He won’t die! A royal I fought 200 years ago survived it!”

The Lightning Spear of Zergas was a brutally simple technique: first, gather a massive amount of lightning in your fist. 

Second, charge at the enemy with lightning-enhanced speed and strike their chest. 

Third, either their chest explodes, or their heart stops from the shock. 

Last, RIP.

Yuren thought both the elf drill sergeant who recommended using such a technique on a foreign prince and the Ra royal who survived it were insane.

As Yuren endured this training, Herness arrived.

“Minerva, how is Yuren’s training progressing?”

Herness asked Minerva, who was overseeing the training.

“Yes, Minister. Yuren’s training is proceeding smoothly. However, time is limited, so there are constraints.”

“That’s unfortunate. I wish we had started training from the moment we accepted the request.”

The Minister’s words would have terrified Yuren if he heard them. 

Minerva, understanding the high expectations placed on Yuren, also had some good news.

“Still, as a first-class wizard, his basic skills are solid, so we can be hopeful.”

“That’s somewhat reassuring.”

Minerva, also a knight, had received combat training and could objectively evaluate Yuren’s abilities. 

Yuren was strong, exceptionally so, even among the best imperial warriors. 

It was strange that the empire hadn’t already scouted him.

As Minerva pondered this, she noticed someone entering the training ground. 

A woman with platinum hair and a luxurious outfit, accompanied by maids… There was only one person in the royal capital who dressed like that.

“Greetings, Your Majesty.”

“Greetings, Your Majesty.”

Everyone in the training ground greeted Olivia Aurelia, the Empress at the pinnacle of imperial power, who had just arrived. 

She spoke, “Rise, everyone. I am merely here to observe.”

At her command, everyone stood up. 

Yuren and Malek continued their training, albeit with more pressure. 

The Empress asked the Minister, “Is that the wizard from the rumors?”

“Yes, Your Majesty. He is Yuren, the creator of the Legend Fighter game.”

Empress Olivia knew about Yuren from the Minister’s reports but was seeing him for the first time. 

“He seems younger than I expected. I thought he would be older.”

“He is considered a genius, Your Majesty.”

“That’s good. It’s always beneficial for the empire to have geniuses.”

Despite her calm demeanor, both the Minister and Minerva were sweating nervously beside the Empress. 

She then asked, “The second prince from the Kingdom of Ra requested an interesting event, didn’t he?”

“Yes, Your Majesty. He requested a meeting and a match with Yuren.”

“That sounds entertaining. Minister, I’d like to attend as well. Is that possible?”

“Your… Your Majesty?”

The match was supposed to be a private event with a few spectators, to avoid complications in case of an accident. 

Now, the Empress herself wanted to attend. The Minister felt the sky turning yellow.

“Yes, I wish to witness the moment when the empire’s pride is reborn.”

Her concise words conveyed a command: *Victory is a must.*

Minerva, too, felt the weight of this directive. 

“Of course, Your Majesty. I will make the arrangements.”

“I look forward to it, Minister.”

With that, Empress Olivia left with her maids. 

The minister and Minerva were left with splitting headaches.

“Things have escalated, Minister.”

“Indeed. Do you have any stomach medicine, Minerva?”


“Here you go.”

“Thank you.”

The Prime Minister, feeling like his stomach was being eaten away, took the medicine Minerva handed him. 

Later, when Yuren heard about this, he too screamed and took the same medicine.

“So, in summary, I have to fight the prince of the Ra Kingdom in front of the Empress.”

“Yes, that’s what it comes down to.”

Night fell. 

Originally, Yuren planned to stay at the accommodation prepared by Sylvia in Zepia, but due to the surveillance disguised as security, he contacted his master and fellow students from the imperial army’s lodging to discuss the situation.

“Are you alright, my pupil? You look like you’ve lost weight.”

“I’m fine, Master… Actually, maybe I’m not.”

Trying to reassure his worried master was difficult. 

Even a light sparring match was a burden, but to stake the pride of a nation in a duel?

Yuren wanted to question what they were thinking by involving a game developer in this mess.

“If we lose, won’t we all be executed?”

Jiren suddenly voiced a frightening thought. 

It seemed plausible that his head could indeed be at risk.

“Then if Yuren wins, won’t everything be solved?”

Karen casually suggested that Yuren simply win. 

Her high confidence in him was reassuring, but the situation was not that simple.

“It’s not that easy, Karen. According to the information, the prince, Lethers, is truly formidable.”

After the meeting was decided, Yuren read through the information about Lethers provided by the Ministry. 

His conclusion was that Lethers was genuinely strong. 

Contrary to rumors of easily defeating weak border soldiers, the commander he fought was a true expert, and Lethers surpassed him.

Blessed with the physical prowess of his dragon lineage, trained in martial arts from a young age, and seasoned with real combat experience, Lethers was capable of defeating top-tier combat wizards solo, according to the chancellor’s assessment.

And they expected Yuren to fight this monster in a martial arts duel, not even using magic to his full extent? 

The mission was extreme.

“Does this mean Yuren is going to lose?”

Hearing his distressed voice, Noirin asked worriedly. 

Despite the dire situation, Yuren knew from experience that there was always a way out of even the most hopeless situations. 

He had learned countless martial arts while creating Legend Fighter, which gave him a glimmer of hope.

Thus, he declared, “I will win.”

By making this declaration, Yuren left no room for retreat. 


Time flew by like a bolt of lightning. 

Seven days passed in what felt like an instant, and the day finally arrived.

“Lethers Ra Dragonheart, second prince of the Kingdom of Ra, greets Her Majesty Empress Olivia Aurelia of the Zers Empire.”

“On behalf of the Zers Empire, we welcome your visit for peace.”

They had arrived at the empire.
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The diplomatic delegation from the Kingdom of Ra arrived at the imperial palace with Prince Lethers. 

They were dressed in red fantasy clothes with an oriental touch, carrying their national flag adorned with their emblematic dragon, walking with imposing dignity. 

Among them, there he was, the man who looked like a heavyweight Thai champion from UFC in a past life. 

With his black ponytail, muscular build, and tan skin, he was unmistakable. 

This man was Lethers Ra Dragonheart, the second prince of the Kingdom of Ra and a passionate fan of Legend Fighter, who had challenged me to a duel and subjected me to hellish training.

“Yuren… are you alright? Your eyes are bloodshot,” Sylvia said, concerned.

“Ah, it’s nothing. Sylvia, I just got some tough training for a week.”

“Training…? What kind of training?”

For the past week, I had been subjected to grueling training by masters with an average age of 357.

Consequently, I was also dragged along to this state visit, accompanied by Sylvia and bodyguards disguised as my watchers, standing in for the busy Prime Minister Herness and Mineva.

Sylvia, having learned about my involvement, found me and offered her support, as she was also invited to the state visit.

“Yuren, I heard you became a champion in the fighting arena.”

“Yes, somehow…”

“If you were that interested in martial arts competitions, you should have told me. I could have arranged for you to enter the [Colosseum Arena].”

“Well… Sylvia, I think there’s a misunderstanding…”

There was indeed a misunderstanding, but while I was busy clarifying it, the state visit progressed smoothly.

“Prince Lethers Ra Dragonheart of the Kingdom of Ra greets Her Majesty, Empress Olivia Aurelia of the Zers Empire.”

“On behalf of the Zers Empire, I welcome your visit in the name of peace.”

Prince Lethers bowed respectfully to the Empress, exchanged pleasantries, took commemorative photos, and shook hands with the officials. 

Watching the proceedings, I began to feel a bit out of place.

“Who am I…? Why am I here…?”

“Snap out of it, Yuren. Your turn is coming once the official event ends,” Sylvia said, poking my side with her finger.

Sylvia was dressed in a beautiful sapphire-blue dress, while I wore a formal tuxedo similar to those from my past life, with my hair slicked back in a noble fashion. 

It was quite uncomfortable. 

All I wanted was to go home and work on developing games.

As I stood there, lost in thought, the official event seemed to conclude, and I noticed someone approaching through the crowd. 

Wearing his red prince’s outfit and accompanied by maids and subordinates, he walked briskly toward me.

“Wizard Yuren greets Prince Lethers,” I said, bowing according to palace etiquette.

“Sylvia of the Edward family greets Prince Lethers,” Silvia added.

Prince Lethers laughed heartily at our greetings.

Up close, he indeed resembled the Muay Thai fighters I remembered from my past life. 

“Ha ha! So you are Yuren, the creator of Legend Fighter. It’s a pleasure to meet you!” He extended his hand for a handshake, but then he started squeezing my hand. 

What’s this!? 

Some new form of harassment?

Unlike my confusion, Prince Lethers spoke seriously, “Hmm, judging by the feel of your hand, you don’t seem to have much combat experience. How long have you been practicing martial arts?”

“It’s been four months now.”

“What! Only four months?”

“Yes.”

To be precise, it had been four months and one week, but I rounded down. 

The prince seemed surprised at my smooth, uncalloused hands.

“Incredible, to have created something as profound as ‘Legend Fighter’ with only four months of training?”

“I’m not sure about the profundity, but I just created it based on what I learned and felt.”

I couldn’t tell him that I had spent ten years playing fighting games in my past life and that was where my experience came from, so I dressed up my answer as best I could.

The prince looked at me with a satisfied expression, as if he had found a kindred spirit.

“Remarkable, to reach such a level in just four months. You must be a genius in martial arts.”

Prince Lethers seemed to think I was some prodigious fighter. 

“No, Prince, I am just an ordinary game developer.”

“Ha ha! You are too modest, my friend! Ah, there is something I’ve been wanting to ask you.”

“Yes, please, ask anything.”

The prince’s face grew serious, making me wonder if it was something important. 

I signaled Sylvia to be ready to intervene if needed, and she nodded.

“What character do you mainly use in Legend Fighter?”

“Huh?”

“Prince?”

I was stunned by the unexpected question, and so was Sylvia.

“When my men and I played, we felt that Curie was somewhat weaker and Blanc stronger. Is it because you favor Blanc? I’ve been dying to ask you this.”

Curie had weak aerial attacks, while Blanc specialized in them. 

It was a matter of character balance, but the prince seemed to think I had a personal preference.

I knew the right answer to this question as a game developer.

“I love all characters, Prince.”

All characters were my creations, and I loved them all equally. 

No exceptions. 

My words seemed to resonate with the prince, who smiled warmly.

“Ha ha! To love all martial arts equally! That’s exactly what the creator of Legend Fighter should say! Yes, indeed!”

Well, it wasn’t about loving martial arts, but if that’s how he interpreted it, so be it.

“I’ve heard you’re a wizard, Yuren. Isn’t it disadvantageous to fight using only martial arts?”

The conversation had now shifted from games to a potential duel. 

This prince was really something.

“If you don’t mind, I’d like to duel with you, using all your magic. What do you think?”

Being allowed to use magic freely? 

That would significantly increase my chances of winning from 20% to over 70%.

I seriously considered the prince’s offer. But…

“Thank you for your consideration, but I’m fine, Prince.”

“Why? Are you showing mercy on me?”

The prince’s expression grew stern, interpreting my refusal as condescension.

There’s nothing more insulting to a warrior’s pride than pity.

“I am not a warrior. But, Prince, I am the creator of Legend Fighter. I believe that answer is sufficient.”

Just as warriors have their pride, I had mine as a game developer of Legend Fighter.

That pride urged me to tackle the challenge head-on.


The prince looked at me in surprise, then laughed heartily.

“Ha ha! I think dueling you will be quite enjoyable. More so than at the border! Ha ha!”

Thump! Thump!

The prince patted my shoulder so hard I thought it might dislocate.

“I look forward to our duel tomorrow, Yuren.”


With that, Prince Lethers and his entourage left. Sylvia looked at me worriedly.

“Yuren… you’re regretting it now, aren’t you?”

“No, I’m fine, Sylvia. Regret? Never… why on earth did I say something so crazy?”

Ugh, my hardcore gamer instincts had gotten the better of me again. 

I had unknowingly selected the hard mode.
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After his meeting with Yuren, Prince Lethers moved to the guest house prepared by the Zers Empire. 

As they were traveling with his subordinates, his loyal aide Hans spoke up.

“Um, that wizard Yuren is much younger than I expected. Honestly, I can hardly believe it.”

“I was surprised too when I first saw him.”

Anyone who has participated in a fighting game or a martial art knows the experience. 

The moment you throw the first punch, you can sense if your opponent is better or worse than you. 

It’s an indescribable, numerical sense, but anyone who has reached a certain level of mastery has experienced it. 

And Lethers’ subordinates, trained in martial arts, had reached that level.

The creator of the Legendary Fighter game they were about to play had to have had an extraordinary amount of experience. 

They imagined Yuren, the creator, to be at least a 50-60-year-old warrior. 

But what appeared before them was a surprisingly young man in his twenties with silver hair.

Although Prince Lethers started the conversation nonchalantly, giving no room to question, they were ready to probe if Yuren was indeed the true developer of Legendary Fighter.

“Didn’t you feel it? His soul was at least 60 years old.”

“What?”

“No way… He looked human to me. Was he an elf?”

“No, he wasn’t an elf. He was definitely human.”

The royal family of Ra, with the blood of dragons, was sensitive to the energy emitted by magical beings. 

Prince Lethers felt human energy from Yuren. 

But simultaneously, he also sensed the spirit of a human who had lived for 50-60 years.

They couldn’t understand Yuren, but the prince seemed to be convinced.

“I heard from Prime Minister Herness that he is a disciple of the sage Irene.”

“Irene, the hero of the Millennium War?”

The fame of Sage Irene was well known in the Kingdom of Ra. 

If Yuren was her disciple, it made sense that his soul’s age would be 60.

“Right, a sage elf blessed by the World Tree, living for a thousand years. If Yuren received some magical treatment from such a being, it wouldn’t be strange for him to maintain his youth.”

The world of magic is vast. 

There’s no magic for immortality, but there are rumors of spells that could extend life by ten years at the cost of rare magical materials. 

These spells usually have severe side effects, like ruining one’s face or turning the skin green. 

But if Sage Irene had used such a spell without side effects on his disciple, Yuren’s real age being 60 was understandable.

“It’s scary. To hide such claws behind such an innocent face…”

“Haha! Anyone challenging the heir of dragon’s blood must have claws like that!”

Even if Yuren had received magical blessings from Sage Irene, Lethers didn’t see it as unfair. 

After all, he himself was already blessed immensely by the dragon’s blood. 

Due to this blessing, Lethers had never experienced a fair fight in his life. 

He was always the stronger one.

But this time was different. 

His opponent had the blessings of Sage Irene and the essence of martial arts required to create Legendary Fighter. 

This was the first time Lethers would face someone on equal footing.

He felt his dragon heart pounding with excitement.

“I look forward to seeing what secret of the sage can defeat me without magic, ha ha!”

However, it wouldn’t be easy for the wizard Yuren to beat him using only martial arts. 

Unless there was some hidden secret from the sage.

Expecting to uncover that secret, Prince Lethers entered the guest house, eager for tomorrow. 

But Yuren had received no such treatment or secret.

Unbeknownst to Yuren, the misunderstanding about him deepened.

The next day arrived.

Finally, the day had come. 

The day he wished wouldn’t come, the day he wanted to forget.

The day of the duel with the prince.

“Are you ready, Yuren?”

“Yes… Minerva.”

Minerva came to check on his condition one last time. 

Yuren was dressed in a black and gold Imperial uniform, similar to the protagonist Karuga from Legendary Fighter, waiting in the dressing room.

He wore the Imperial uniform not to cosplay as the protagonist, but because the Prime minister’s office requested it to represent the Empire.

They really asked for everything.

“Minerva… Why are we dueling in the Zephyr colosseum?”

Yuren was now in the waiting room of the Zephyr colosseum, where the Super Thomas event had been held. 

Initially, he was told the duel would be in the Imperial Army training ground, but the location changed yesterday.

“The Empress will be watching. A training ground would be unsuitable for such an occasion.”

“I see… But…”

The Empress would be watching. 

Hahaha, is this what a Roman gladiator felt like? 

He sighed. It made sense for the location to change because of them, but…

A buzz of voices.

A crowd murmuring.

“Lamb hot dogs for sale!”

“Here, one, please!”

The Zephyr colosseum was packed with people. 

Yuren had heard only a few related individuals would be watching, but it seemed like the entire population of Zephyr had gathered.

“Why are there so many spectators?”

“Well… somehow…”

Yuren later heard that the duel between him and the prince had become a hot topic among the nobles of Zephyr. 

The crazy dragon who humiliated the Empire and the wizard who created Legendary Fighter were dueling before the queen and the emperor.

It was rumored that the wizard must be a proven master to be allowed such a grand duel. 

The nobles, wanting to witness the Empire’s pride restored, flocked to the coliseum.

“This area is restricted to authorized personnel only.”

“I’m from the chancellor’s third team, here for official business.”

“I’m Malek, former commander of the Southern Tiger Battalion. Let me in.”

“I’m from the Imperial Guard. I’ll be providing security just in case.”


“I’m from ‘AAA’ bakery, supplying bread to the palace. I believe I qualify as related personnel.”

Everyone and their distant relatives found a way in, making the colosseum impossible to control. 

Prince Lethers’ side even said, “Ha ha! The more spectators, the more thrilling the fight! It’s fine!” And so it proceeded.

It seemed insane to everyone.

“I… I have a lot of work, so I’ll be going!”

Minerva fled, and Yuren’s family, who had been waiting outside, came in. Sage Irene, Jiren, Karen, Noirin, Julia, and even Sylvia were there to support him.

Seeing his family, Yuren almost teared up.

“Big brother, there are so many people outside. If you lose, it’ll be a disaster.”

“Yeah, we might have to flee the country.”

The duel had become a national pride match. 

Losing wasn’t an option.

“Hahahaha! Don’t worry. Our Yuren is strong. 

He’ll win for sure. He’s not as strong as me, though. Hahaha!”

Julia patted his shoulder encouragingly. 

She smiled brightly, but her trembling hand showed her worry.

At that moment, Sylvia held Yuren’s hand.

“Do your best, Yuren. No matter the result, the Edward Consortium will  always support you. Just come back safely.”

“Thank you, Sylvia.”

Sylvia, knowing the prince’s strength, looked at him with deep concern. 

Julia glared at them with sharp eyes.

Why is she doing that?

“Don’t worry, my disciple. Even if you lose, I’ll avenge you!”

Even Sage Irene held his hand and encouraged him. 

Though it was just words, his support gave Yuren strength.

“Thanks, Master. Even if it’s just words.”

“It’s not just words…”

Time passed, and a voice called out from outside.

“Yuren, it’s time.”

“Then, everyone, I’ll be back.”

Yuren stood up and headed to the arena. 

His shoulders felt heavy. 

Beyond family, the pride of his nation rested on them.

But the more he thought about it, the stranger it seemed. 

Asking a game developer to do this was insane. 

When this was over, he would demand a huge reward from the ministry. 

If they didn’t comply, he’d sue.

As he was lost in thought, his master’s voice came from behind.

“Enjoy yourself, my disciple.”

“Yes, Master.”


Forget the headaches for now. Focus on the task at hand and enjoy the fight ahead. It wasn’t complicated. 

He was about to play a fighting game.

“Then, I’ll have a good game and return.”

With those words, he stepped into the Zephyr colosseum.

The dragon awaited him
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“Wowwwwwwww!”

As I exited the Zephia Colosseum, a tremendous cheer echoed through the air. 

In the center of the colosseum, Prince Lethers was already waiting. 

Standing ten centimeters taller than me, the muscular prince with bronze skin donned the blue martial attire of the Kingdom of Ra, similar to Curie’s style, and waited patiently.

“Ha ha! You seem very nervous, Yuren!”

“This is the first time I’ve been the center of attention for so many people. What about you, Prince? Are you okay?”

The Zephia Colosseum was packed, just like during the Tetris event. 

Tens of thousands of people were watching us, making me feel anxious under their scrutiny. 

But Prince Lethers remained calm.

“Ha ha! It’s natural for a prince to be the focus of his people’s attention! Isn’t it exciting? What better stage could there be for our duel? Ha ha!”

“Ha ha… I see.”

Lethers would have been a popular fighter if he were born in my previous world. 

He seemed thrilled, almost enjoying himself. 

After pondering for a moment, he added, “Hmm, thinking about it, the last stage of the legendary fighter would be nice too.”

Was he referring to the burning colosseum? 

It seemed like Prince Lethers wanted to set this place ablaze.

 Imagining it with such calmness, he indeed appeared to be a mad dragon.

“Ha ha! Just kidding.”

“Ha ha ha ha…”

Still, I feared he might actually do it. 

Meanwhile, a burly man with a black beard, who seemed to be the judge, approached us. 

Not a bard but an official colosseum judge, he began the proceedings in a loud voice.

“First, let us greet Her Majesty the Empress and His Majesty the Emperor.”

At the judge’s declaration, the audience fell silent. Along with the prince, I bowed to the empress and the emperor. 

The ceremonial etiquette, reminiscent of monarchies in movies, was always tedious.

“Now, swear to Vellum, the god of war!”

“I will fight honorably as a warrior!”

“I will fight honorably as a warrior.”

In this world, combatants swear to Vellum, the god of war, promising to fight honorably and fairly. 

I wasn’t a warrior or gladiator, so I went through the motions half-heartedly.

“Warriors, please take your positions!”

The prince and I moved to our designated spots. 

As the duel approached, the cheers from the spectators grew louder and more intense.

“Go, Yuren!”

“Show the might of the Zers Empire!”

“Use what I taught you! Fight as if you’re ready to kill!”

Most of the cheers were for me or expressed anger towards the Kingdom of Ra, but there were also supporters of Ra.

“Go, Prince Lethers!”

“Victory to the Dragon once more!”

Prince Lethers took his stance. 

With his left foot forward, he adopted the ‘Plema’ stance, ready to unleash a powerful kick at any moment. 

Unlike Karen’s more feminine style, Prince Lethers looked like an aggressive kickboxer.

I calmed my pounding heart, extended my hands forward like a zombie, and assumed the ‘Yudra’ stance.

“Now, Yuren, let the fun begin. Don’t disappoint me.”

“Don’t worry, I have a lot at stake, so I’ll give it my all.”

“Good, it will be fun that way. Now, let’s see the famous ‘Yudra’!”

Prince Lethers seemed poised to charge at any moment. 

I focused on him, knowing he could rush in at any time.

The world grew silent, time seemed to slow down.

And then…

*Ding!*

“Here I come!”

With the start signal, Prince Lethers exploded towards me with astonishing speed, launching himself like a missile. 

It was the same charging technique I’d seen Karen use several times.

(He’s fast. But!)

His speed was indeed faster than Karen’s, but not unmanageable. 

I created a vine whip with the Yudra’s power and lashed it towards Prince Lethers.

*Snap!*

“The prince is caught!”

The whip wrapped around his leg, and I pulled, disrupting his stance.

“Oh!”

*Thud!*

Prince Lethers crashed to the ground with a loud thud. 

Seizing the opportunity, I used the whip’s momentum to propel myself and landed a soccer kick.

*Thwack!*

“How could this be! The prince is hit!”

I landed the first hit, but it felt like hitting a solid wall. 

The heavy sensation in my foot was unlike hitting a human, more like striking a thick hide of an elephant or hippo. 

My foot tingled from the impact.

Unfazed, Prince Lethers got up, dusting himself off.

“So this is the Yudra’s whip? It’s faster than what I saw in the legendary fighter.”

He seemed more curious than hurt, as if he’d taken the hit on purpose to feel it out. 

Was this the strength of the Ra royalty, with their dragon-like bodies? 

It was terrifying.

Assuming his stance again, Prince Lethers said, “But… if this is all you’ve got, I’ll be disappointed, Yuren!”

He charged again, and I responded with my vine whip.

*Snap! Snap!*

“Haaa! Flaming Dragon Claw!”

Timing his kick perfectly, the prince unleashed a flaming back kick that engulfed my whip.


“The whip is burning!”

Though magical, the vine whip was still a plant and quickly turned to ash.

“Here I come!”

Prince Lethers charged and leapt, his flaming foot smashing into the ground like a meteor.

*Boom!*

“Whoa!”

I barely dodged in time. 

The spot where I stood was charred, smoke rising from the impact. 

Was he really trying to kill me?

Trying to catch my breath, I saw the prince charging through the smoke, eyes blazing.

“Not over yet!”

*Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom!*

“Ahhhhh!”

He launched five consecutive flaming kicks. 

It reminded me of a technique from martial arts comics in my previous life. 

How could this be real?

Barely evading, I heard him say, “I acknowledge it, you’re fast. Faster than me when it comes to running.”

“Th-Thank you.”

As expected, this was a tough battle. 

In our game, I had faced such difficulties with Karen too. 

It was like the rock-paper-scissors of Pocket monsters…

“As expected, Yudra is weak against Plema.”

“Ha ha! Fire is naturally stronger than plants.”

The vine whip, being a plant, had its drawbacks. Karen’s lower firepower wasn’t much of a problem, but it still weakened the whip. 

Against the prince, it was incinerated instantly.

“So what now? Surely you won’t just keep running away?”

Though he had the upper hand, the prince didn’t press the attack. 

Instead, he taunted me with a relaxed demeanor.

“Ha ha! If you have another trick, show it before the duel ends.”

Even his arrogance seemed natural, not overbearing.

It suited him well.

“No choice. I was saving this, but I’ll have to use it now.”

I slowly unveiled my secret technique. 

The entire colosseum gasped in shock.

“That’s…!”

“That stance is…!”

Even the people from the Irene school were astonished. 

Watching from the audience, they couldn’t hide their surprise, especially Karen.

“That’s… that’s Plema!”

“Yes. Yuren is using Plema.”

The stance I took was the same as the martial art from the Kingdom of Ra, the one Karen had learned. 

Mirroring his stance like a reflection, the prince was shocked yet amused.

“Are you joking? You’re challenging me with Plema?”

The prince had great pride in his martial art, enough to correct Curie’s form after the event to enhance her abilities. 

To see someone use his own technique against him felt like suicide.

“You’ll see if it’s a joke soon enough.”


But I was serious. 

The prince saw the determination in my eyes and smiled, genuinely entertained.

“Fine, I’ll confirm it myself!”

To assess my Plema, the prince charged once more. 

The real battle was just beginning.
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Clash of Legends

“Alright, then let’s check it out once!” Prince charged forward to verify Yuren ‘s Plema.

The prince stormed forward like an enraged bull at the sight of red, launching a fierce Plema kick towards Yuren .

And then…

Bam!

“That… that was the prince’s kick!”

“It’s blocked…”

In the center of the colosseum, the clash between the two fiery kicks occurred. Yuren’s Plema kick blocked the prince’s Plema kick.

The prince continued his kicks, seemingly unable to believe it, while Yuren countered with the same technique.

The earth-shattering explosions continued, and Jiren asked Karen, “Isn’t that like Karen’s Plema?”

“Exactly. When did Yuren master it?”

Although they had learned martial arts together, Yuren  had never specifically trained in Plema

Irene casually revealed Yuren ‘s secret to everyone’s curiosity.

“Don’t you all know? Yuren learns anything after seeing it once.”

“What?”

“Yuren!?”

Everyone present was astonished by Yuren ‘s secret. 

But Irene wore a perplexed expression, unable to understand their surprise.

“Didn’t you all see it? If you teach him magic, Yuren  can mimic it after just one glance.”

“That’s because Yuren is much older than he looks, so we thought he learned it first!”

“Right!”

“My disciples, I do not discriminate in your teachings.”

Yuren could master most magic after seeing it once. 

Whether it was due to experiences from a past life or a cheat in this life, Yuren himself didn’t know. 

But what mattered was that if he could replicate magic after seeing it, then martial arts were undoubtedly within his reach. 

His mastery was enough for even the discerning prince to acknowledge, as they exchanged kicks, the prince had to admit the truth: Yuren’s skill was genuine.

“Indeed, this is no joke! But!”

However, after exchanging several kicks, the prince realized something. 

The technique was satisfactory. 

But that was all. 

Yuren’s Plema felt too light.

Crash!

“Argh!”

“It’s too light! Plema kicks shouldn’t be this light!”

The prince began to show his true determination.

His muscles expanded like a dragon’s, and his flames intensified. 

Yuren, pushed back by the prince’s sincere kick, stumbled backward.

“It ends here, Yuren!”

Chasing after Yuren ‘s retreat, the prince prepared his final move: Dragon’s Claw, his favorite Plema technique, aimed directly at Yuren .

But at that moment…

Whoosh!

“What… what was that?”

The prince’s kick passed right through Yuren .

Spectators gasped in shock at the sight. 

However, Julia, who knew everything, shivered with excitement.

“Illusion? Then perhaps…”

“The Black Forest! Yuren used the Black Forest!”

Gradually, even the prince realized the change. His perfectly timed move seemed to cut through empty air.

“This sensation… an illusion, perhaps!?”

“Too late.”

By the time the prince noticed, it was already too late.

Yuren , who had slipped behind him, grabbed the prince’s waist and executed the Black Forest’s lifting kick, slamming him onto the ground.

Crash!

“Gah!”

Even with a dragon’s physique, colliding with the hard ground seemed to inflict damage on the prince.

Notably, Yuren didn’t relent. 

Seizing the opportunity, he rushed towards the fallen prince.

“One more strike!”

Yuren unleashed a blazing Plema kick towards the prince.

In his weakened state, the prince seemed disoriented. 

It was the perfect chance.

But Yuren forgot one thing.

Logic didn’t apply to dragons.

“Impossible!”

Bam!

“Kwaaargh!”

Even in his fallen state, the prince managed to launch a rising kick towards Yuren’s abdomen.

Despite Yuren’s defensive posture, the impact felt like being hit by a grenade. 

He was sent flying backward, and the match reset.

“Huff, your skills are remarkable. It’s the first time I couldn’t differentiate an illusion in my life.”

“Cough, cough, cough. It’s an honor to deceive a dragon’s senses.”

The prince regained his stance. 

So did Yuren .

Both assumed positions, ready for the final showdown.

The audience, including spectators from the colosseum, anticipated the climax.

“This is the final round. Yuren, I’d love to continue enjoying this, but as a prince, I can’t afford that luxury.”

“It’s alright. Prince, I feel like I’m about to die… This is the end.”

Yuren took the stance for his last technique.

Finally, the moment everyone had been waiting for arrived. 


The spectators erupted in excitement as Yuren assumed his stance.

“Look at that!”

“He’s finally using it!”

The protagonist of Legend Fighter,

The resurrected general’s technique of the empire,

‘Zergas.’

Yuren finally took that stance.

“Alright, since we’re in the empire, it’s only fair that I experience this! Thank you till the end, Yuren!”

The prince took a stance familiar to Yuren.

It was the signature move of Curie’s ultimate skill, the ‘Blazing Dance of the Dragon.’


To counter it, Yuren prepared.

The clash of fire against lightning,

Ra Kingdom versus the Zers Empire,

The prince versus the game developer (?),

The end of the match grew closer. 



 
  
    Chapter 49: Legend Fighter(12)


Prince Lethers thoroughly enjoyed fighting Yuren. 

Was it because Yuren was the developer who created the legendary fighter? 

No. 

Was it because he had mastered the lost martial arts of the Irene School? 

That wasn’t it either. 

The more they fought, the more Prince Lethers realized why he found it so enjoyable. 

It was because Yuren genuinely tried to defeat him.

Prince Lethers found combat entertaining. 

To be precise, it was the only thing he enjoyed. 

He could not become king because he wasn’t the firstborn. 

As royalty, he couldn’t pursue other careers or become a soldier. 

Fighting was the only hobby he could truly enjoy. 

However, at some point, even that became dull. 

He had grown so strong that sparring became impossible. 

Those who matched his strength feared injuring royalty and refused to duel him. 

Weaker opponents surrendered as soon as they felt they couldn’t win. 

Always winning made the game boring.

But Yuren was different. 

He used various martial arts to exploit Prince Lethers’ weaknesses. 

Even employing techniques seen only in the Legendary Fighter game, he provoked reckless combat. 

Yuren was a challenger who used every means to win, something Prince Lethers had never encountered. 

For the first time, the prince felt the joy of fighting an equal. 

The thrill he felt in the game came to life in his battles with Yuren, and he was grateful for it.

However, all good things must come to an end. 

Both the prince and Yuren had reached their limits. 

At the very least, Prince Lethers thought it respectful to end the fight with their best moves, a fitting tribute to his worthy opponent. 

He prepared his ultimate technique.

The Colosseum grew silent. 

The crackling of the lightning gathering in Yuren’s right hand and the sound of the fire blazing around the prince’s legs were the only things audible.

“Who do you think will win?”

“Haha! Of course, it’s Yuren! With the speed of the Lightning God’s Spear from Zergas, he can knock the prince out in one hit!”

“But Plema is also strong. The prince’s ‘Burning Dragon Dance’ might actually burn Yuren like a dragon’s fire.”

Everywhere, spectators added to the buzz. Apollo, confident in the Lightning God’s Spear, predicted Yuren’s victory. 

However, Karen believed Yuren was at a disadvantage. She knew Plema’s overwhelming strength compared to the Lightning God’s Spear.

“Here I come.”

“Haha! Come on, Yuren!”

Yuren assumed a stance, his fist enveloped in lightning. 

In response, the prince’s leg blazed as if a fiery dragon were ascending. 

The clash between the Lightning God and the Fire Dragon was imminent.

“Lightning God’s Spear!”

“Here I go! Burning Dragon Dance!”

Yuren moved first. 

His lightning-powered fist shot towards the prince like a spear. 

The prince countered with his fiery right leg, clashing with the lightning spear in the middle of the Colosseum.

Boom!

“Whoa!”

“It’s going to explode!”

Lightning and fire clashed violently, the fight too evenly matched to predict a winner.

“Aaaah!”

“Haaa!”

The prince had superior physical strength, but Yuren had the advantage in magical power. 

The clash felt eternal, but a victor emerged.

“Argh!”

“Yuren is being pushed back!”

“Is the Lightning God’s Spear breaking!?”

A human couldn’t win a strength contest against a dragon. 

The Lightning God’s Spear shattered, and Yuren was pushed back.

“It was fun, Yuren! But this ends now!”

The Burning Dragon Dance was a series of powerful kicks. 

The prince prepared for a spinning kick, and the audience anticipated his victory.

“Prince Lethers has won!”

“Prince, win!”

Even Yuren’s supporters feared his defeat.

“Yuren!”

“Is Yuren losing?!”

Julia and Noirin’s faces darkened. 

But one person still believed in Yuren.

“No! Yuren hasn’t lost yet!”

Yuren’s vision slowed. 

His right hand, blown away by the Burning Dragon Dance, was useless, and his left hand too far to help. His legs, unsteady, could not use any martial arts.

But was that truly the case?

“Wait, is that—!”

Yuren’s martial arts were taught by Irene, specifically ‘Yudra,’ a plant-based magic. 

Although fire and plants were usually incompatible, Yudra had techniques that could endure flames. 

Yuren had kept this a secret, revealing it only now.

Snap!

“Argh!”

Yuren’s left hand lashed out with a whip-like vine, wrapping around the prince’s neck. 

The prince tried to respond, but it was too late. 


The thick vine tightened around his neck, and Yuren pulled with all his strength.

“Argh!”

Normally, the prince’s strength would easily break free, but he had exhausted his power on his final move. 

Both were at their limits.

“Ugh, this is tough!”

Yuren, a magician, had a slight edge in magical power, but even he was nearing his end.

“Argh!”

“Argh!”

The audience cheered for their respective fighters with all their might.

“Yuren, hang in there!”

“Break the prince’s neck!”

“Prince, win!”

“Tear that vine with your teeth!”

From the moment Yuren saw the information provided by the Minister, he knew he couldn’t win directly. 

The prince’s dragon blood made him strong, impervious to most attacks, and possessing superhuman strength. 

Despite his magical prowess, Yuren couldn’t win head-on.

But, as Apollo said, there was no such thing as invincible. 

Even with dragon blood, the prince was still human. 

Humans bled and could be rendered unconscious if their blood flow was cut off. 

Yuren’s vine tightened around the prince’s neck, and the prince began to weaken.

Thud!

“Prince Lethers!”

“Huff… Huff… Huff…”

The prince collapsed, lifeless as a doll with its strings cut. 

The referee rushed over to check his condition.

“Prince Lethers has lost consciousness. Mage Yuren is the winner.”

The Colosseum fell silent. 


The reality of the situation took a moment to sink in. 

The underdog had won at the last minute.

“Whoa!!!”

The cheers shook the Colosseum. 

Yuren had won.



 
  
    Chapter 50: Legend Fighter(13)


It was as I had foreseen, strangling the prince’s neck with the true whip of Yudra. 

However, the sensation I felt in my hands was entirely unexpected. 

It felt as though I was pulling a massive tree, not a human neck. 

I never anticipated he would still possess such strength after expending so much energy.

In contrast, my situation was dire. My right hand was fractured, my magical energy depleted, and I had no martial arts left to show. 

If I didn’t finish this now, I would lose. 

Determined to end it here, I pulled the whip with all my might. 

My left hand, which joined the effort, seemed like it would break too, but I didn’t care. 

Wounds could be treated, but the opportunity to win wouldn’t come again.

After what felt like an eternity, twenty seconds passed, and I felt the prince’s strength wane

Slowly, like a scene in a slow-motion movie, he collapsed to the ground. 

The referee approached the fallen prince, and I, with no strength left in my body and no sensation in my hands, prayed for it to be over. 

After inspecting the prince, the referee declared my victory.

“I won.”

The moment was followed by a deafening roar that shook the colosseum. 

I started to notice the many people in the colosseum cheering. 

Sylvia and Julia were among them, cheering for me.

“Yuren won!!”

“Yuren won! Hahaha!!”

My comrades were also celebrating my victory.

“Wow!! He defeated the mad dragon!!”

“As expected of Lord Yuren!!”

“He won! Brother Yuren won!!”

Commander Apollo and Zergas’s mentor—what was his name again?—anyway, the elf elder seemed to be congratulating me too.

“Kahaha! As expected of my disciple, Yuren!!”

“What are you saying? He’s my disciple!!”

And my master too…

“Disciple, you’ve worked hard…”

Though I couldn’t hear him well from afar, it seemed he said something like that. 

I approached the prince to conclude the duel properly. 

Kneeling on one knee before him, I addressed him.

“So… I lost, then.”

The prince, who had been unconscious, seemed groggy but aware.

“Yes, Your Highness. Is this your first defeat?”

“It is, since I became an adult. Those who could defeat me have always refused my challenges.”

The prince’s voice was calmer than I expected, considering his defeat. 

I had been worried he might not accept it and cause a scene, but my worries were unfounded.

“I see. How do you feel?”

“Surprisingly fine. A defeat after giving it my all is quite refreshing.”

With a look of relief, the prince gazed up at the sky, his expression akin to that of someone who had given everything in a game and left the rest to fate. 

When I developed games and was about to release them, I felt a similar sense of relief, having poured everything into them without regrets.

The prince wore that same expression of no regrets.

“I was able to win because Your Highness faced me in a ‘fight’ till the end.”

One reason I could win was because the prince hadn’t aimed to kill me outright. 

Had he intended to, I might have died from the second kick. 

But even while using his full strength, he restrained himself from killing me. 

It was this contradiction that allowed me to win.

“Thank you for accepting the challenge from a mere human.”

I clasped my hands together and bowed in respect to the prince. 

It was half the courtesy of a victor towards the defeated and half genuine respect for a prince who made me enjoy the fight.

In my previous life, I couldn’t understand characters in games and comics who fought joyously and became friends. 

But now, I felt I understood a little.

“The art of combat was created by the weak to overcome the strong. In that sense, your challenge embodies the essence of combat.”

The prince stood, approached me with his massive frame, and lifted my hand high. In the center of the colosseum, the prince personally declared my victory.

“You are a true warrior.”

In contests involving national pride, a single mistake could incite riots. 

When the victor respects the defeated, and the defeated honors the victor, a fight can become a match. 

This moment became legendary in the colosseum, known as the ‘Battle of the Dragon and the Warrior.’

“Wow!!”

“The prince is amazing!!”

“Look at the mage!!”

Everyone in the colosseum cheered for the two warriors. 

There were no nations or races—just spectators who had witnessed a legendary match. 

The empress, representing all spectators, stood and offered praise.

“I extend the highest praise on behalf of the god of war to both warriors. It was truly a magnificent match.”

Clap! Clap-clap! 

Clap! Clap-clap! 

Clap-clap! Clap! 

Clap-clap! Clap!

Amidst the applause of all spectators, I descended the stage with Prince Lethers. 

It was a good game.

The next day, before Prince Ra departed, I was invited to his farewell party. 

Despite the need for a week of rest after the magic healing, Prince Lethers had insisted,

“Haha! Isn’t it natural to become friends after a fight? I must see my friend before returning home!”

With that, I couldn’t refuse and attended the official event one last time. 

But at the party, I experienced something surprising.

“I was moved by the match, Lord Yuren!”

“Could you sign this for me?”

Nobles and noble ladies began to swarm me, asking for my autograph. 


I hadn’t expected this, thinking autographs were for famous nobles or colosseum champions. 

It was overwhelming to receive so many requests overnight.

“You’re quite popular, Yuren.”

Sylvia approached, providing an excuse to escape the crowd seeking autographs. 

Phew, I was saved.

“Yuren, you look flustered.”

“Well, it’s hard to get used to suddenly being recognized by everyone.”

Sylvia chuckled at my predicament.

“That’s because you’re now the ‘superstar’ who represented the Empire and defeated the prince. It’s natural they want your autograph.”

“Superstar… I never intended to become a superstar.”

I had hoped for recognition as a game developer, not as a warrior. 

Never had I imagined becoming famous as a warrior.

“By the way, how’s your right hand?”

“Oh, this? It’ll be fine after a week of not using magic.”

Thanks to the Prime Minister’s care, I received treatment from the best medical mage in Zephia. 

Fortunately, there were no life-threatening injuries, and my right hand, the worst injury, would recover with a week of rest and magic treatment.

“A week? So, you’ll be staying in Zephyra for a week?”

“Yes, I plan to take a proper rest, considering it a vacation.”

After developing games and fighting duels, I needed a break. 

I intended to rest for a week.

Sylvia seemed to be pondering something deeply. 

What could she be thinking about?

“Then, Yuren, um… would you…”

“Haha! Here you are, Yuren.”

Just as Sylvia was about to say something, a loud voice interrupted. It was Prince Lethers, as boisterous as ever.

“Excuse me, Lady Sylvia, may I borrow Yuren for a moment?”

Prince Lethers asked Sylvia politely if he could borrow me. 

(Hmm, I felt like an object being lent out.)

Sylvia sighed with a complex expression before stepping aside.

“Yes, Yuren, we’ll talk later.”

“Sure, Sylvia.”

Sylvia seemed quite disappointed as she moved away.

“Are you feeling alright, Your Highness?” I asked out of courtesy.

“Haha! Of course not! Even with a dragon’s body, our fight was tough for me too. Especially my right leg that was hit by the Thunder God’s Spear.”

(Oh, that’s right. I was a bit worried about the future, having inflicted significant injuries on a royal.)

The prince, noticing my expression and glancing around, said, “Shall we move somewhere quieter, Yuren?”

With a serious expression, the prince led me to a secluded garden in the palace.

“Yuren, have you ever thought of coming to the Kingdom of Ra?”

What? 

What is he saying?

“I like you, Yuren. If you come to Ra, I will appoint you as a court magician with the highest honors. How about it?”

The court magicians of the royal family were elite magicians who advised and served the royal family, one of the highest positions a magician could attain in Ra. 

I had once dreamed of such a position but gave up due to the political strife it entailed.

“I appreciate the offer, but I have family. And delaying the development of Legend Fighter 2 isn’t an option.”

“Haha! If that’s the case, it can’t be helped!”

The prince laughed and let it go easily, probably knowing he had tried his luck.

“But if you ever change your mind, come to Ra.”

The prince patted my shoulder, which didn’t hurt as much this time, but the strength was still immense.

“A dragon always welcomes a friend, Yuren.”

“Thank you, Your Highness.”

The prince’s eyes were sincere. 

I couldn’t help but like him. 

I enjoyed our fight, though I wouldn’t want to do it again.

As I thought this, the prince spoke again.

“But as a friend, I have a favor to ask. Would that be alright?”

“Yes? What kind of favor?”

With a mischievous grin, the prince looked at me. 


This felt dangerous. 

I had a bad feeling about this.

“I want to visit the Imperial Arcade.”

“Pardon?”

It seemed the excitement wasn’t over yet.



 
  
    Chapter 51: Legend Fighter (14)


The modified game orbs were sold not only in the Ra Kingdom but also in the Yura Republic. 

They weren’t officially exported; instead, peddlers bought them at high prices to resell. 

As a result, unlike the Empire, these regions didn’t have game rooms and the game wasn’t yet widespread.

The Empire had exclusive game rooms. 

Prince Lethers expressed his desire to visit one before returning to his country.

“If you request it formally from the Ministry, wouldn’t it be easy to visit?” I asked.

“That wouldn’t be any fun! They’d surely chase everyone out and let me look around briefly,” he responded.

I imagined Prince Lethers playing alone in an empty game room under the control of the agents. 

It was indeed a gloomy scene.

“What I want to see is a real game room where people who love games like I do gather to enjoy them!” he exclaimed.

In Zephia, there was the largest game room in the Empire, created by the Edward Consortium. 

I had been there a few times for work, and it seemed like that was where Prince Lethers wanted to go.

“But if we go by ourselves, it will cause a big problem,” I cautioned.

“It’s fine! I’ve given orders to my men not to look for me for the next two hours. We’ll sneak out quietly and come back.”

Prince Lethers  spoke nonchalantly about a very risky plan. 

Judging by his tone, it seemed like he had done this several times before. 

His subordinates must have had a hard time.

“Still…”

“I’ll take full responsibility. Or, Yuren! Are you so narrow-minded that you can’t grant your friend this small favor?”

Prince Lethers pleaded with me like a child. 

I couldn’t refuse because I too had once longed to visit a game room or arcade.

“Alright, fine. But only for two hours, and you have to follow my instructions,” I agreed.

“Ha ha! Thank you, Yuren! I’ll never forget this favor!”

After making the necessary arrangements, I sneaked out of the palace with Prince Lethers. 

He led the way, climbing walls and finding back routes as if he had done this many times before.

***

The organization didn’t know when or how it originated. 

It simply emerged naturally over the course of a thousand-year war. 

Initially, it was for communication to disrupt the enemy’s information. 

Gradually, it became a means to gain profit from the war, and ultimately, they communicated to sustain the war for their own benefit. 

Now, they were communicating to start a war again.

The “Connected Ones,” as they called themselves, were in motion.

“The Mad Dragon has left its cave,” reported a subordinate to Grey in the president’s office of the Grey Trading Company.

“Good. Proceed with the plan,” she replied.

“Yes, Grey Witch.”

The visit to the Ra Kingdom was a diplomatic event to promote trade exchange. 

The Ra Kingdom sent the Mad Dragon, which had offended the Empire’s pride, to apologize, and the Empire accepted it, planning to resume formal trade relations. 

The event was gaining momentum thanks to the “Battle of the Dragon and the Hero.” 

The Empire regained its pride by winning honorably, and the Ra Kingdom saw the overbearing fame of the second Prince Lethers naturally subdued, thus achieving their goals.

If it ended this way, it would be ideal. 

But for the Connected Ones, this news was unwelcome. 

They thrived on tension and conflict between the two nations, and thus, they devised a plan to disrupt the relations.

Prince Lethers had a habit of sneaking out to enjoy the local streets during his visits to other countries. 

They planned to leak information to the extremists who hated the Ra Kingdom, hoping to cause an incident. Ideally, Prince Lethers would be killed. 

Even if he was merely injured, it would escalate into a diplomatic crisis, straining the relations between the two nations.

Grey, in charge of the plan, felt it was fate. 

Prince Lethers’ strong physique was an obstacle, but there was insider information that he was injured during a sparring match with Yuren. 

Grey felt like destiny was smiling upon her.

“To think that fate would aid our plan so much. Don’t you think it’s destiny, Yuren?”

Grey eagerly awaited the successful outcome of the plan, looking forward to the day she would meet Yuren. 

The fateful night for Prince Lethers had begun.

***

We moved quickly after sneaking out of the palace. 

Despite his injury, Prince Lethers ran with incredible speed. 

It reminded me of the times I would feign illness to leave school early just to play games.

Soon, we arrived at the bustling game room.

“Wow! This is it!”

Even at 9 PM, the game room was lively and crowded. 

Dozens of people were playing various games at the game orbs. 

The cacophony of game screens, loud background music, and stimulating sounds created a unique atmosphere.

Prince Lethers looked around with sparkling eyes, like a child visiting a toy shop for the first time.

“Yes, this is the Zephia Game Room, the largest in the Zers Empire.”

“Wow!”

Prince Ledus’ eyes shone brightly as he explored the game room. 

There were many games, including Super Thomas, Tetriks, and Sky Dragon. 

The most popular game was undoubtedly Legend Fighter.

Prince Lethers sat in front of a Legend Fighter game orb.

“Insert gold here to start playing,” I instructed.

“Like this?”

As he inserted the gold coin, the game orb activated, showing the character selection screen.

“By the way, Prince Ledus, which character do you main?” I asked.

“There’s no need to ask! Of course, it’s Curie!” he replied without hesitation.

I had suspected as much, given his love for Curie since our first meeting.

“Do you play Curie because of the Flame attack?” I inquired.

“That’s part of it, but look at those thighs! Aren’t they captivating?” he said, pointing at Curie’s thighs.

Curie’s thighs were indeed thick and beautiful, a result of careful design and many discussions with Jiren.

“You have good taste, Prince Ledus. Ha ha ha.”

“Ha ha! Yuren, you know your stuff!”

The prince praised Curie passionately, and I agreed with him. 

However, he made a comment that crossed the line.


“In comparison to the scrawny Ren, Curie is the real beauty!”

Snap!

Was he insulting my Ren? 

I challenged him.

“I can’t accept that. Why isn’t Ren beautiful?”

“That little girl? Yuren, are your eyes okay?”

Prince Lethers looked at me in disbelief. 

Words were no longer enough. 

I inserted my gold coin into the opposing machine.

“I’ll show you Ren’s true beauty. If I win, you must retract your statement.”

“Try if you can, Yuren! Ha ha!!”

I chose Ren by entering the special command. 

Prince Lethers confidently picked Curie, and the first game began.

“Wow! Look at that guy!”

“He’s doing an infinite combo with Ren!”

“I didn’t know such a combo was possible. I’ll try it later.”

Prince Lethers’ Curie was strong, but Ren had a specific infinite combo against Curie’s hitbox. 

With Yudra’s whip followed by light kick, heavy punch, jump kick, grab, crouching Yudra’s whip, and light kick again, Ren’s combo trapped Curie in an endless cycle.

Curie fell to Ren’s combo, resulting in a game over.

“No way! My Curie!”

“Ha ha ha! This is Ren’s true beauty.”

“This… I can’t accept it! One more game, Yuren!”

“I’ll accept your challenge anytime. Ha ha ha!”

Prince Lethers couldn’t accept his defeat and challenged me again. 

I gladly accepted, pondering which infinite combo to use next.

While I was pummeling Prince Ledus’ Curie with Ren’s infinite combo, suspicious figures appeared in the game room.

Clad in cloaks like assassins from a stealth game, they spotted the prince and communicated through a game orb.


“This is Dragon Hunter 3. We’ve located the dragon.”

[Where is he?]

“He’s on the first floor of the Zephia Game Room.”

[Got it. We’re on our way.]

Uninvited guests were approaching the sacred game room.



 
  
    Chapter 52: Legend Fighter (15)


The prowess of Prince Lethers in the game of Curie was indeed genuine. 

Although Yuren had managed to win a few rounds, the prince soon adapted to Yuren’s techniques and eventually emerged victorious. 

As they played, other gamers gathered around to watch.

“That guy is incredibly skilled,” one whispered.

“Yeah, I haven’t seen anyone play Curie this well since Pink Curie,” another agreed.

Seeing the growing interest, Yuren stepped aside to let others challenge Prince Lethers. 

The prince, now in high spirits, issued a bold challenge.

“Haha! Anyone willing to take me on?” he shouted, brimming with confidence.

“I can’t ignore such a challenge,” said the  Karuga main of Zephia, stepping forward.

“Haha! Good. Bring it on!”

Lethers’ challenge drew the attention of the elite gamers who began to approach for a match. 

As the prince engaged in fierce battles with Zephia’s finest, Yuren noticed a group of men slowly surrounding the gaming area. 

There were about five, no, maybe eight of them, quietly closing in on the prince.

Focused on the game, the crowd and the prince himself were oblivious to the approaching threat. 

One of the men positioned himself directly behind Lethers and slowly drew a knife, ready to strike.

But…

WHAM!

“What! What’s happening?”

The assassin’s hand was suddenly entangled in green vines. 

It was Yuren, reacting instinctively with a whip from Yudra.

“Who are you people?” Yuren demanded, stepping forward. 

The would-be assassins backed off slightly, their intent still clear.

The gamers, still absorbed in their matches, hadn’t yet noticed the commotion. 

The prince, too, was still engrossed in his game. 

Yuren realized the danger wasn’t over yet.

“It’s none of your concern,” one of the men hissed. 

“We’re here for the dragon brat. Step aside if you don’t want to get hurt.”

Yuren found the situation almost absurd. 

He had gone from creating a fighting game to dealing with real-life combat in the colosseum, and now he faced actual assassins.

“Look, I don’t want any trouble. Just leave quietly,” Yuren said.

But the assassins, having come this far, were not going to retreat easily. 

Three of them drew their knives in response.

“Guess I have no choice,” Yuren muttered to himself. 

He resorted to a special tactic available only in the Zephia gaming hall.

“Hey everyone! We’ve got armed thugs causing trouble here!” Yuren’s shout echoed through the hall.

The room’s attention shifted instantly. 

The gamers, many of them seasoned fighters themselves, turned to face the intruders.

“What?”

“Someone brought weapons into the gaming hall?”

The presence of armed men in the sacred gaming space was met with swift and unified disapproval. 

Even Prince Lethers noticed the disruption.

“Huh? What’s happening, Yuren?” he asked.

“Just stay back, Your Highness. I’ll handle this.”

As Yuren restrained the prince, the leader of the gamers, a man with a shaved head, stepped forward.

“Hey, you guys better drop those knives. The only thing allowed in here are chairs,” he said, his voice calm but menacing.

The assassins, taken aback by the gamers’ fearless stance, brandished their weapons.

“You want to die?” one threatened, but the gamers were unfazed.

The shaved-head gamer smirked, “Alright folks, it’s been a while. Time to show these punks what we’ve got!”

A roar of agreement followed as the gamers stripped off their shirts, revealing muscular, battle-hardened physiques. 

The assassins, now clearly outmatched, panicked.

“Dammit! Kill them all!”

But they were no match for the gamers’ skills.

“Thunder Strike!” the shaved-head gamer shouted, landing a powerful blow that sent the first assassin flying into the wall, unconscious.

The others fared no better, falling one by one to the gamers’ mastery of martial arts and their use of the hall’s standard weapons.

As the fight ended, with the assassins either knocked out or fleeing, Prince Lethers approached Yuren, grinning.

“Is this place always this lively?” the prince asked.

“Only when uninvited guests show up,” Yuren replied.

Checking the time, Yuren turned to the prince, “It’s time, Your Highness. We should go.”

“Already? Very well, let’s be off.”

Prince Lethers stood, taking one last look at the fallen assassins. 

Yuren approached a gamer with pink hair, standing quietly in a corner.

“I’ll leave the rest to you, Pink Curie,” Yuren said.

The pink-haired gamer, Minerva, nodded silently. 

With the excitement behind them, Yuren and Prince Lethers left the gaming hall, carrying with them memories of an unforgettable day. 

The night ended with the Grey Witch lamenting the failure of her minions.

The next day, Prince Lethers, having safely returned to the palace and completed all his engagements, prepared to depart for his homeland. 

As a gesture of thanks, he approached Yuren for a final handshake.

“Yuren, thanks to you, I leave with wonderful memories of Zers. I am grateful,” the prince said.

“I enjoyed it too, Your Highness.”

As they shook hands, the prince handed Yuren a thumb-sized red gem carved into the shape of a dragon.


“What is this?” Yuren asked.

“Haha! Show this in Ra Kingdom, and you’ll be brought directly to me. I look forward to seeing you there someday, my friend.”

With that, Prince Lethers embarked on his journey home, confidently leading his entourage out of the palace. 

Yuren, reflecting on the whirlwind of recent events, sighed with relief.

At last, the mission was complete.



 
  
    Chapter 53: Interlude – Date with Julia


The day after Prince Lethers safely returned to his homeland, I visited the Ministry.

I wanted to finish things quickly and be truly free. 

Though I had seen him frequently, it had been a while since I had properly seen Prime Minister Herness, and he looked as if he had lost about 5 kg. 

It seemed he had been through his own share of troubles.

“Well done, Yuren.”

“I think I’ve done quite a bit myself,” I replied.

But no matter how much I thought about it, it couldn’t compare to my ordeal. 

I had created a game, learned martial arts, faced off with the prince, and even captured assassins. 

Prime Minister Herness raised his eyebrows at my words. “Shouldn’t you be more modest here?”

“I’ve done too much to be modest.”

The Prime Minister seemed to ponder my deeds as he rested his chin on his hand. 

Truly, there have been many events. 

Even now, my right arm ached from the prince’s deadly strike.

“Indeed, you’ve accomplished much. That last assault had me breaking out in a cold sweat. On behalf of the Ministry, I thank you, Yuren.”

At least he had the decency to acknowledge my efforts. 

“What were those attackers?”

I inquired about the assassins who had attacked Prince Lethers at the end. 

Rumor had it that the gaming hall people had beaten them up before the Minerva-called imperial guards took them for interrogation, but I hadn’t heard any specifics.

“Minerva.”

Pink-haired Curie ‘Minerva’ spoke up, reading from an investigative report beside Herness.

“They were extremists from Kasia, a region near the border of Ra Kingdom. They are fanatics who believe coexistence with Ra Kingdom is impossible, but they don’t have the kind of intelligence network to orchestrate such an event.”

Many people in the border regions still harbored excessive hatred from the Thousand Year War.

I could understand their feelings; the pain of loss lingers as long as one lives. 

But the bigger issue was that their hatred had been exploited.

“Someone must be behind this.”

“Probably so.”

Luckily, Prince Lethers was uninjured and the attack was swiftly quelled. 

If it had become a major issue, all my efforts would have been in vain. 

I would have to treat the skinhead and the other gamers later.

“We’ll handle the detailed investigation from here. You don’t need to be involved anymore.”

“That’s good news.”

I was overjoyed at the thought of not having to be involved anymore. 

Finally, freedom! 

But was this really the end? 

Was there nothing for me?

“Before that, we need to discuss your reward. What do you want?”

“A reward?”

Herness finally broached the subject, catching on to what I wanted from my glancing eyes. 

That’s right, this was how things should be.

“Her Majesty has allowed you to request a reward for preserving the pride of the Zers Empire.”

This was essentially a blank check, an honor reserved for the heroes of the Zers Empire. 

Her Majesty was truly generous. Now, this was patriotism worth fighting for!

“Speak up, if it’s within the ministry’s power, we’ll do our best to grant it.”

“Most people ask for an estate. Other requests are possible too, but keep that in mind,” Minerva added, providing further details.

Essentially, anything beyond an estate was off the table. 

But even an estate alone was a massive privilege. 

Owning a piece of land, a whole village perhaps, instead of buying plots little by little.

“Then…”

I shared the reward I had thought about, with the help of Sylvia and Edward Consortium. 

Herness and Minerva reacted positively, finding no major issues and even calling it modest. 

Hernis said, “We will process it soon.”

My anticipation grew for the day I would receive my reward. 

After finishing all matters, I stepped out of the ministry . It marked the true end of the long, grueling Legend Fighter Project.

“Freedom!!!”

I shouted, savoring the long-missed sense of liberty in the middle of the street. 

Ah, freedom is truly wonderful. I headed towards Edward’s inn where my belongings were. 

What should I do first? 

Should I browse the new games at Harmon Game Shop or invite Jiren for some lamb sausage and beer?

As I arrived at the inn, lost in my happy thoughts, Julia was there waiting for me.

“Hahaha! You’ve come, Yuren! Let’s go!”

Julia, fully dressed up, grabbed my arm. 

Her sudden approach left me startled.

“Where to?”

“A date, of course! You haven’t forgotten, have you?”

“Ah…”

Only then did I remember the promise I made to Julia while creating Legend Fighter. 

I had agreed to go on a date with her in Zephia.

Seeing my expression, Julia’s face turned serious, unlike her usual cheerful demeanor. “…I’ll let it slide, let’s go.”

“Uh…”

Faced with her stern expression, I followed her, thinking that while freedom and liberty were important, my life was even more so. 

Half-dragged, I followed Julia through the streets of Zephia. 

Today, Julia was dressed very differently. 

She usually wore brown leather clothes, appearing almost like a man. 

But now, she was wearing a sophisticated sunflower-yellow dress, her lips faintly pink as if lightly painted.

Catching a glimpse of her, I asked, “Julia, did you buy new clothes?”

“I did! How… how do I look?”

Blushing, Julia looked at me, her usual bold image replaced by a shy girl’s expression. 

Seeing this, I turned my gaze elsewhere, muttering, “…”

“…Is that all?” 


Julia looked a bit dejected at my mild reaction.

But seeing my reddened face, she seemed to understand. “Yuren, are you embarrassed?”

“Quiet…”

Julia’s dress was designed to show off her cleavage. 

From my taller perspective, her chest was in full view. 

Seeing my childhood friend’s feminine charm for the first time, my heart raced.

“Haha! It’s alright! Look at me properly.”

Julia had bought this dress from a clothing store with Karen’s help, spending a hefty sum. 

She had long known that I had a weakness for her chest. 

Boldly, she pressed herself against me, making my heart pound even more. 

Unable to hold out, I raised my voice, trying to change the subject.

“More importantly, have you thought about where to go?”

“Nope!”

“What?”

I was at a loss for words at her confident response. 

She had asked for a date with no plans at all?

“Of course not, I don’t know Zephia well. You should show me around.”

She had a point. 

Unlike me, who frequently visited Zephia for work, Julia knew little beyond the Zehpia Coliseum.

“Fine, I’ll show you around Zephia today. Anywhere specific you want to go?”

“Hmm… I want to see the most famous place in Zephia!”

She said, expecting a romantic date at Zephia’s most renowned spot.

Thinking carefully, I replied, “The most famous place… Alright, let’s go!”

“Great♡ Lead the way!”

Naturally, I took Julia’s hand, and she didn’t mind the casual touch. 

It reminded her of our childhood, bringing her joy. 

She dreamed of a romantic day in Zephia, ending with… well, something sweet.

Following me, Julia walked through the streets of Zephia, and after twenty minutes, we arrived at the busiest, most famous spot in town.


“Yuren… is this?”

“This is the most famous place in Zephia right now, [Harmon Game Arcade]!”

It was a gamer’s paradise, with countless game orbs and various gaming merchandise on display. 

The streets were bustling with citizens and tourists alike, eager to buy games. 

I had brought Julia to the most popular place in Zephia, the Harmon Game Arcade.



 
  
    Chapter 54: Interlude – Otaku Date in Another World


This place was akin to the holy lands of gaming from past lives: Japan’s Akihabara, Korea’s International Electronics Market, and the Yongsan of its golden age. 

It all began when Edward Consortium opened a wholesale store for game modification spheres, targeting other shops. 

As rumors spread that one could buy game modification spheres cheaply here, customers began to trickle in, one by one. 

Soon, other shops catering to these customers started sprouting up.

In time, peripheral stores selling items like modification sphere storage boxes, bromides with game characters printed through magical illustrations, and even R-19 rated illustrations, began to appear. 

There were also stores offering pirated versions of games, created by hacking or magical alterations. 

With these diverse game-related items available, the plaza became a must-visit sanctuary for gamers visiting Zephia.

“So, this is why you brought me here?” 

“Yeah, you said you wanted to visit the most famous place.”

Yuren wasn’t lying. 

Was this Zephia? 

They were in the heart of Zephia’s shopping district. 

Was it famous? 

It had become Zephia’s hottest spot, even surpassing the ‘Amelia Saint Church’ in popularity, drawing tens of thousands of tourists daily.

Yuren couldn’t understand Julia’s pointed look, and she sighed.

“Ha… Yuren, I must have been a fool to rely on you.”

While Julia despaired, Yuren had already switched to shopping mode. 

As he browsed the latest game modification spheres, his eyes lit up at one particular item.

“Oh! Another pirate version of Super Thomas is out.”

“Pirate version? What’s that, Yuren?”

Julia had gained some knowledge of games while developing them with Yuren. 

However, the term ‘pirate version’ was new to her, and her curiosity was piqued. 

Yuren, with a mischievous grin, showed her the pirated version of Super Thomas.

“Watch this, when Thomas does this…”

In front of Julia’s eyes, the pirated version of Super Thomas launched. It started off as the normal Super Thomas. 

Our mustachioed hero ran, jumped, and ate mushrooms, but then he didn’t fall after jumping.

“What is this? Why can Thomas jump infinitely in the air?!”

“Ha-ha, it’s your first time seeing it, right? This is a pirate version.”

The ‘pirate versions,’ popular hacked games with strange cheats or functions added, existed in this world too, and Yuren loved collecting them.

“A magical engineer from the Yura Republic magically altered the Super Thomas modification sphere to create this version.”

“And you’re happy that your game was [magically altered]?”

[Magical Alteration] was a technique that interfered with other people’s magic. 

Typically used to neutralize barrier spells, it was akin to hacking and was certainly not an easy skill. 

To alter Yuren’s game magic, one needed abilities on par with Yuren’s. 

Generally, wizards detested their magic being tampered with, but Yuren, grinning from ear to ear, said,

“Of course! Only truly successful games get pirate versions!”

Julia couldn’t understand it, but in his previous life, Yuren had fond memories of playing cheap pirated games. 

He even held tournaments with friends, competing to find the most unique pirate versions. 

The winning game of one such tournament, brought by a friend, was a pirated version of Street Fighter 2 where Ryu’s Shoryuken triggered an automatic Hadoken spam.

Seeing Yuren laugh so heartily, Julia sighed.

“You’ve always been such a peculiar guy, Yuren.”

“It’s strange hearing that from you.”

While Julia regarded Yuren with exasperation, Yuren began to feel the gazes of people around them.

“Doesn’t that person look like Champion Yuren?”

“Yeah, with that silver hair, it’s definitely him.”

Yuren was in a situation akin to that of a Korean player recognized after winning a Korea-Japan match. 

Many people recognized him, especially in a place filled with game enthusiasts.

“Oops, Julia, excuse me for a moment.”

“What’s that?”

Yuren hurriedly pulled out sunglasses from his pocket.

As he donned the oversized sunglasses that covered much of his face, he said,

“A disguise. After the fight with the prince, my face is too well known.”

“Do you really need to go that far?”

“Absolutely. Yesterday, I got caught going to an inn and had to sign autographs for an hour.”

Yuren recalled being mobbed by people on his way home after seeing off the prince the previous day. 

His hand had nearly broken from signing so many autographs.

“Here, just in case, you should wear these too.”

“O…okay.”

Julia put on the sunglasses Yuren handed her. 

Wearing sunglasses, they looked like tacky spies from the 90s, but it didn’t matter. 

Among the crowd of game enthusiasts, where individuality was celebrated, their clumsy disguises didn’t stand out.

“This reminds me of when we used to skip classes.”

“Yeah, back then we also disguised ourselves to avoid getting caught by Jewel and snuck out.”

As they navigated through the plaza, Julia reminisced about their childhood. 

They often ditched classes together, with Julia tempting Yuren and Yuren planning their escapes, only to be caught and scolded together.

“It feels like ages ago, even though it was only a few years.”

“A lot has happened since then.”

Just a few years ago, Yuren was just another student like her. 

Now, he was leading a faction, had created a new magical discipline with game magic, and had recently defeated the mad dragon of the Ra Kingdom, becoming a popular star. 

 Julia felt that Yuren had grown distant.

Growl…

“Ah…”

“…”

But there was something to address before her musings.

“I’m hungry, Yuren.”

“Yeah, I’m hungry too.”

Julia’s rumbling stomach prompted her to ask Yuren for the next location, hoping this time he would guide her to the right spot.

“Then, I want to go to the best restaurant in Zephia.”

“The best restaurant… there’s only one place that comes to mind.”


“Oh, you know a good restaurant?”

Without a moment’s hesitation, Yuren thought of a place. 

Given his confident recommendation, Julia expected a well-established, recognized gourmet restaurant. 

Her anticipation grew.

“It’s a great place. I’m sure you’ll like it.”

“Great! Lead the way, Yuren!”

Following Yuren, they set off again. 

After about twenty minutes on a magically powered mat, they arrived at the restaurant Yuren had in mind.

“What…what is this place?”

In front of Julia was a restaurant adorned with Super Thomas illustrations, and a statue of Super Thomas holding a mushroom with a thumbs-up.

“This is [Mushroom Kingdom], a restaurant inspired by the mushrooms from Super Thomas. Their mushroom cream stew is to die for.”

[Mushroom Kingdom], a Super Thomas-themed restaurant specializing in mushroom dishes, was bustling with people. 

It was lively, though some might call it noisy. 

Julia had imagined a cozy, atmospheric restaurant, but now found herself in a place more akin to a children’s playground. 

She sighed but had to admit the mushroom cream stew was indeed delicious.

Yuren hadn’t lied.

“I want to visit the oldest place in Zephia!”

“This is the Zephia Museum, and they’ve recently added a game magic exhibit.”

When Julia expressed a desire to see an old place, Yuren took her to the Zephia Museum, proudly showcasing the newly added game magic section featuring his own creations. 

Again, Yuren hadn’t lied.

“I want to see clothes!”

“This is Lily’s Boutique. They even make game character costumes.”

Thinking of non-game-related places, Julia mentioned clothes, and Yuren brought her to Lily’s Boutique, known for its cosplay outfits. 

Yuren did his best to fulfill Julia’s wishes.

After a day filled with game-related sites in Zephia, Julia was exhausted.

“I want to see the most beautiful place in Zephia…”

“The most beautiful place… got it!”

Yuren took Julia’s hand and led her to the outskirts of Zephia. 

Julia, half giving up, expected to be taken to another game-related location inspired by a beautiful game background. 

As she resigned herself to this thought, Yuren spoke.

“Close your eyes for a moment.”

“My eyes?”

Julia nodded and complied. Suddenly, she felt Yuren lifting her up. It was a princess carry.

“Hold on tight.”

“What? Kyaa!”

Suddenly, Julia felt the sensation of floating. 

She clung tightly to Yuren, surprised and confused about where he was taking her.

As the floating sensation ceased, Yuren’s voice broke through.

“You can open your eyes now.”

Cautiously, Julia opened her eyes.

“…”

Before her was the night view of Zephia, glittering under the moonlight. 

The city shone like a jewel, with the Colosseum, the palace, the cathedral, and other landmarks bathed in the moon’s glow.

It was a truly breathtaking sight.

Yuren had kept his promise once again. It was indeed the most beautiful place in Zephia.

“Where are we?”

“On top of the World Tree. Master showed me this spot, and said it was her secret place.”

“Indeed, it seems like a place Irene would love.”

In their childhood, Irene had shown them such a view from the highest tree in the South, sharing the beauty of their village from above. 

Back then, all they had to do was learn, play, and enjoy life without worries. 

Much has changed since then. 

They had grown, but Yuren remained the same—eccentric, oblivious at times, but always striving for his family.

Julia cherished this about Yuren.

“How is it? Are you satisfied?”

“Yes, I am. But next time, let’s have a date somewhere with a bit more atmosphere.”

“Got it. I’ll find such a place next time.”

“Promise?”

Julia moved closer to Yuren, and…

“*♡”

With a sudden, playful peck on his cheek, Julia caught Yuren off guard. 

It had been a childish prank they’d shared occasionally, but not since they’d grown up.

“W-what was that for?!”


“An old-fashioned promise stamp.”

“That’s from when we were kids!”

Julia smiled at Yuren.

“You’ll always be Yuren to me, whether then or now♡”

Under the moonlight, she looked like a beautiful sunflower. For the first time, Yuren found Julia truly beautiful.



 
  
    Chapter 55: Game development must continue


After developing “Legend Fighter,” while I was training due to the fight with the prince, the game development at the Irene School continued. 

This was possible thanks to the dedicated disciples. 

Engaged in intense, or rather enjoyable, game development with me, the disciples worked hard and improved significantly. 

They had reached the point where each of them could create their own game.

There’s a saying: if you work a lot, you get better at work; if you sleep a lot, you get better at sleeping. 

So, for disciples who have done a lot of game development, what should I increase for them? 

That’s right. 

Increasing the amount of enjoyable game development would be the best reward. 

This was definitely not because I alone received difficult tasks from the crown and got angry. 

Absolutely not.

“So, while I’m away, our Irene School will split into two teams to develop games,” I said, holding the revised project proposals, addressing everyone gathered. 

Given the lack of time, I skipped many parts, and Jiren and Julia were already tied to their chairs.

“You don’t even give us a chance to escape now, Yuren,” Jiren remarked.

“Hahaha, that’s harsh, Yuren,” Julia added.

I felt sorry for them, but I was short on time. 

With the hidden characters in “Legend Fighter,” the challengers in the Irene Arena, and the meetings with the Ministry and Sylvia, I couldn’t afford to waste time.

First, I handed the revised project proposals to Jiren and Noirin. “Jiren and Noirin, you two will form a team to create ‘Super Thomas 2’.”

Receiving my revised project proposal, Jiren and Noirin began to review it.

“Super Thomas 2” was equivalent to “Super Mario 3” from my previous life, introducing the legendary raccoon Thomas for the first time. 

I had stored the key points, such as the graphic concept, items, and stages of “Super Thomas 2,” in the revised project proposals using document magic. 

As they reviewed it, they started discussing.

“In ‘Super Thomas 2,’ when Thomas eats a leaf, he transforms into a raccoon,” Jiren said.

“A raccoon that flies in the sky? Yuren, how can a raccoon fly without wings?” Noiren questioned.

In the Mushroom Kingdom, that’s how it works. 

And that’s not the point, Jiren. 

What’s important is that this game featuring the raccoon Thomas is incredibly fun. 

“Super Mario 3” is considered a masterpiece that firmly established the gameplay of the “Super Mario” series. 

It was also my favorite and most played game in the series.

I then turned to Karen and Julia. “What should we create, Yuren?” Karen asked.

“Karen, you’ll team up with Julia to make this game. With your skills and the help of the Ore Magic School, it shouldn’t be too difficult.” 

I handed them their revised project proposal. 

As Julia read the first page, she immediately reacted.

“A game called ‘Puyo Puyo’? What a strange name, Yuren.”

“Puyo Puyo” was a falling block puzzle game created by a Japanese company, Compile, and one of the puzzle games that marked an era. 

The rules were simple: match falling Puyos of the same color to eliminate them. 

Although it seemed like a regular game, the true charm of “Puyo Puyo” lay in its combos.

By strategically arranging several Puyos to trigger consecutive chain reactions, players could clear the screen in a satisfying burst. 

Unlike “Tetris,” where the maximum you could clear with a single move was four lines using the long block, “Puyo Puyo” allowed for screen-clearing combos.

During its heyday, “Puyo Puyo” was more popular than “Tetris” in Japan and Korea, and it remains a legendary game, officially recognized as a professional esports title in Japan.

“That strange game might be the Ore Magic School’s lifeline, so let’s do a good job,” I said.

“A… alright! Don’t pat my shoulder so hard!” Julia responded, looking somewhat intimidated.

The significance of the “Puyo Puyo” project was that the Ore Magic School disciples would officially participate in large numbers. 

Although the planning and management were handled by the Irene School, the development would be done by the Ore Magic School, and we would share the future profits. 

This was a method I had wanted to implement for a while. Despite the Irene School disciples’ excellent skills, there were limits. 

By collaborating in this way, we could develop a variety of games with minimal manpower. 

Although the profits would decrease slightly, the irene School was already the wealthiest school in the South. 

Money wasn’t the issue. 

What mattered was delivering fun games to people.

“And Master, please handle any issues that arise during the production of these two games.”

“Got it! Leave it to me, disciple!”

Trusting my master and disciples with the game development, I headed to the Ministry to finalize “Legend Fighter.” 

After almost two months of focusing on “Legend Fighter’s” success, dealing with various matters, and fighting a desperate battle with Prince of Ra, I finally returned with my freedom.

I thought I was going to die from exhaustion. 

Upon returning to the Irene School, the first thing I did was…

I overturned the dining table.

Despite my absence, the Irene and Ore Schools had been diligently developing games.

“Super Thomas 2” was 60% complete, and “Puyo Puyo” was 80% complete. 

At this rate, we could release the games next month. 

That is if I didn’t overturn the table.

Other schools might have been satisfied with this level of progress, but I couldn’t be. 

If I released “Super Thomas 2” as it was, the game god would rebuke me. 

So, I gritted my teeth and requested revisions from everyone.

“This isn’t right! The feeling of Thomas flying as a raccoon in ‘Super Thomas’ isn’t like this!”

“What do you mean by that, Senior?”

The raccoon in “Super Thomas 2,” created by Jiren and Noirin, flew as planned. But it flew too literally as planned. 

The sensation of Thomas running and then flying didn’t come alive.

I tried to convey that feeling from my past life with all my might.

“Super Thomas shouldn’t just run dryly and then fly. He should dash energetically, wag his tail, and then take off!”

“What do you mean by that, Yuren?” Noirin asked, puzzled.

Seeing my desperate expressions, Jiren and Noirin looked at me like I was crazy after fighting a dragon. 

Just as I struggled to express my frustration, my master appeared as my savior.

“I understand, disciple. He should dash vigorously and then take off with a swing of his tail, right?”

“Yes, exactly! Master, you’re the only one who understands me!”

“Of course. I am your master, aren’t I?”

Master puffed out her chest proudly. Jiren and Noirin, still not understanding, looked at us in confusion. 

It seemed their game development skills still needed improvement. 

And there was still another game that needed a table flip.

“This isn’t right either! The feeling of Puyos popping in ‘Puyo Puyo’ isn’t like this!”

“What do you mean by that, Yuren?” Julia asked.

The “Puyo Puyo” created by Julia, Karen, and the Ore School was well-made according to the project proposal. 


But the core essence of “Puyo Puyo,” the satisfying popping sensation, was missing.

Channeling the spirit of a slime hunter, I explained to Julia.

“It shouldn’t feel like air quietly escaping. It should feel like a water-filled slime bursting when hit by a spear, with its fluids splattering!”

Hearing my analogy, Julia’s expression turned increasingly horrified, like a girl watching a gory horror movie.

“Are you asking me to create such a gruesome effect!?” Julia protested.

Had I explained it poorly? While I pondered this, Karen spoke up.

“I understand, Yuren. You mean a slime bursting when hit by a spear, right?”

“Yes, Karen, you understand, don’t you?”

Listening to my revision instructions, Karen’s eyes sparkled. “Yes, I understand. Julia, shorten the playtime by 0.3 seconds and adjust the internal image of the Puyo like this…”

As Karen applied her modifications, the Puyos began to pop more satisfyingly.

Yes, this is how the Puyos should burst! 


I clapped in celebration.

“Yes! That’s the feeling!”

“The people of Irene School seem quite odd,” Karen muttered, her shoulders puffed with pride like my master’s.

Julia, still looking at us as if we were strange, shook her head. 

Finally, it felt like I was back where I belonged.



 
  
    Chapter 56: Game Magazine and Payoen


It had been a month since I returned to the Irene School after my showdown with Prince of Ra. 

Game development had progressed smoothly after the dramatic table-flipping incident. 

Development continued as usual, with the occasional all-nighter and sporadic desertions by 

Jiren and Julia. 

Sometimes, we would all awaken to the fervent combination of Busker’s (Berserker Magic) and Keia’s (Healing Magic), coming together to create our games. 

The quality of ‘Super Thomas 2’ and ‘Puyo Puyo’ improved daily, reaching a level of perfection even the god of games would admire. 

With such a level of completion, I authorized their release.

News of the Iren School releasing not one but two new games spread quickly. 

While the IP power of ‘Super Thomas’ contributed to this, the additional title played a significant role: “The Game of Yuren (Irene School), the Wizard Who Defeated the Mad Dragon of the Ra Kingdom.” 

Titles and honor were crucial, especially in the fantasy empire’s world. 

I intended to exploit the hard-earned title to its fullest.

“Then, as planned, we’ll release it in two weeks, Yuren,” Sylvia confirmed.

“Got it, Sylvia. We’ll also head to Zephyr at that time,” I replied.

We decided on the release date with Sylvia and Edward’s officials, planning to begin marketing two weeks prior. 

This was to prevent an overwhelming rush due to excessive short-term marketing if the game’s popularity soared uncontrollably.

As we discussed these plans, Julia, her eyes narrow and critical, looked at Sylvia.

“Sylvia, I’ve been seeing you quite often lately.”

Julia’s words, uttered as she clung to my side with an air of discontent, were met with a smile from Sylvia.

“I’ve installed a ‘Teleportation Carpet’ since I plan to visit the Irene School frequently.”

The ‘Teleportation Carpet’ is a magical artifact that allows one to teleport to a designated area. 

Though expensive to install and limited in daily usage, it was a convenient means of transport once set up. 

While I usually teleported to Zephia, the increasing need for Sylvia to visit the Irene School prompted us to jointly invest in this artifact. 

This way, my travel to Zephia became much more manageable.

“We’ll see each other often, Julia,” Sylvia remarked with a sly smile, eliciting a wary glare from Julia.

When did they become so close? 

It seemed a lot had transpired between them without my knowledge.

In addition to our usual marketing, we introduced a new advertising strategy. It was…

“Yuren! This month’s ‘Zers Gamer’ is out!”

“Oh! Finally!”

‘Zers Gamer’ is the first gaming magazine in the Zers Empire. 

While this world had newspapers and magazines, gaming crystals—being a form of magical artifact—were rarely featured. 

Most readers of artifact magazines were older women, not our target audience. 

However, as gaming crystals gained popularity, a dedicated gaming magazine emerged: ‘Zers Gamer.’

“Let’s see… Oh, here it is.”

“Wow, we’re really in it!”

“I’m here too, Jiren!”

We decided to place an advertisement in ‘Zers Gamer,’ and the magazine’s reporters wanted to interview us about the Irene School. 

The interview and photoshoot ended up quite similar to game developer interviews in my previous life. 

They asked what fun we aimed to deliver through our games, the challenges we faced (I had to restrain Jiren from saying too much), and wrapped up with a group photo of us crossing our arms—a typical pose for game developers in front of a camera.

“It’s amusing to see myself in a magazine photo.”

“Super Thomas 2 and Puyo Puyo are featured too.”

The magazine included preview pages of ‘Super Thomas 2’ and ‘Puyo Puyo,’ based on their playthroughs of the demo copies we provided. 

The review for ‘Super Thomas 2’ was overwhelmingly positive:

[Super Thomas 1 was a perfect game, but an even more perfect game has descended upon this empire.]

[Buy three copies: one to play, one to keep, and one to pass on to your children.]

[Yuren is not just a warrior who defeated a mad dragon; he is the ‘God of Games.’]

Embarrassing but gratifying, I nodded in satisfaction and turned the page to the ‘Puyo Puyo’ review, which read:

[It’s so fun, I hit my friend with a chair shot.]

[Unstoppable addiction, scarier than Tetris.]

[Payohen, payohen, payohen, payohen.]

In short, ‘Puyo Puyo’ was an addictive hit. 

The reporters had genuinely enjoyed it.

The magazine’s advertising seemed sufficient to generate buzz among gamers. 

Additionally, we advertised through the Bard Guild:

[Have you heard!? ‘Super Thomas 2’ is finally being released. That’s all for now. Hey! Turn off the broadcast quickly! I need to go buy it!!]

The ads seemed to be getting shorter, but the release day for ‘Super Thomas 2’ and ‘Puyo Puyo’ finally arrived. 

The Irene School members involved in the game development teleported comfortably to Zephia and headed to the Harmon Game Arcade, where a throng of people eagerly awaited the release.

The influence of ‘Legend Fighter’ seemed evident, with many muscular, hardcore gamers among the crowd.

[We’ll now commence the sale of ‘Super Thomas 2’ and ‘Puyo Puyo.’ Please form an orderly line…]

“Move!!!”

“Wow!!!”

The gamers surged into the store at the announcement, and despite Edward’s Consortium calling in strong personnel to manage the crowd, it was barely enough.

“One ‘Super Thomas 2’ here!”

“I’ll take two ‘Super Thomas 2s’!”

“Give me the Super-Puyo set!”

Most customers bought one of each game, though we had also prepared a set of both games, which proved to be a brilliant move.

“Guys, you can play ‘Puyo Puyo’ at the game center too!”

“Really? Let’s go!”

Both games were also launched in the game center simultaneously. ‘Puyo Puyo,’ being an arcade game, was placed next to ‘Legend Fighter,’ with special attention given to its setup.

“Oh, this game is about matching slime colors.”

“Isn’t this too easy?”

“Yeah, Tetris seems harder.”

Gamers began playing ‘Puyo Puyo’ with casual ease, which quickly turned into intense competition.

Boong! Boong! Bang! Payohen! Boong boong! Bang! Bang! Bang! Payohen! Payohen!!

The iconic sound of ‘Puyo Puyo’—the dreaded ‘Payohen’—began echoing through the game center, signifying devastating combos. 

‘Payohen’ is a sound effect from a combo spell in ‘Puyo Puyo,’ symbolizing the utter helplessness of being overpowered by an opponent’s combo.

“You play like a real jerk!”

Thwack!!

“Ouch! Hey! Don’t hit so hard, even if it’s a chair shot!”


‘Payohen’ originally immobilized opponents with flowers but became a symbol of newbie torment in ‘Puyo Puyo’s’ competitive mode. 


When combos reached seven chains or more, the spell ‘Payohen’ would drop obstructive ‘Puyos’ on the opponent’s screen, turning the game into a brutal experience for beginners. 

The sound itself became a nightmare, representing the terror of seasoned players crushing novices.

Though it might seem logical to remove such frustrating elements, ‘Puyo Puyo’ wouldn’t be the same without ‘Payohen.’ 

It taught players the vastness of the gaming world and the joys of hardship, turning them into true gamers—a belief I carried from my past life.

The game center buzzed with the sounds of intense ‘Payohen’ battles from day one.



 
  
    Chapter 57: Yura Republic


While Puyo Puyo was ravaging arcades, turning game centers into ruins, Super Thomas 2 was wreaking havoc at home.

“Both of you, stop playing and come eat!” shouted a mother.

“Just a minute, Mom! Let me finish this level!” a child replied.

“Right, dear! Just one more game!” echoed the father.

Many families who had bought Super Thomas 2 for their children found that even the fathers were getting hooked. 

The game’s captivating power was no surprise. 

Super Thomas 2 was based on Super Mario 3, a game that had remained in the top ten best games list for decades after its release. 

It had set the standard for the Super Mario series with its world maps, course themes, and Mario’s various transformations and actions. 

While subsequent games in the series were enjoyable, they all built upon the foundation of Super Mario 3.

Super Mario 3 had introduced numerous transformations—not just the Tanooki, but also the Hammer, Frog, and Boot power-ups. 

Each world offered new power-ups, making gameplay fresh and exciting. 

The game featured diverse environments, from meadows and deserts to coastlines, skies, and icy terrains, covering almost every imaginable setting. 

Hidden locations unlocked by special actions like crouch-jumping added more layers of exploration and enjoyment. 

Super Mario 3 was the epitome of concentrated fun, and Super Thomas 2 was crafted on this very basis. 

Its success seemed inevitable.

“This game is a huge hit, brother,” 

“Of course, it is! Do you even know what game that is?” 

A week had passed since the game’s release. 

My friend Jiren and I stood amidst the crowd at the Harmon Game Mall, discussing the scene. Harmon Game Mall in Zephia was bustling with gamers and tourists eager to purchase Super Thomas 2 and Puyo Puyo. 

Seeing the joy on people’s faces as they anticipated playing the game made me happy too.

“But brother, why do you come here every day to watch people? We’ve confirmed that the games are selling well. Isn’t that enough?” 

“I’ve seen that already. Now I want to understand something else,” 

For a week since the game’s release, I had been visiting the game mall daily. 

It wasn’t just for fanboying, of course. 

It was for market research—specifically, to see if the game market was maturing. 

It had been over a year since I created my first game, and now, the market was headed towards its second year. 

In this world, a year was twenty months long, so it felt like three to four years had passed.

During this time, not only had my games from the Irene School made people happy, but games from various other schools had also emerged. 

The Legend Fighter incident had created many devoted gamers. 

Having more gamers was great news for a game developer. 

However, there was a downside. 

Like everywhere else, gamers here surpassed developers’ expectations. 

“This game is boring,” I overheard one gamer say.

“Didn’t you buy Super Thomas 2 recently?” asked another.

“I already cleared it!” the first replied.

Players were consuming content at an alarming rate. 

I remembered a player in my previous life who, except for maintenance breaks, stayed logged in for four years straight, racking up 33,002 hours. 

I often wondered what kind of person that player was.

Now, in this world, I encountered similar dedicated gamers—perhaps not Whales but more like hardcore gamers—completely absorbed in games. 

From my past life, I knew what kind of game could satisfy such gamers. 

The market was indeed ripening.

The Yura Republic bordered the eastern part of the Zers Empire. 

This country, home to humans, beastfolk, and dwarves, was known for its advanced magic engineering—a field based on the concept of manipulating magical energy with mechanical devices and magic stones. 

Though less powerful than traditional magic, magic engineering made it possible to create magical items that anyone could use, even those with little to no magical ability. 

Many magical items of Yuren’s, like magic scrolls and crystal balls, were inspired by this field. 

Games had also made their way into the Yura Republic, causing a cultural shock. 

The Yura Republic, which had always traded well with the Zers Empire, quickly embraced game crystal balls. 

At first, the magic engineers of Yura saw game crystal balls as a waste of talent. 

These devices used complex magic to create virtual worlds, manipulate physics, and compress magic into a usable form without losing power. 

It was an impressive feat, rivaled only by the Zers’ barrier stones that protected major cities.

However, as they analyzed the game crystal balls, Yura’s magic engineers had astonishing experiences. 

Time seemed to vanish. 

One engineer started playing Tetris on Monday and suddenly found it was Sunday. 

What felt like an hour of play had consumed seven hours. 

Other engineers had similar experiences. One engineer locked himself in his room for three days playing Super Thomas, murmuring about Princess Peace when he was finally rescued. 

A team of dwarves analyzing Legend Fighter left to train at Irene Arena, saying they found their true calling.

Initially suspecting mind control or hallucination magic, engineers found nothing of the sort. 

Only then did they realize the true horror of the Zers Empire’s plan: the game crystal balls were weapons of time theft, meant to distract and economically dominate the Yura Republic without a single offensive spell. 

Realizing this, the Yura Republic’s magic engineers shuddered. 

They couldn’t just let this happen, but with no evidence of foul play, they couldn’t justify war. 

The games were too fun for that.

So, Yura decided to fight fire with fire: games with games.

“How’s the game crystal ball development going, Howard?” asked Dean Einhardt in the meeting room of the Yura Magic Academy, where a clunky magic projection device was set up. 

Howard, a burly professor with brown hair, nervously responded to the white-haired dean’s intense gaze.

“It’s progressing well, Dean Einhardt.”

“Well isn’t good enough. Do you remember how many units our first game sold in the Empire?” Einhardt pressed.

Howard’s team had tried creating a game using magic engineering, hacking Tetris to make a version where players could always get a straight block. 

It flopped, selling only 30 units in Yuren. 

Howard learned the hard way how crucial fun was to a game.

“Of course, Dean. That’s why we thoroughly analyzed the game crystal balls and crafted a masterpiece that will sell in the Empire,” Howard explained.

“Continue,” Einhardt prompted.

Howard’s presentation showed Zers citizens playing Super Thomas. 

“Our market research indicates that Super Thomas is the best-selling game in the Empire. We decided to create a similar game but with key differences,” Howard explained. 

He displayed an image of Super Thomas’s mustachioed protagonist.

“Super Thomas features a mustachioed man. We opted for a cute animal character to stand out,” Howard continued.

“Not bad,” Einhardt acknowledged.

A graph appeared, summarizing surveys on what made Super Thomas fun: jumping, power-ups, hidden fields, and more.

“To differentiate our game, we added a new element: speed,” Howard revealed.

“Speed?” Einhardt questioned.


“Yes! People enjoy the fast-paced action in Super Thomas. We focused on enhancing that aspect,” Howard explained.

The presentation showed the game’s screen and the magic engineering device used to create it.


“We owe this to our academy’s genius, Sora, who developed the necessary magic engineering device,” Howard added.

“Excellent. What’s the game’s name?” Einhardt asked.

The final slide showed a blue rabbit racing through a stage. 

Howard announced proudly, “It’s called Speed Rabbit, Dean.”

As the blue, speed-crazed game character made its debut, the world of magic engineering games entered a new era. 



 
  
    Chapter 58: Speed Rabbit


Once upon a time, a company called ‘Sega,’ along with ‘Nintendo,’ dominated the video game industry. 

While Nintendoo was ravaging the game market with a game called Super Mario, Saga demanded the Eighth Research and Development Department to create a game that could compete with Super Mario. 

Sega wanted to showcase the CPU processing power of their console, Mega Drive, by making the character’s movements several times faster than Mario’s.

Thus, the game that was born became the world’s fastest hedgehog game and the icon of Saga, “Sonic.” 

Despite being overshadowed by Super Mario, Sonic had an impressive sales record. Sonic 1 sold 15 million copies, Sonic 2 sold 6 million copies, and the total series sales reached 84 million copies. 

Unlike Mario, Sonic was also well-suited for animation, leading to the creation of TVA and OVA, making it a pioneer in introducing animal characters to children in an appealing way. 

Its popularity was particularly high in North America, where by the time of my death, even three live-action movies were being produced in Hollywood. 

I, too, liked Sonic, though not as much as Super Mario. 

Back then, owning a Mega Tribe was a sort of privilege only wealthy families could afford. 

So, I could only play it briefly at a friend’s house who owned one. 

The speed and fun that Super mario lacked still lingered in my mind, even after decades. 

It was one of the games I thought of developing if I ever got the chance. 

Little did I know that I would encounter that game in this manner.

The news reached me a week after the release of Super Thomas 2 and Puyo Puyo. Sylvia burst into my laboratory suddenly and said, “Yuren, gather everyone immediately. There’s something I need to show you!”

“What is it, Sylvia? Why the serious face?”

“You’ll see!!”

As requested by Sylvia, we gathered, and she showed us a crystal ball. 

Inside was footage of a platformer game similar to Super Thomas. 

If it were just a simple copy of Super Thomas, Sylvia wouldn’t have reacted this way. 

This was a real, well-made game. 

Up until now, there had been countless copycat games of Super Thomas. 

Most of them couldn’t match Super Thomas in graphics and were filled with bugs, like falling into strange places. 

But the game Sylvia showed us was different. 

A blue rabbit ran through the map. New character, new graphics, and even a quality comparable to Super Thomas. 

The most important aspect was the [sense of speed]. 

The incredible speed at which the character traversed the map, with stylish spins in between, left us in awe.

“Wow…”

“This game is really well-made.”

Jiren and Noirin, with their keen eyes for games, seemed to realize how extraordinary this game was. 

I was surprised in a different way. 

I knew this game. 

Among the countless games I enjoyed in my past life, this one was very familiar.

“My goodness, to think I would meet Sonic like this…”

“Sonic?”

“Ah…it’s nothing, Sylvia, just talking to myself.”

The character had become a rabbit, and several elements had been adapted to fit this world, but that game was indeed the one I knew. 

The game that offered the best sense of speed, [Sonic], was now before me in this world. 

“Which school made this game, Sylvia?”

“It’s not a school. It’s the Magus Society.”

“The Magus Society? Could it be…”

To my knowledge, there was only one organization that used the name ‘Magus Society.’ 

It was a country that surpassed the Empire in technology related to magical devices…

“Yes, it was made by the Magus Society of the Yura Republic.”

Even my master, a pure magician, was genuinely impressed by their game.

“Incredible. To think there are magicians in the Yura Republic with such skill. It seems there’s a genius there on par with you, Yuren.”

In terms of pure magical skill, I could never surpass my master. 

However, when it came to the sense of fun needed to create game magic, a skill I had honed since my past life, I excelled. 

Yet, this game conveyed that very sense of fun. 

It could be one of two things: either a reincarnator like me or an extraordinarily talented genius beyond imagination.

While I was lost in thought, Karen asked Sylvia, “When will this game be released in the Empire?”

“We found out that Gilbert Trading Company will import and release it next week.”

Gilbert Trading Company was one of the major trading companies, rivaling the Edward Consortium. 

They had ventured into the game market but hadn’t seen much success. 

It was surprising to learn they had prepared something like this.

“It seems Gilbert Trading Company is investing as much in marketing as we did for our game.”

The atmosphere in the meeting room grew tense. 

A game of such quality and fun, created by a rival faction, meant an unprecedented challenger had appeared.

“What should we do, Yuren?”

Jiren looked at me seriously, expecting me to come up with a plan to turn the situation around.

Not just Jiren, but everyone was looking at me with the same expectation, except for my master, who was still engrossed in analyzing the game crystal.

Faced with such expectations, I said…

“What else? We need to go buy the game!!”

“Huh?”

First, we decided to buy the game. 

This month’s ‘Zers Gamer’ magazine had come out, which included reviews of Speed Rabbit, as Sylvia had mentioned.

[They’re faster than the wind.]

[A game that will make our mustachioed hero nervous.]

[Rabbit] [Rabbit] [Speed Rabbit runs like lightning!]

Overall, the reviews were that it was an amazing game, comparable to Super Thomas. 

Whether it was intentional or not, it was an element that could create a tremendous marketing effect. 

Currently, the Super Thomas series, due to Super Thomas 2, has taken the position of the game of games.

But now, a game that could rival it has emerged? 

As a gamer, it was impossible not to be intrigued. 

Including myself.

“Yuren, there are so many people.”

“Indeed, Master. It seems even more crowded than for Super Thomas.”

It seemed Gilbert Trading Company had invested heavily in marketing, promising significant profits from the Magus Society. 

They even rented out Zephia colosseum for the game release event, just like we did for Super Thomas.

Since there were too many people for us to enter directly, we used a levitation spell on a carpet to watch the event from above.


“Look, Yuren! It’s a magical projector! I’ve only heard rumors about those.”

“The Magus Society really went all out.”

Julia pointed to where the video was being projected. 

Zephia colosseum had a magical projector showing the gameplay of ‘Speed Rabbit’ to the crowd.

 Last time, we couldn’t create such a large screen with just a crystal ball, so the Master had to use an illusion spell. 

To think they could do this with just magical devices, the Magus Society’s magitech was truly fearsome.

[Rabbit] [Rabbit] [Speed Rabbit runs like lightning. Run like lightning, Rabbit, for us.]

As the song of Speed Rabbit echoed through the colosseum, the game release drew near.

“And now, we begin the release of Speed Rabbit!!!”

“Wow!!!”

When Gilbert Trading Company announced the sale of Speed Rabbit, people rushed to buy the game. 

Alright, let’s go!

“Then, I’ll go buy the game.”

“Huh? Disciple!? Yuren!?”

I jumped off the carpet to buy the game. 

A Sonic that I hadn’t created had appeared. 

This was the first time in this world that a game comparable to the famous games from my past life had emerged. 

It was both exciting and intimidating. 

Thanks to my cheat-like memories of my past life, I have been able to create games at this level. 

When a true genius game developer from this world appeared, I couldn’t be sure if I could keep up.

But that future concern didn’t matter now. 

What was important was that a game I hadn’t made and was seeing for the first time had appeared. 


It looked fun, and it probably was. 

So, I wanted to play it.

Not as ‘game developer’ Yuren, but as a ‘gamer’ Yuren.

“One copy of [Speed Rabbit], no, make that ten copies, please!”

I landed in the line at Zephia colosseum, my heart racing with the excitement of a gamer, and purchased ‘Speed Rabbit.’



 
  
    Chapter 59: Sorcerer Sora


Yura Republic’s Magic Academy.

In a research lab filled with all sorts of magical devices that seemed fit for a mad scientist, there was a person.

Amidst the gloomy atmosphere, a cute girl with snow-white hair and glasses, Sora Otoz, was intensely focused on developing a new game in front of a computer-like magical device, the “Magic Engineering Machine.”

Clank!

So deep in concentration was she that she didn’t notice the door opening and someone entering the lab. 

Howard, the head of the 8th team of the Magic Academy, approached Sora, who was still engrossed in her game development.

“Sora, how’s the game development going?” he asked.

“Oh! Professor Howard! Just in time! I was about to tell you that I’ve finished the prototype for the next game!!” Sora exclaimed, finally noticing her supervisor.

“You completed the next game’s prototype in just one week!?” Howard said, astonished.

“I’m sorry. It took a week because I was fine-tuning the impact feel,” Sora explained.

Sora was the main planner and developer of Speed Rabbit. 

Just two weeks ago, she had been working hard to finish Speed Rabbit, and now, in just a week, she had developed the prototype for the next game. 

Howard was amazed at her development speed.

“What kind of game is it?” he asked.

“It’s a fighting game like Legend Fighter,” Sora replied.

Legend Fighter was a dominant game in the fighting genre. 

Creating a game that could rival Legend Fighter was a challenging task, something Sora was well aware of.

“A fighting game? It won’t be easy to surpass Legend Fighter,” Howard remarked.

“Of course, it’s tough to beat. But with this game’s unique points, it might at least reach its level,” Sora said confidently.

“Unique points?” Howard asked, intrigued.

Sora showed the fighting game she was developing on the Magic Engineering Machine. 

The characters on the screen, though crude and boxy, were in martial arts stances. 

Sora pointed at them proudly.

“This fighting game is played in 3D.”

“3D!?”

“Yes! Try it, Professor!!” Sora urged.

“Alright. How do I play?” Howard sat in front of the Magic Engineering Machine.

Sora began explaining the game.

“The basic attack buttons are the same as Legend Fighter.”

“Got it, let’s see,” Howard said, pressing the buttons.

The characters on the screen responded to Howard’s inputs with heavy punches. 

The tactile feedback felt more realistic than Legend Fighter, a notable point as Sora had mentioned.

“Now, if you move to the side like this!” Sora instructed.

“Move to the side?”

Following Sora’s guidance, Howard pressed the directional key. 

His character dodged to the side, avoiding the opponent’s attack and positioning behind them.

“The character dodged to the side!”

“That’s it! That’s the point of a 3D fighting game!” Sora exclaimed.

The 3D aspect set this game apart from the flat, two-dimensional gameplay of Legend Fighter. 

Howard could sense the potential for success in this game.

“Sora, did you see this in a dream too?” Howard asked.

“Yes! In my dream, people were gathered in a game arcade, going wild over this game,” Sora replied.

Sora, initially a magical scholar, had become a true gamer after playing Super Thomas for game modification analysis. 

She had played every game from the Yuren and Irene schools, clocking over 100 hours on each and writing rave reviews as a result. 

Since then, she began having strange dreams.

In her dreams, she was in an unfamiliar world, working for a company called ‘Sega’ and creating games. 

These games were different from those she had played, and though not as polished as Irene’s , they seemed incredibly fun. 

At first, she thought it was just a dream, but as the dreams became more vivid, she felt she could actually make those games. 

When she heard about the Magic Academy forming a game development team, she saw it as an opportunity to bring her dream games to life.

“If you keep making games like this, Sora, it’s not a dream that your games could surpass the Irene school,” Howard said.

“Oh, no. How could I ever surpass Yuren’s games?” Sora replied modestly.

Yuren was immensely popular among game-making magicians, not just because he was the first to create game magic, but because he shared his game magic with many schools, demonstrating his abilities by creating immensely popular games like ‘Tetris’, ‘Super Thomas’, and ‘Legend Fighter’ in just two years. 

He even fought and defeated a mad dragon for his country’s pride. 

In the eyes of other magical scholars, Yuren was a figure who had achieved all their dreams.

“Unlike me, who relies on dreams, he creates such games on his own. He’s a genius,” Sora said, her eyes sparkling as she spoke about Yuren.

Howard, seeing Sora’s expression, thought, ‘Here she goes again,’ and watched her calmly.

“Right now, Yuren is probably enjoying a coffee in a sunlit café, evaluating my game. I just hope he finds Speed Rabbit fun,” Sora mused.

Unlike the higher-ups with grand goals of uncovering conspiracies against the Zers Empire and generating profits for the Yura Republic, Sora’s dream was simple: to have her games recognized by Yuren. 

She felt that if the god of games in the Zers Empire acknowledged her work, she would be fulfilled. 

Sora gazed towards the Zers Empire with her modest dream.

At that moment, what was Yuren actually doing?

Contrary to Sora’s image of Yuren sipping coffee elegantly in a sunlit café, he was…

“Yes! I collected all the emeralds!!” Yuren shouted.

In a dark room, after 20 hours of gameplay, Yuren had finally gathered all the emeralds in Speed Rabbit and was overjoyed. 

Having purchased Speed Rabbit, he had returned to Zephia house with everyone. 

With the money they earned and frequent travels to and from Zephia, they had even bought a house in Zephia under the Irene school name. 

It was a beautiful three-story house, but that wasn’t the important part.

“Jiren, where’s the beer?”

“Right here! Master!”

“Noirin, got the chips?”

“Here, Yuren.”

“And Karen.”

“I’ve prepared the strawberry ice cream you like, Master.”

“Wow! Thanks, Karen!”

Playing games was best enjoyed with beer and snacks! 

With everything ready, Yuren drew the curtains.

“Alright, everyone… let’s play the game!!”

“Yeah!”, “Let’s go!”

They started playing 20 hours ago. 


During that time, Yuren and his companions had been engrossed in Speed Rabbit. 

The story of Speed Rabbit was simple:

[The fastest blue rabbit in the world embarks on an adventure to rescue animal friends from Dr. Chicken.]

Yes, it was very similar to Sonic. 

The gameplay, too, was reminiscent of Sonic. 

Running, jumping, attacking monsters, and spinning quickly at specific points—it was all very Sonic. 

The difference was that, as a rabbit, the character didn’t roll but spun so fast that its feet couldn’t be seen, a subtle but fun distinction.

Finding these little differences was part of the charm. 

And most importantly, the cylindrical sections from Sonic were here too. 

Fortunately, Speed Rabbit clearly indicated the control buttons with green arrows, making it easy to navigate these sections. 

Whoever the developer was, Yuren appreciated these improvements.

Immersed in nostalgia, Yuren had cleared all stages and finally collected the last emerald.

“Yes! I collected all the emeralds!!” Yuren shouted.

How much time had passed? 

Looking around, he saw everyone else had collapsed and fallen asleep. 

The only one still awake was his master, analyzing the game’s magic.

*Clank!*

“I’m back. Yure—what’s going on here?” Sylvia asked, entering the room.

“Oh, Sylvia, you’re here,” Yuren greeted.

Sylvia seemed shocked at the scene of them playing games in a dark room littered with beer glasses, chip bags, and ice cream containers, with exhausted disciples lying around.

“What are you doing in this darkness? This is bad for your health.”

“Playing games is more fun in the dark,” Yuren replied.

Sylvia, exasperated, walked towards the curtains.

“Are the people of the Irene school children of darkness or something? Get up and clean yourselves!”

*Whoosh!*

Sylvia pulled the curtains, flooding the room with sunlight.

“Ah! My eyes!!”


“Screeeeech!”

“Aaaagh!!!”

“The light!! Sylvia, no!”

Blinded by the sudden light, Yuren, Jiren, Noirin, and even their master felt purified by the sunlight. 

The ‘children of darkness’ from the Irene school were thus vanquished by Sylvia in the ‘mother mode.’



 
  
    Chapter 60: Quantity and Quality


After being sterilized by the sunlight, my disciples and I tidied up the dark room, washed up in the bathroom, and headed to the drawing room. 

Despite being an otaku, I had learned the importance of cleanliness through my managerial and social life experiences. 

Don’t ask me how—I have a sad story behind it.

Feeling refreshed, we arrived at the drawing room, where Sylvia awaited us elegantly, sipping coffee.

“Looks like everyone enjoyed Speed Rabbit quite a bit,” she remarked.

“Hahaha…”

“It’s all because Yuren forced us,” Jiren and Noirin began to make excuses under Sylvia’s sharp gaze, using me as their scapegoat.

You scoundrels! 

You enjoyed it too!!

“So, what did you think of the Yura Republic’s game?” she asked.

“It was incredibly fun! If there’s a sequel, I’d definitely buy it. But… because of its speed, the playtime felt artificially extended in various ways. If it were up to me…”

“That’s not what I meant! From a business perspective!!” Sylvia raised her voice, her face turning red as I began to dive into my detailed review of Speed Rabbit.

Seeing Sylvia genuinely flustered, I decided to shift from gamer Yuren to game developer Yuren and discuss the matter seriously.

“Before I share my thoughts, I’d like to hear everyone else’s evaluations first,” I said.

Everyone pondered seriously. While I had thoroughly enjoyed Speed Rabbit, my disciples and master seemed to have enjoyed it as well. Sylvia hadn’t played with us, but she mentioned trying it out at the mansion, so she must have played enough to form an opinion.

“Well… even though it’s a rival company’s product, it was fun,” Sylvia admitted.

“I had fun too, Yuren,” my master added.

“Me too,” chimed in Noiren.

“And me, Yuren,” Jiren echoed.

As expected, everyone agreed it was fun. But I had another question.

“So, how does it compare to our games, like Super Thomas and Legend Fighter?” I asked.

“That’s a tough question, Yuren,” my master replied.

“Hmm…”

“It’s difficult,” Sylvia said, troubled.

Comparing the fun of different games is always a headache. 

Because we made them, our bias could make our games seem either less fun or overly fun.

Sylvia was the first to speak again. “Honestly, I think our games are more fun.”

“I agree, Yuren.”

“So do I, disciple!”

Everyone’s opinions burst forth.

As I expected, Speed Rabbit was fun, but our games were definitely more enjoyable.

“It seems we all think similarly. I also believe our games have better gameplay,” I said.

“Really!”

“Yes, I’m confident in that.”

Sylvia’s face lit up with my reassurance. 

Imported games from the Yura Republics wouldn’t defeat us. 

However, there was a different concern I had while analyzing the game.

“But there’s something truly frightening about it,” I said.

“What’s that?” Sylvia asked.

I held up the crystal orb of the blue Speed Rabbit. “This game was made using magical engineering.”

“Magical engineering?” she repeated.

“Yes, a type of magic that the Yura Republic prides itself on. Master, am I right?” I asked, looking at him for confirmation.

“Correct, disciple. That game had the characteristic rigidity of magical engineering. It seemed to combine various magic runes to create it,” my master explained.

After clearing the game, my master had analyzed it, repeatedly mentioning the rigid magical power characteristic of magical engineering.

Sylvia, unfamiliar with magical engineering, looked puzzled. “How is that different from the magic you use?”

“Imagine making a walking character. Our mages start by visualizing and crafting the character from scratch,” I began, using character creation as an example.

In the Boyer Game Engine, we had to individually create the necessary character images. This was the most convenient and quickest method for magic-based creation.

“But magical engineering is different. It’s possible to make characters walk using pre-made rune stones.”

Magical engineering allowed mass production by pre-creating characters on rune stones. 

Instead of storing complete magic on scrolls, it fragmented and stored incomplete magic pieces, which was the core of magical engineering.

Sylvia still looked confused. “If it’s such a convenient technique, why don’t we use it?”

“It’s not that simple. Fragmenting and storing magic on rune stones is a technique unique to magical engineering. I’ve tried it several times, but it’s hard to do correctly, and even when I manage, it’s inefficient.”

Magical engineering sounded convenient, but it wasn’t.

 First, the process of runestone fragmentation was complex. Instead of naturally moving your body, you had to command each action—‘lift leg,’ ‘lower arm,’ ‘raise buttocks’—and combine them in detail. 

While everything set up became convenient with the push of a button, any modifications required repeating the entire process. 

Additionally, the fragmented magic increased mana consumption, necessitating more magical materials.

“Magic relies heavily on the mage’s intuition, but magical engineering allows for efficient standardization,” I said.

“So Speed Rabbit is just the beginning,” Sylvia understood.

That was the issue. 

One game like Speed Rabbit wouldn’t take over the market, but if they could produce three such quality games while we made one, the story changed.

“Indeed, if the Yura Republic and the Magus Society are serious, they could outdo us in quantity,” I said.

Sylvia looked down. “I believe the Yura Republic is serious,” she said, placing a flyer on the table.

“What’s this?” I asked.

“Please look. Our merchants in the Yura Republic sent this advertisement,” Sylvia explained.

It was a flyer handed out in front of a store, showcasing remarkable games.

“This is…”

“It looks like a strange game,” my disciples and master remarked, but I was stunned.

It featured the representative game of Saga, [Beast King], an action arcade game with characters transforming into animals.

“Is this ‘Beast King’?” I exclaimed.

“Yes, it’s a game from the Magical Academy to be released in a month. It hasn’t been unveiled in the Empire yet, but Gilbert’s momentum suggests a simultaneous release,” Sylvia said.

It seemed almost ready for release.

“Releasing such games every month… that’s an incredible pace,” I said.

“Do those people even sleep?” Jiren grimaced, recalling the nightmare of overtime.

If I had to make such games at that pace, I’d react like Jiren too. 

Speed Rabbit and Beast King every two months? 

That wasn’t a humanly feasible development schedule.

“What should we do, Yuren?” Sylvia asked earnestly.

I had anticipated this issue even before Speed Rabbit’s release. 


As the game market grew, other factions developing games could inevitably catch up.


With a growing market, increasing rivals, and higher gamer demands, I knew what kind of game could satisfy everything at this moment.

“If they come with quantity, we must counter with overwhelming quality.”

In my mind, the victory BGM of ‘that game’ resounded, with its protagonist wielding a giant sword.

『Da-da-da-dan da-da-da!!』



 
  
    Chapter 61: Final Fantasy 7


In December 1987, a game was released in Japan. 

It was created by a company on the verge of exiting the gaming industry, their last attempt before withdrawing. 

This game, compared to the then-popular Dragon Quest, was praised as a rival RPG and quickly rose to become Japan’s representative RPG series. 

This game is none other than the iconic JRPG known worldwide, with over 160 million copies sold globally: Final Fantasy.’

But was Final Fantasy’ the most famous JRPG from its first release?

No, it wasn’t.

The game that truly catapulted the series to global acclaim came ten years later. ‘Final Fantasy’ was released on January 31, 1997, in the midst of fierce competition among consoles like the ‘Nintendo 64,’ ‘Sega Saturn,’ and ‘Game Station.’

The gaming world at the time was brimming with masterpieces created amidst the intense console wars. 

Yet, people didn’t realize that the true champion had yet to make its appearance. 

‘Final Fantasy’ emerged at the heart of this battle, transitioning from the traditional world of swords and magic to a setting of machines and modern cities. 

With its impressive gameplay, moving storyline, and breathtakingly rendered 3D sci-fi fantasy world, it astonished players everywhere.

People went wild over the game, which demonstrated incredible power and ultimately made its platform, the ‘Game Station,’ the final victor in the console war. 

This game sold an astounding 14 million copies, sweeping the 1997 game awards and becoming a legend. 

This game was ‘Final Fantasy 7.’

‘Final Fantasy 7’ has many fascinating anecdotes. 

Over 20 years after its release, Time magazine selected it in its ‘All-Time 100 Video Games,’ surpassing classics like ‘Super Mario’ and ‘Street Fighter 2.’ 

A Hollywood actor famous for his role as a superhero even mentioned in an interview that he learned about love from this game, surprising many people.

In North America, gamers fell in love with the game’s female protagonists, ‘Tina’ and ‘Aerith,’ learning the concept of a favorite character and becoming dedicated fans. 

So why were people so enthusiastic about ‘Final Fantasy 7’? 

I believe it was the result of a dramatic synergy created by the convergence of opportunities.

At the time, the world was heading towards the end of the century, and a critical perspective on society was growing. 

In line with this atmosphere, the game boldly addressed heavy and realistic themes, unlike previous RPGs where the roles of hero and villain were clear-cut. 

It depicted the reality of a corrupt mega-corporation ruling the city of Midgar, exploiting and deceiving its citizens, alongside issues like resource misuse, environmental destruction, ignorant citizens, terrorism due to radical actions, the gap between rich and poor, and the underground economy, all of which were relatable real-world problems.

Even the protagonist, ‘Cloud,’ had an unconventional, unrefined demeanor. 

Seeing him dismiss a companion’s words with ‘Not interested,’ rather than the typical ‘Let’s defeat the demon king together!’ was initially shocking. 

However, the game didn’t just criticize; it also presented the theme of humanity and love saving people in the end, profoundly moving players with a shocking and tear-jerking scene.

Had it ended there, it would have still been a masterpiece. 

But the game continued to captivate with its charming characters, who remained popular even 20 years later, and its combat system combining skill stones known as ‘Runes,’ offering a deep and engaging JRPG experience. 

Each element came together to create a true masterpiece.

Unfortunately, I didn’t get to enjoy the game when it first came out. 

It was only a few years after I left the orphanage that I finally played it and wept at ‘that scene.’ I probably didn’t cry as much even when I said goodbye to everyone at the orphanage. 

And I made a vow: someday, I would share this sorrow—or rather, this joy—with everyone.

Now, that opportunity has come.

“What do you mean by ‘overwhelming quality,’ Yuren?” Sylvia asked, wanting a more detailed explanation of my words.

“It’s simple. While they produce two or three games, we’ll create one definitive game with the power of ten or twenty and beat them,” I replied.

“Yuren, that’s easier said than done. Is it possible?” Sylvia questioned.

“It is. In fact, there’s already a ‘possible game’ in mind,” I said, explaining my plan based on ‘Final Fantasy 7′ to everyone present. 

I described the concept and direction of the game, emphasizing that in this otherworldly setting, a fantasy game should have a modern or futuristic background rather than a medieval one. ‘Final Fantasy 7’ fits this condition perfectly.

“This game development will be the greatest challenge not only for our Irene School but also for the Edward Consortium,” I said. 

Everyone looked increasingly astonished as I spoke about the game’s concept, direction, and scale. 

Developing this game would require the maximum effort from everyone involved, including those from related schools within the Edward Consortium.

“This project will be a significant challenge and risk. But if we succeed and spread this game worldwide, no other game will be able to match us for years to come,” I concluded. As I finished, everyone began to ponder. 

I waited patiently for my family to process the idea.

“I understand, Yuren. I trust you,” Sylvia said.

“Me too, my disciple,” my master added, and soon, everyone agreed to the project. 

They might not have fully understood everything, but I felt they had grasped some of the excitement I had experienced playing that game. 

However, Noirin, an experienced game developer, seemed troubled and asked me a question.

“But Yuren, isn’t there a major problem?”

“What problem?” I asked.

“The capacity of the crystal spheres,” Noirin pointed out. 

The game I described clearly required a vast amount of crystal sphere capacity. 

Without solving this, the game would either be extremely expensive or cumbersome to play with multiple cheaper spheres.

“But that issue is already resolved,” I said with a smile. “Sylvia and I have already found a solution.”

“Really? How?” Noirin asked, surprised.

“We didn’t develop a new spell, but we secured new resources from a territory,” I explained. Noirin seemed confused, so I continued to smile. 

This was something that happened a few weeks after my duel with the Prince.

“What?” Grey was shocked by the sudden message from the Ministry of the Interior. 

The message stated that the ‘Reynas’ territory owned by the Grey Company would be reclaimed by the ministry effective immediately.

‘Reynas’ was a key area where many monsters, including slimes used in magical tools, were found. 

Most of the Grey Company’s magical materials came from this region.

“Reynas has been part of the Bell family for 200 years. How can it be reclaimed suddenly?” 

Grey asked, trying to stay calm. 

Minerva, on the other side of the communication sphere, responded firmly.

“Someone with the authority of Her Majesty the Queen requested it, just like your ancestor received it,” Minerva replied. 

Grey became anxious. 

Losing Reynas would be devastating for both the Grey Company and her ongoing plans.

“At least tell me who wants it. I’ll try to buy it back from them,” Grey suggested, thinking she could bribe or eliminate the person if necessary.

“You know him well. First-class mage, Yuren of the Irene School,” Minerva revealed.

“What? That little boy?” 


Grey was shocked, and Minerva delivered Yuren’s message: “If he calls me a little boy, tell her this: ‘This is how you play a joke. Ha. Ha. Ha.'”

“What?” 

Grey was stunned, and Minerva ended the communication with a request to vacate the territory by the next month. 

Enraged, Grey shattered the communication sphere.

“Yuren!” Grey screamed, but her frustration was Yuren’s greatest reward.



 
  
    Chapter 62: Everyone has a good plan


It was a problem I had felt continuously, even before Legend Fighter, that we needed to prepare to enhance the quality of our games.

Back during the Legend Fighter days, we managed to meet the price point through the combined efforts of Sylvia and the Edward Merchant Guild. 

But as the era of RPG and 3D games dawned, it became clear that a higher-quality game would necessitate a crystal ball of far greater value. 

If we kept increasing the price like we did with Legend Fighter, it would start to hurt the game’s mass appeal. 

Conversely, lowering the price would cut into our profit margins.

The profitability of the Irene School was crucial, but we also had to ensure that other schools making game magic could guarantee at least a basic profit margin. 

As I discussed this issue with Sylvia, something caught my eye: Rainus.

The western region, known for its abundance of monsters like slimes used as materials for magic tools, was one of the areas supplying the empire with these essential resources. 

And it just so happened that the lord of that region was Grey. 

I asked Sylvia how we could take control of that area.

“Hmm… There are only two ways to obtain that region,” Sylvia replied. 

“Either we buy the ownership from the Bell family for an enormous sum, or we gain the rights to the land by performing a significant service to the nation, much like the Bell family did.”

“A significant service?”

“Yes, like enhancing the empire’s reputation or defending it from foreign invasions.”

Enhancing the empire’s reputation or defending it from invasions meant achieving feats comparable to those of the empire’s hero, Karuga.

“That sounds difficult.”

“Yes, it’s quite challenging. Yuren, it might be better to look for another way.”

While I was considering other options, by sheer chance, I ended up in a duel with Prince of  Ra. 

By another stroke of luck, I defeated him, thereby enhancing the empire’s reputation. Consequently, I was granted the rights to the Reynas territory.

This turn of events allowed me to solve the game quality issue and exact my revenge on Grey—a perfect example of hitting two birds with one stone. 

After acquiring the Reynas territory, I established a separate guild with Sylvia to manage it. 

I provided the land, and Sylvia supplied the personnel to manage it.

We adjusted the game’s profit margins to secure a 50% profit share, which was fair since we also provided some of the materials for crystal ball production. 

Even the Edward Merchant Guild accepted this arrangement.

All of this was finalized just a week ago, and with all the chaos that ensued, I missed the chance to share the news until now.

“So, you don’t have to worry about the game’s capacity, Noirin,” I said.

“Yuren, you’re amazing. You always have a plan!” Noirin’s eyes sparkled with admiration.

Although his words felt familiar, now wasn’t the time to dwell on it. Just then, Jiren spoke up with a serious expression.

“I’m worried about something else, Master.”

“What is it?”

Jiren, usually calm, now wore a serious look, stroking his chin as he voiced his concern.

“It seems like this game will take the longest development time we’ve ever faced. Will gamers wait that long for us?”

We discussed the expected development period, and the consensus was that even at an insanely fast pace, it would take 7 to 8 months. 

Compared to our usual multi-month release schedule, this was a long time. 

Jiren worried about the potential gap for the Irene School.

When everyone seemed to agree with Jiren, our elf master, puzzled, spoke up.

“Seven to eight months is a long time, Jiren?”

Our elf master looked at us with a face that seemed to say, ‘Why is that long?’ 

Ordinary humans perceive 7 to 8 months as quite lengthy, a generational or even racial gap I keenly felt at that moment.

“To you, Master, it may seem short, but to gamers, it’s quite a long time.”

Jiren’s concern was valid, reminding me of the insane efforts during the peak of mobile games in my past life, where games were released every three months to prevent user attrition.

However, I felt confident in saying, “I understand your concern, Jiren, but I think we’ll be fine.”

“Really? If the Magic Engineering guys release games monthly, won’t we lose our place?”

I looked at the Speed Rabbit’s crystal ball. 

Unlike my games based on personal experience, the Magic Engineering games felt like they were crafted from admiration and observation.

As long as it wasn’t created from nothing, I believed we would be fine.

“If they can produce ‘games like this’ monthly, then maybe.

But if my guess is right, that’s unlikely.”

If the game’s value depended solely on production speed like factory goods, then yes, it would be a problem. 

But I didn’t think games were like that.

“People want interesting games, not just quickly made ones.”

I had seen the outcome of treating games like factory products in my previous life.

I hoped not to witness that again in this new world.

Meanwhile, in the office of the Gilbert Merchant Guild, its portly president, Bernell Gilbert, was in high spirits for the first time in a year since the Edward Consortium  seized the lucrative game magic market.

While Sylvia rapidly secured the game’s market leadership, the Gilbert Merchant Guild initially dismissed games as a mere fad. 

But the game market grew into a significant industry, disrupting the guild’s balance. 

Despite hastily mobilizing magicians to produce games, they couldn’t match the quality of the Irene School.

As Bernell deliberated over this issue, a proposal arrived from the Yura Republic. 

They offered to sell their games in the Zers Empire. 

Even Bernell, unfamiliar with games, recognized their quality and had his subordinates test them. 

The results were successful, with many people eager to purchase the Yura Republic’s games. 

Sensing an opportunity, Bernell used all the guild’s resources to ensure the game’s success, even surpassing Super Thomas 2 in the Zers gamer rankings, albeit temporarily.

Imagining this month’s victory extending into the next and beyond, Bernell waited for his guest in his office.

Click!

“Ah! Welcome, Dean Einhardt!”

“Thank you for the warm welcome, President Bernell.”

Dean Einhardt, with his white hair and cold eyes, was greeted enthusiastically by the rotund Bernell.

“Thanks to the game developed by the Magic Academy, our guild’s prestige has been rising. I can’t thank you enough! Hahaha!”

Dean Einhardt responded with a dry smile to Bernell’s hearty laugh.

As they discussed the game’s success, Bernell soon got to the point.

“I have a request, Dean Einhardt.”

With eyes greedier than his ample belly, Bernell stared at the Dean.

“Can you make the games faster?”

“Faster than now?”

Surprise flickered in Einhardt’s usually cold eyes.

Producing games faster than the highly efficient magic engineering pace intrigued him.

“Yes, from what I understand, the Edward’s and the Irene School don’t have any upcoming releases.”

Bernell shared the intelligence gathered by his informants, showing photos of the Irene School members seemingly idling in Zephia’s instead of developing games. 

This was an opportunity.


“If we flood the market with games like ‘Speed Rabbit,’ we could dominate the empire’s game market.”


Einhart understood Bernell’s strategy: take advantage of the lull.

“I see your point. I’ll take action upon returning to my homeland.”

“Hahaha! Thank you, Dean!”

Confident in their success, they headed to a celebratory feast, unaware of the dire consequences their decision would unleash.

Thus began the worst disaster in the history of the otherworld’s game market.



 
  
    Chapter 63: Assemble


Returning to the Irene School, I began to draft a plan and prepare the distribution of tasks. 

The reason we started with the distribution instead of the actual work was that this project had so many new elements to tackle. 

Developing the RPG battle system.

Creating a system for advancing the massive storyline.

Designing captivating characters and world art.

Crafting the story and direction.

And most importantly, implementing the [3D World].

Each of these tasks was critical. 

In previous game developments, we might have had one crucial task. 

The rest could be streamlined based on the know-how gained from other game developments. 

However, this project required solving all five major tasks simultaneously. 

It was the kind of workload that would make Jiren run away with air-walking and Julia dig a tunnel to escape. 

But there was no choice. 

Considering the gamers’ situation and the current trends in the gaming industry, this game had to be made now, and these tasks had to be completed.

After spending two nights organizing in the lab and finalizing the overall plan, I gathered everyone involved in the project. 

The team assembled for this project was no joke. 

Of course, the masters and disciples of the Irene School were gathered.

“Thanks for your hard work organizing the schedule, Yuren.”

“Great job, Yuren.”

This meeting included not only the usual disciples but also ten other disciples, including Lauren, who had recently completed their coming-of-age ceremonies.

“Are we allowed to be here?”

“Don’t worry, Yuren gave us permission.”

At the Irene School, the disciples followed a set curriculum created by the master. 

Younger disciples studied the basics, and those close to adulthood who wanted to develop games received education from me to Noirin. 

Along with this education, they gained practical experience by participating in game projects, making all ten disciples ready to create their own games if they were from another school.

The addition of my reliable disciples was not the end.

“Haha! Yuren, I’m here!”

“Hello, Irene, Yuren.”

“Nice to see you all again, members of the Irene School.”

Now, familiar faces like Julia and members of the Juel School had arrived. 

Their experience in helping us and creating Puyo Puyo was crucial for this project. 

And there was more.

“Hello, Yuren.”

“Welcome, Harbor Claudia.”

Harbor Claudia, a first-class magician with green hair and a gentle smile from the Claudia School, had arrived with other disciples. 

They had learned from us and successfully developed several games, though none were hits.

They decided to help as an external team for this project. 

With their help, we could improve the 3D background and weather effects.

Although all school-related personnel had gathered, we still weren’t complete.

“Long time no see, Yuren! Need my help again? Hahaha!”

“Good to see you, Apollo.”

Apollo, with short brown hair and a cross-shaped scar on his cheek, was the guild master of the Zeus Mercenary Guild and our combat and action advisor. 

He was called in to improve the character action sequences, especially the protagonist Cloud’s swordsmanship.

“I’m here, Yuren.”

“Long time no see, Yuren.”

Finally, for contracts and financial matters, Sylvia and Butler Thomas joined us, completing the project team.

Irene School: 15 members

Loren School: 10 members

Claudia School: 8 members

Zeus Mercenary Guild: 1 member

Edward Consortium: 2 members (+ 2000 others)

It was a moment when all the necessary forces for the project gathered.

It felt like shouting, “Game developers, assemble!”

In the largest conference room of the new Irene School building, I sat beside the master at the head table, with Sylvia on the other side. 

Sylvia spoke first.

“Before we begin, Thomas.”

“Yes, miss.”

Butler Thomas handed out contracts to everyone. 

Those unfamiliar with them started reading.

“This is a non-disclosure agreement. You must not reveal anything about this game until its release. Please sign.”

Contracts in this world could be enforced by magic, preventing speech or writing about confidential matters. 

Everyone signed without hesitation, understanding its importance. 

I looked forward to the day when this contract would make everyone’s lips itch.

After Sylvia and Butler Thomas collected the contracts, I stood up to start the presentation.

“Thank you all for coming. Before we begin, I have a question.”

Feeling everyone’s gaze, I slipped into my presentation mode from my previous life.

“Have any of you ever dreamed of this?”

I made eye contact with each person. 

A good presentation starts with engaging the audience.

“Have you ever dreamed of traveling to another world with different civilizations, getting caught up in intrigues and battles, going on adventures, defeating enemies, and becoming a hero in the end?”

In this other world, fairytales were not absent. 

They were numerous and familiar, often featuring similar stories: visiting a new world, meeting new people, facing crises, overcoming them, and finally receiving rewards.

Everyone seemed to resonate with my words.

“I have, senior!”

“Me too, Yuren! By the way, the princess was you! Hahaha!”

Julia’s joke made everyone chuckle. 

I wondered where the sunflower-like Julia from that day had gone. 

I should print that photo and show it to everyone later.

Leaving the brief laughter behind, I continued.


“Such dreams are absurd but also exciting. Unfamiliar worlds, heart-pounding adventures, great companions, and lovers. Such fantasies thrill us just by imagining them.”

I had dreamt of such things countless times, loved RPG games, and enjoyed novels for the same reason. 

The desire for such fantasies is, I believe, a universal longing for all sentient beings.

“Sadly, these are just fantasies. I can’t even remember the last time I had such a final dream.”

However, in this world, the sad part was that such joys could only be enjoyed in dreams and fairytales. 

To me, reality was already a fantasy, but this world lacked the deeper fantasy within it.

“But what if you could experience that fantasy anytime?”

What if we gifted the people of this world with a fantasy they hadn’t seen? 

Unlike the previous world, which went through novels and movies to games, we would directly introduce them to a legendary game.

“Imagine going on adventures in that unknown world through this game orb. How much would gamers enjoy it?”

It would be a cultural shock, a greater impact than Super Thomas. 

Gamers would never forget the moment they first experienced it. 

Forever.

“This project aims to let gamers enjoy their [Final Fantasy] eternally within the game.”

Everyone began to grasp the importance of this project. 

Even the usually playful Julia, Jiren, and Mr. Apollo listened seriously.

“So, please remember this.”

Now for the conclusion. 

No theatrics or fancy effects needed, just conveying my heartfelt thoughts when making this game.


“When we can encapsulate that fantasy within this orb, the game we create will be remembered not just as the [best game], but as the 『greatest masterpiece』.”

In my previous life, a rock star once said, ‘I won’t be a rockstar. I will be a legend.’

This game will be the same. It won’t just be a [popular game]. 

It will be remembered as a 『legend』.

“Now, let’s begin the development plan for the [Eternal Fantasy] project.”



 
  
    Chapter 64: Hell has begun


Eternal Fantasy.

As Yuren began the development meeting for “Eternal Fantasy” within the Irene School faction, a meeting was also commencing in the distant Yura Republic. 

Among the attendees were key members of the Magus Society, including Dean Einhardt and Professor Howard, where shocking discussions were underway between the Irene School faction and others.

“What?! Mass production system?”

“Yes, Howard. It seems we’ve gained enough experience in game magic production. I intend to share it with other teams to create a mass production system.”

Upon returning to the Yura Republic, Headmaster Einhardt immediately summoned the professors. 

Among them was Professor Howard, from the successful Speed Rabbit team. 

Howard knew how much profit the Magus Society had gained from Speed Rabbit’s success, so he attended the meeting expecting some compensation. 

However, what he heard was startling. 

The Magus Society planned to introduce a game mass production system.

“But, Headmaster, isn’t it too early for that?”

“I understand your concern, but upon visiting the Empire, I found its gaming market in disarray. This is an opportunity.”

The success of game magic heavily relied on Sora’s abilities. 

Howard knew that any game created without her would likely end up a failure. 

But there was something Howard didn’t know: leaders blinded by greed become stupider than imagined.

“But, Headmaster!”

“Howard, does it look like I’m asking for your opinion? This is an order.”

Despite Einhardt’s apparent senility, he held the highest authority. 

Even if Einhardt seemed incapable of making rational decisions, he was still the superior. 

Howard had no choice but to comply, no matter how tragic the consequences.

“Everyone, let’s receive the game development process from Professor Howard’s team and plan accordingly.”

Einhardt rose, addressing all the professors present. His stern gaze made it clear that resistance was futile.

“Our goal is to produce one game per team per month. I ask for your utmost effort to thwart the Empire’s conspiracies.”

“Yes, Headmaster!”

To counter the Empire’s schemes, the game project began. 

But soon, it devolved into a means of profit for the Magus Society. 

Yet, there was no choice. 

In the Magus Society, the Headmaster’s word was law. 

Despite Einhardt’s questionable judgment, his position was absolute. 

Howard had no option but to comply, no matter how tragic the outcome.

“Everyone, let’s distribute tasks based on Professor Howard’s team’s work and commence development. We’ll have video conferences every two weeks and face-to-face meetings once a month.”

“Understood, Yuren.”

“Got it, Yuren! Hahaha!”

With the sharing of the development plan, the “Eternal Fantasy” project officially began. 

As the meeting concluded and everyone headed to a restaurant for the prepared food and drinks, Sylvia and Karen approached, their expressions worried.

“Um, Yuren, is it really okay for the task distribution to be like this?”

“Hm?”

“Karen’s right. It seems like too much of a workload for you, Yuren.”

The tasks were divided as follows:

– Combat System: Yuren, Zeren, Julia, and Jewel factions

– 3D Space Implementation: Yuren, Master, and Claudia factions

– Character Design, World Art, and Graphic Resources: Yuren, Lauren, and Graphic Specialist Irene School priests

– Directing and Level Design Content: Yuren, Noyuren, Irene School priests, and Apollo

– Overall Scenario: Yuren

– Overall Schedule Management: Karen

– Financial and Production Management: Sylvia and Butler Thomas

Seeing the organized tasks, it felt as if the heavens were singing. 

Oh, I have so much to do! Hahaha.

“Well, if we work hard, won’t everything work out?”

“Sigh… Okay, I understand. But don’t push yourself too hard. Remember, a leader should take care of their health.”

“Got it, Sylvia. Thanks for your concern.”

“As your partner, it’s only natural! Shall we go for dinner?”

Absurd as the schedule was, there was no choice. 

The “Eternal Fantasy” project incorporated many new concepts. 

From sci-fi to turn-based combat, modern cities, guns, and 3D, there were many new ideas for the inhabitants of this world.

“It really seems like a fantastic city. Did it come from Yuren’s dreams?”

Except for the Master and some priests, my past life was a secret. 

The setting for “Eternal Fantasy” was also based on a dream I supposedly had.

“Uh…yeah! Just about three months ago, I suddenly had this dream.”

“Hmm, dreaming about a city like this with people and weapons and remembering it in such detail?”


“That…yeah!”

Lauren looked at me with disbelief but also with an understanding that couldn’t be helped.

“Yuren, you dream in such detail.”

Curious as ever, my little sister was always a headache.

Anyway, with things progressing like this, I had to be involved in every detail. My personal hell had begun.



 
  
    Chapter 65: An ordinary game development site


The Flower of RPG Games

It would undoubtedly be the battles.

Especially in Final Fantasy VII, battles were turn-based games based on the ‘ATB (Active Time Battle System)’ system.

Players could enjoy strategic battles with a turn-based feel but enhanced by real-time charging of the ‘ATB gauge.’

“Master Irene, must battles always be this frustrating?” 

“But perhaps it’s because you first played games like ‘Legend Fighter’ that are extremely dopamine-inducing?”

Jiren commented upon hearing about the turn-based battle system.

“Jiren, you wouldn’t understand until you try it yourself.”

“Still, it sounds more like a vicious card game to me. Honestly, it doesn’t seem very fun.”

I had incorporated unique classes and various skills depending on the class to enhance the strategic depth. 

This would bring out the strategic fun of each character.

“Here, I’ve created a prototype turn-based battle system. Give it a try.”

I handed Jiren a test version to conquer a 100-floor tower using a basic battle system and existing character and monster resources.

Though lacking graphic resources and polished direction, it offered fundamental enjoyment.

“Take a look at this prototype and start developing the battle system based on it. I have other matters to attend to.”

“Alright. Understood. Execution.”

After Irene left, Jiren casually began testing.

With the appearance of characters like Super Thomas and the fighters from ‘Legend Fighter,’ the turn-based battles Irene mentioned began.

The first battle was against Super Thomas’s warhorse. 

Naturally, with one blow from Ryo, the monsters died, and Jiren emerged victorious.

“Well, that was easy.”

Buoyed by his easy victory, Jiren continued enthusiastically. 

Various monsters appeared, such as warhorses, turtles, and others from Super Thomas, attacking with a variety of moves.

Among them was an enemy casting magic, which exploited Super Thomas’s weaknesses, causing additional damage.

“Ah, so there’s an elemental advantage depending on magic.”

Having learned about elemental weaknesses, Jiren swiftly advanced by incinerating monster flowers with fire magic.

Jiren found turn-based combat increasingly enjoyable, and not just Jiren but the other priests began to find the game interesting.

“What’s this, Jiren?”

“It’s a turn-based battle system prototype made by Iren.”

“Can I watch too?”

“Of course, come sit here.”

Passing by, Noirin found the screen intriguing and sat down beside Jiren to watch the game.

Jiren and Noirin continued to conquer the tower together.

Upon reaching around the 20th floor, the tower’s difficulty suddenly spiked.

Facing significantly stronger monsters and those targeting his weaknesses, Jiren felt mounting pressure, bit by bit.

And then…

“Damn it! This insane boss! How do I beat this?! Is this what Iren meant by ‘game’!?”

The eagerly anticipated 40th-floor boss!

In the form of a white cat named Blanc, the boss defeated Jiren, leaving him utterly defeated.

Was it because of such overwhelming defeat?

Jiren and Noiren’s determination grew stronger.

“There must be weaknesses! Let’s try again, Jiren!”

“Yeah, I’ll definitely defeat that guy!”

With renewed vigor, Jiren and Noirin faced repeated game overs, but their resilience grew.

However, setbacks are how a man grows!

Finally, just before their last defeat, they found a breakthrough strategy.

“Wait! Jiren, did you see that?”

“What?”

“Blanc’s weakness seems to be poison. Also, it seems like he only uses physical attacks. So…”

“If we poison him and coat ourselves with shields, we can win! Let’s do it now!”

Having identified the boss monster’s weakness, the two attacked Blanc according to their strategy.

Though Blanc continued to claw at them, shield magic prevented Jiren from taking damage. Meanwhile, Blanc became poisoned, visibly losing health.

After enduring for 30 minutes, victory was theirs.

You Win.

“We did it! Jiren!”

“That’s right! I’m a genius! This game is god-tier!”

Victory tasted sweeter after such adversity.

Jiren and Noirin couldn’t contain their excitement at defeating the boss who had caused them despair.

Hearing their cheers, other priests began gathering around Jiren’s seat, one by one.

“Jiren’s game looks fun.”

“I want to watch too!”

“Count me in!”

In no time, about ten priests joined Jiren in playing Iren’s turn-based battle system prototype.

As the afternoon turned into evening and it was time for dinner and then off work, they couldn’t tear themselves away from the console.

“Is it time to leave work now? But we haven’t even reached the 70th floor of the tower yet!”

The Iren faction continued battling to conquer the tower that evening.

Until the next morning, when Karen and Irene returned.

“Here I am! Surprise!”

Returning from a morning meeting with the Claudia faction, the three were greeted by the sight of Jiren, Noirin, and the others with dark circles under their eyes.

The sight of ten dark circles under the eyes of wizards who had stayed up all night was truly eerie.

“What’s going on? Did you guys stay up all night? I told you to get a good night’s sleep.”

Irene was adamant about mages getting proper sleep.

Excessive overtime was a surefire way to mess up schedules, a lesson learned from past experiences.

But this situation was not what Irene had in mind.

“Master, right now that’s not important. We’ve reached the 99th floor, but we just can’t beat the final boss on the 100th floor. Please help us.”

Upon hearing Jiren’s plea, Irene understood the situation.

Having instructed the crazy guy to analyze the game, they ended up playing the game all night with the priests.

Irene finally took charge after a long time.

“You crazy fool! Did I tell you to analyze the game? Did I tell you to stay up all night playing it?!”


Irene dashed over and used the flaming kick of Flema.

The kick of love burst into Jiren’s ribs, which had been tired from staying up all night, with a scream.

“Heok!!!”

Collapsing to the ground, Jiren fell asleep.

It was an ordinary game development scene.

***

At that moment, Sora of the Howard Team in the Republic of Yura received news.

And she couldn’t hide her despair.

“Yes! You’re telling me to release ‘Unreal Fighter’ like this?”

“Yeah, it’s the dean’s order.”

Sora’s ‘Unreal Fighter,’ a masterwork of reconsideration, was currently about 80% complete.

It could be said to be of sufficient quality for release in the eyes of others, but for Sora, it was still lacking.

There was still much work to be done, from balancing and detailed graphic issues to bugs.

The instruction to release the game without addressing these issues left Sora bewildered.

“But Professor! Gamers will definitely be disappointed if we release it like this!”

“I know. But when the dean decides, what can a professor like me do but obey?”


“That’s… Professor…”

“Hold on a bit longer, Sora. If problems arise, we can always go back to how things were.”

“Yes… Professor…”

Howard had no choice but to comfort Sora in that way.

It was a simple game development scene.



 
  
    Chapter 66: Success Point


Einhardt Harmens, Dean, Age 54

Einhardt Harmens, at the age of fifty-four, held the esteemed position of the youngest dean in the history of the Magus Society. 

His remarkable achievements in magical engineering had paved the way for this honor. 

Most notably, he was recognized for the introduction of the magic engineering device.

The device, which could be described as the essence of magic engineering created during his youth, operated much like modern-day computers, allowing users to manipulate rune stones—magical storage units—through magical scripts. 

When the theory was first proposed, Einhardt immediately recognized its potential. 

Swiftly, he created and distributed the device under his name. 

Although his device was less refined compared to his rivals’, he seized the market quickly. 

He believed that if he could establish his device’s standards within the Republic of Yura, he would triumph over his competitors.

Much like today’s successful IT companies that dominate through early market capture, his strategy succeeded. 

The foundational system of today’s magic engineering devices was based on his creation, granting him the glory of being the youngest dean. 

This victory only bolstered his confidence in his strategies.

He had a clear understanding of what gamers desired, as deduced from the success of “Speed Rabbit.” 

Players wanted plausible characters, immersive backgrounds, and innovative systems. 

If he could combine these elements and maintain a certain level of quality, he believed he could continuously satisfy his audience.

However, his sole concern was the potential of the Irene faction, the strongest in the field, adopting a similar strategy. 

Fortunately, they embarked on a long development journey, focusing on creating a colossal game, reminiscent of his rival team that once abandoned the release of their magic engineering device to enhance its perfection. 

With confidence in his victory, Einhardt allowed a rare smile to creep across his stern face.

***

Delegating the development of basic systems like combat to others, he concentrated on the crucial success elements of “Final Fantasy 7″—the characters and the story. 

For some, the narrative and characters might seem trivial, but in “Final Fantasy 7,” these were elements he was determined to perfect at all costs.

(The Characters of Final Fantasy 7)

“Final Fantasy 7” boasted a myriad of captivating characters. The protagonist, Cloud, stood out in particular. 

Before Cloud’s introduction, RPG games and comics were dominated by hot-blooded, righteous protagonists. 

However, Cloud was a revolutionary figure—cool and indifferent, he was driven by money rather than heroism. 

This groundbreaking character archetype set the trend for ‘cool’ protagonists that followed.

Yet, Cloud wasn’t devoid of humanity. He remembered a childhood promise to his friend, Tina, to protect her in times of crisis. 

Regardless of money, he would always assist his comrades, albeit with the promise to bill them later. 

Cloud was a beloved ‘bad boy’ character—caring and protective despite his prickly exterior. 

Moreover, he was exceedingly handsome, to the point where even minor characters in the game, like the chocobo breeder, would ask him out on dates. 

Through Cloud, players could vicariously experience the life of an ‘insider.’

The female lead characters were equally notable. 

Tina, embodying sensuality, wore avant-garde fashion—black shorts and a tank top—that ignited the passions of male gamers. 

For decades, she remained a popular character in the fanart community. 

Her allure lay not just in her physique but also in her unexpectedly demure personality, dreaming of a prince charming.

In contrast, the other leading lady, Aeris, consistently sparked debates about being the true heroine. 

With her pink dress, braided brown hair, and green eyes, she exuded a mysterious, Western beauty. 

Aeris was introduced to gamers worldwide in the first PV of “Final Fantasy,” instantly captivating them. 

Her background as a flower seller from the slums, possessing the holy white magic rune, made her a crucial character. 

Her pure charm and strong, proactive nature provided a delightful dynamic with Cloud, who often found himself entangled in her schemes. 

However, Aeris harbored a secret, one that would shock all who played “Final Fantasy 7.”

Every character, from protagonists to supporting roles, had their unique charm and story. 

“Here are the characters of ‘Eternal Fantasy’,” I announced, having detailed the images and settings of all key characters on the lab wall for everyone to see. 

The team gathered, scrutinizing the designs inspired by another world.

Lauren, inspecting the protagonist Cloud, voiced her opinion. “Yuren! The main character looks cool, but don’t you think his hair is too spiky? Can we make it softer?”

“No way! That’s non-negotiable! Cloud’s spiky hair is his identity!”

Lauren seemed displeased with Cloud’s dangerously sharp hair but reluctantly backed down when I insisted on its importance. 

“You always get stubborn about the weirdest things, Yuren. What’s so great about hair that looks like it’ll hurt?”

“That’s the charm, Lauren.”

Master, meanwhile, admired another character. “I prefer this guy with the gun. He looks cool, Yuren.”

“Exactly, Master! You understand the appeal.”

“Indeed!” Master seemed taken with Vincent, a dark gunman character known for his hidden, complex allure.

Jiren, staring at Tina, couldn’t hide his excitement. “This Tina character is so lively and proactive, totally my type.”

Was it really her personality that captivated Jiren? 

His eyes told a different story. 

Just then, Karen approached Jiren. “Jiren, do you really like girls like Tina?”

“W-what? Karen? I mean, uh…”

Caught off guard, Jiren started sweating under Karen’s questioning. 

Hang in there, Jiren!

“Yuren, who is this character?” asked Noirin, pointing to the most important character in “Final Fantasy 7.”

“This is Sephiroth, the final boss of ‘Eternal Fantasy,’” I explained.

Sephiroth, the angel of convenience, with his long silver hair and a three-meter-long katana, was the ultimate antagonist of “Final Fantasy 7.” 

His unforgettable charisma had etched him into the annals of gaming history. 

The scene where Sephiroth burns down Cloud and Tina’s hometown and disappears into the flames was a pinnacle of villainy. 

As everyone examined Sephiroth’s design, a silent agreement seemed to form.


“Doesn’t he look…gay?” Noirin, Sylvia, and Julia simultaneously voiced their thoughts.

“Gay.”

“Totally gay.”

“He’s definitely gay.”

I couldn’t refute their observations. Sephiroth’s actions and obsession with the protagonist did give off that impression.



 
  
    Chapter 67: Unreal Fighter released


After sharing the characters of Final Fantasy 7, I also shared the scenario. 

Final Fantasy 7 featured one ‘incident’ and one ‘twist’ that shocked gamers. 

Nowadays, with so many masterpieces around, such ‘incidents’ and ‘twists’ aren’t as surprising, but back then, they were incredibly impactful.

My Master, engrossed in reading my scenario, suddenly shouted, “What!? Is this really going to happen to this character!? My student!” 

With a look of genuine shock, my Master exclaimed. 

I replied with a determined expression, “Yes, that’s correct.”

“This character ends up like this… It’s too sad, my student,” my Master said, looking at me with eyes full of sympathy, asking me to reconsider that particular event. 

But no matter how much my Master pleaded, I couldn’t refuse this one thing.

“A masterpiece often comes with sacrifices,” I explained.

There are characters whose deaths complete their storylines. 

That character was one of them, so I firmly rejected my Master’s request. 

My Master became sullen. 

I’ll have to get the hidden premium strawberry ice cream for her tonight.

Meanwhile, others seemed to have read up to the twist in the scenario. 

Noirin was the first to react. 

“Wow, the protagonist had such a secret!?”

“How is it? Quite the twist, right?”

The protagonist of Final Fantasy 7 has a secret that runs through the entire story. 

Noirin, who discovered this, turned pale and said, “Wow, I got goosebumps, Yuren.”

“Whoa!! Did the protagonist really have such a secret!?” Julia, who reached that part a bit later, also started to get goosebumps and expressed her surprise.

Seeing the shocked faces of the others, I felt pleased. 

This twist was also impactful to the people of this world.

“But Yuren, it would be disastrous if this story got leaked.”

“Don’t worry, everyone signed a secret contract that includes a clause against story leaks.”

“Really? Was there such a clause?” Julia, it seemed, hadn’t read the contract properly.

“Julia… you didn’t read the contract properly, did you?”

“Haha! I trusted you, Yuren, so I thought it would be fine even without reading it!”

Even if they trust me, contracts in this world have magical binding effects, so they must be signed with caution. 

For instance, when bound by a confidentiality agreement, if one tries to leak the secret, it goes like this:

“Aeris is killed by ■■ in the middle of the game!”

The voice gets censored, becoming unintelligible noise to protect the secret.

Karen and Jiren, discussing the story at a café after lunch, experienced this censorship.

“I thought I misheard when Aeris was ■■ there. How about you, Jiren?”

“Same here. Who would have guessed that ■■ would appear there?”

As Karen and Jiren talked, their voices were filled with noise. 

Noirin also joined in.

“I was really shocked to find out that the protagonist Sky was actually ■■ ■■ ■■.”

“Right, I was really surprised at that part too.”

“But if you consider all the oddities in the story, everything makes sense if Cloud is ■■.”

As three people started talking, the noise tripled. 

Eventually, another customer, unable to bear the irritating noise, complained to the café staff.

“Excuse me, but could you discuss the secret contract in the private room over there? We’ve received complaints from other customers.”

“I see. We apologize. We’ll move,” Karen said, acknowledging her unusual excitement, and got up from her seat. 

Then Jiren announced to the café patrons.

“As an apology, we’ll cover everyone’s food and drinks in the café.”

Even in a cheap café, paying for everyone was not a small expense. But Jiren declared it boldly, and the café patrons cheered.

“Woo-hoo!”

“Awesome! Irene School!”

Jiren paid the bill in style and left the café without looking back, only to get scolded by Karen afterward.

“Jiren, don’t waste money like that.”

“But it’s not that much money.”

“Small wastes add up to big ones.”

Jiren often treated the village youths and arcade kids. 

Every time, Karen would chide Jiren for his reckless spending.

But Jiren had his point. 

“We don’t really have time to spend money otherwise.”

“That’s true.”

Though the Irene School had become wealthy, they remained frugal, simply because they were too busy making games to indulge in luxuries.

If it were Yuren, he’d tell them to do whatever they want while he worked alone through the night.

With this thought, the disciples returned to the school to continue working. 

Thanks to their dedication, the production of Eternal Fantasy was progressing smoothly. 

***

During this time, news of a new game release reached us. 

Screenshots of clunky 3D characters fighting were posted on Zers Gamer. 

Seeing the news, I thought, “Finally, it’s here.”

The game was similar to a game called Unreal tournament , the world’s first 3D fighting game created by Sega in my past life. 

It was said that the Unreal tournament was made under pressure from the higher-ups after the massive success of Street Fighter 2. 

Although some 3D games had been released before, none were as successful as Street Fighter 2.

With the advent of 3D, research at Sega progressed, leading to the idea of creating a 3D fighting game with only two characters, given the computational limitations of the time. 

Thus, the legendary 3D fighting game, Unreal tournament, was born.

Unreal tournament was a historic game that demonstrated the potential of 3D fighting games. 

It featured revolutionary graphics using polygon characters, realistic movements with a sense of weight made possible by 3D, and innovative game mechanics, making it a masterpiece.

Surprisingly, the company’s executives initially opposed the game. 

To those used to 2D, the clunky 3D graphics seemed odd. 

In the end, they rushed to release the game at a high price, hoping to at least break even.

However, contrary to their fears, Unreal tournament became a hit in 1994, spreading through word-of-mouth. 

I remember seeing this game in arcades back then.

Amidst games costing 100 or 200 won, Unreal Fighter stood proudly at 500 won, drawing attention with its impressive quality.

Not just me, but gamers of the time felt a sense of future shock with Unreal tournament, a feeling only matched by Final Fantasy 7 and traditional folk games. 

Now, hearing that such a game was being made and released in this world, I had to get it. 


Despite my busy schedule, I made time to fly to Zephia to buy the game.

***

Harmon Game Store was, as expected, in a frenzy over Unreal Fighter. 

Everywhere I went, I saw Unreal Fighter, indicating that the Gilbert merchants had flooded the market. 

“When the tiger’s away, the fox will play” suited the situation perfectly. 

Even so, I forgave them since they made it possible for me to get the game without waiting. 

While I was away, I bought 20 Unreal Fighter crystal spheres for my disciples in the South and started playing the game.

“Hoo! Ha! Haa!”

←→P+K, the command for the protagonist Aki’s Iron Mountain, still had its powerful impact.

Unreal Fighter had been well-adapted to this world, and I was pleased. 

But…

Why did it feel a bit off while playing?

“Jiren, how do you like Unreal Fighter?”

“It’s fun! Why do you ask, senior?”


“It’s fun, but… how should I put it? It feels a bit lackluster…”

“Maybe it’s just your imagination.”

“Is that so?”

Something felt off, but there wasn’t much time to dwell on it, so I quickly refocused on the game. 

Yes, it must be my imagination.



 
  
    Chapter 68: Aren’t you crazy!?


Unreal Fighter presented gamers with a new future of 3D graphics, becoming a sensation even within the Empire. 

For the hardcore gamers of Zers who craved a new fighting game after Legend Fighter, Unreal Fighter was a much-needed oasis in the desert.

Though it lacked the flashy techniques involving magic like fireballs, Unreal Fighter’s pure, heavy-handed combat was seen as a unique characteristic, providing gamers with joy and becoming the best-selling fighting game since Legend Fighter. 

The sales numbers soared, and Burnell Gilbert’s grin stretched from ear to ear.

“Hahahaha! Yes, Dean, the new Unreal Fighter has topped the sales rankings in Zephia. Hahahahaha!”

Burnell Gilbert was on the phone with Dean Einhardt, sharing the good news from his office.

The record set by Unreal Fighter wasn’t just a monthly sales victory. 

The Magus Society had successfully created another hit with their own IP, following Speed Rabbit. 

Until now, the only games showing such new and polished experiences were those from the Irene School released by the Edward Consortium.

But now, the Magus Society had caught up.

This sparked various discussions among gamers. 

People started to say that the future of gaming might belong to the Magus Society. 

Sensing the incoming tide, two leaders hurriedly began rowing with all their might.

“Yes, we’re preparing for the scheduled release. Please continue supplying the games.”

The Magus Society and Gilbert Consortium had already completed their preparations. 

They planned to release games like Speed Rabbit Turbo, Speed Rabbit 2, Beast King 2, Silver X, and Unreal Fighter Plus, all with minor content and character additions, on a bi-weekly basis starting next month.

To achieve this, the Magus Society mobilized all their teams and professors, while the Gilbert Consortium poured all their resources into creating production lines for crystal orbs.

“May the blessings of the gods be upon our partnership with the Magus Society. Hahaha! We look forward to working with you, Dean.”

Of course, the Gilbert Consortium had no intention of relying on the Magus Society forever.

Once it was proven that magical engineering was suitable for game development, they planned to analyze and learn from it. 

Although not easy, Burnell had a sense of it, having done such things before. In a year or two, they could steal the magical engineering technology. During that time, they planned to capture the market from the Edward Consortium with magical engineering games. 

Once independent game development was possible, they would sever ties with the Magus Society, and Burnell believed without a doubt that he could seize the entire empire’s game market.

Thus, Burnell invested heavily in the production lines for crystal orbs, not for the Magus Society’s games, but for the future Gilbert Consortium games. 

He smiled victoriously in his office, sipping wine, feeling that everything was going well.

***

The news reached me a few days after the release of Unreal Fighter.

“Are these guys crazy?!”

When I saw the release schedule of the games from the Gilbert and Magus Society, which Sylvia had brought to me, I couldn’t help but curse. 

The plan to release Speed Rabbit Turbo, Speed Rabbit 2, Beast King 2, Silver X, and Unreal Fighter Plus in quick succession was a shock. 

It seemed overdone, but I had seen popular games releasing in various series before and had done the same with Super Thomas 2, so I understood.

However, the biggest issue was the news that these games would be released every two weeks. 

Considering the game development structure of this world, it was an impossible schedule.

“Yuren, is this schedule really impossible?”

“If they were making normal games, it would be absolutely impossible!”

Sylvia had come to me early in the morning for objective advice upon receiving this information. 

The Edward Consortium was in turmoil, fearing that their hard-won game market would be entirely taken by the Gilbert Consortium. 

Sylvia seemed very serious.

“But Yuren, couldn’t they increase production efficiency using magical engineering and work the people to the bone?”

“Sure, it’s possible to make them, but the problem is whether they’re real games.”

I wasn’t an expert in magical engineering, but having seen it once, I understood what kind of magic it involved. 

While the initial preparation took longer, once set, it was possible to produce games much faster using magical engineering. 

However, that was only for the production part.

“Hold on, everyone. Stay here.”

I hurriedly fetched a magical engineering rune stone from my lab to help everyone understand the current situation. 

Though I hadn’t mentioned it, I had been researching game development using magical engineering, so I had some preparations. 

The disciples and Sylvia (except for my mentor) watched curiously as I activated a platformer game spell made with magical engineering.

“Look! This is a game made with magical engineering. How does it look?”

“It just looks like Super Thomas.”

“That’s right, because I tried to port Super Thomas using magical engineering. Now, if I…”

I removed the rune stone of the protagonist, Super Thomas, and replaced it with the Kuma rune stone, then ran the game again. Kuma replaced Super Thomas, running and jumping in his place.

“Now, how does it look?”

“Uh… it just looks like Kuma is replacing Thomas.”

“Exactly. So, should we call this game Super Thomas, or something else?”

“Even though the character changed… Ah! Could it be that magical engineering is…”

“Yes, that’s how magical engineering can mass-produce games.”

Magical engineering isn’t a technology that can suddenly produce interesting games en masse. 

It specializes in making it easy to modify and improve already created spells. 

However, there’s a problem. 

The basic system of the game, the foundational structure, still requires manual work, with additional tasks for integrating rune stones. 

If changes were needed in this foundational structure, magical engineering would require even more work than traditional magic development.

In short, games made with magical engineering weren’t exceptional. 

The developers of Speed Rabbit and Unreal Fighter, who managed to create amazing games using this problematic technology, were the exceptional ones.

“There’s definitely a need for magical engineering in game development, especially for mass-producing combat content. I plan to adopt it for the next game as well.”

For content like the battle systems in Eternal Fantasy, which was already complete and needed mass production, magical engineering was very suitable. 

It was already somewhat integrated into the current magical engineering structure, and I planned to fully adopt it next time.

“But do people really want such mass-produced products when they buy games? Just changing the characters in the same game? I absolutely don’t think so.”

I still remember the day. With money saved from part-time jobs, I excitedly went to buy a game, my heart pounding with anticipation. 

I eagerly entered the game shop, wondering what new game would bring me joy. 

The reason I and every gamer could have such expectations was that games offered fun and new worlds beyond reality.

A new world created by a creator. We spent a fortune on games to enjoy that world. 

Not to see a patched-up world made with half-hearted effort.

“Whoever came up with this plan, if they see games merely as a money-making tool, the ‘god of games’ will surely curse them with painful punishment.”


After succeeding with games in this world, I had a premonition that this day would come. 

Humans are creatures of greed. 

With such popular and lucrative business, it was inevitable that someone would be tempted. 

However, I knew very well how that greed would end.

A great shock was approaching the game industry of this world.



 
  
    Chapter 69: Crisis comes a bit late.


A sense of impending crisis loomed over the gaming industry in another world. 

However, as Jiren suggested, it could just be my paranoia. 

In truth, the Republic of Yura was teeming with developers capable of creating games like Speed Rabbit. 

The possibility that they could indeed mass-produce such games using magical engineering was a chilling thought, yet oddly reassuring if true. 

Though it meant that the Irene school and Edward Consortium would be dethroned, it also promised a future filled with more entertaining games, which would make gamers happy.

Thus, I suggested to Sylvia that we wait until the release of the next game to take any action. 

It was a simple plan. 

If the next game released by those magical engineering folks and Gilbert’s group was an evolved sequel like the series I knew, it would be acceptable. 

If it turned out to be a mere mass-produced product, we would take action then.

Two weeks passed, and the day arrived. 

The release of Speed Rabbit Turbo coincided with the publication of Zers Gamer, allowing me to check both the game and the magazine’s review simultaneously.

“The game improves on the flaws of Speed Rabbit, but that’s all there is to it.”

“If this were the original Speed Rabbit, I would applaud. But…”

“Is this really it?”

Speed Rabbit Turbo turned out to be just a version of the original with bugs fixed and two additional hidden stages, priced the same at 60,000 gold. 

Worse, the character Rails from Speed Rabbit 2 appeared but couldn’t be controlled. 

It was clear they intended us to buy Speed Rabbit 2 in two weeks.

“Yuren, I feel a sense of déjà vu playing this game.”

“Me too, Master Yuren.”

“Same here, disciple.”

As we played the game, it was an experience identical to the time we had all enjoyed Speed Rabbit a few months prior. 

Speed Rabbit Turbo was so similar to the original that it felt like déjà vu, making us uneasy.

“To charge 60,000 gold for this… Does Gilbert have no shame?” 

Jiren was visibly angry, understandably so. 

It was akin to adding one stage to Super Thomas and selling it at the same price—an action I would never permit.

“Yuren, won’t gamers immediately react angrily to this?” my mentor asked, anticipating a backlash from the gaming community. 

He was correct in theory, but reality was more complicated. 

The crisis in the gaming industry always arrives a step too late. 

There’s a term, cognitive dissonance, which describes the discomfort people feel when their experiences contradict their expectations. 

People react to this discomfort in two ways: blaming the cause or convincing themselves otherwise.

A gamer expecting a new, enjoyable experience would be met with disappointment upon finding it to be the same old game. 

Some would react with anger, but based on my past life experience, gamers generally tried to convince themselves otherwise.

“Maybe they rushed the development and missed some details.”

“Yeah, they did create Speed Rabbit and Unreal Fighter, so let’s give the Magus academy another chance.”

To preserve the joy they previously felt, gamers would convince themselves and side with the Magus academy. 

As a result, negative public opinion wouldn’t form immediately, and the game would continue to sell. 

Sales would drop a bit, but this was within the expectations of both Gilbert and the magical engineering academy.

“Haha!! It’s fine! The sales are only slightly down, so let’s quickly prepare for the next game release! We have many games to launch,” Gilbert exclaimed.

“Yes, sir!” the response came.

Despite the decline in sales for Speed Rabbit, the overall revenue increased due to the slight rebound in its sales figures. 

Both Gilbert and the magical engineering academy were pleased with these results.

“According to expectations, the sales of Speed Rabbit Turbo in the Empire’s market have been satisfactory,” the head of the magical academy, Einhardt, reported.

“Congratulations, Headmaster.”

If there had been a problem with this game, Einhardt might have questioned his strategy, potentially averting disaster. 

However, the success, thanks to the gamers’ leniency, reinforced his belief in the efficacy of his speed-centric approach.

“Professor Smith, how is the current game development progressing?”

“Yes, Dean. Development is proceeding without issues. Speed Rabbit 2, Beast King 2, Silver X, and Unreal Fighter Plus are all completed.”

Professor Smith, an efficient talent and the headmaster’s right-hand man, oversaw the game development process, ensuring that each team adhered to a production schedule. 

His efficiency ensured that the games were completed on time, now only needing QA and release. 

The focus was on adhering to the schedule, not the quality.

“Good. Ensure continuous development to prevent other schools from encroaching on the Empire’s market.”

“Yes, sir!”

Having dealt with the good news, the Dean turned to the less pleasant matter of Professor Howard, who had opposed Einhardt’s mass-production strategy until the end.

“Professor Howard, how is the development of the new game?”

“We’re still in the prototype stage.”

Professor Howard’s team was working on Out Racing, a racing game based on Sora’s dream. 

However, most key members had been transferred to other teams, leaving only Sora and a few others struggling. 

Even a genius like Sora needed time.

“Proceed quickly. The form of entertainment is what matters; they will buy it regardless.”

“Yes, sir…”

The headmaster, bolstered by the recent success, was convinced that speed was more crucial than quality in this business.

“Remember, speed is the essence of this plan.”

“Yes, sir!” the professors responded, though some doubted this approach internally. 

They sensed impending doom but dared not voice their concerns. 

Success, even if due to gamers’ leniency, was still success. 

Some professors even thought, “Games are simple; we just need to follow the trend.”

As the madness spread, Professor Howard felt like the sole sane person in a world gone mad.

***

Meanwhile, a crucial meeting was underway at the Edward Consortium’s main office.

“What? Stop purchasing Gilbert’s game stones starting today?” Sylvia, having received advice from Yuren, decided to summon the key branch managers for a meeting. 

The agenda was to halt the purchase of Gilbert’s game stones.

“But Miss Sylvia, our game sales are declining. Wouldn’t it be better to purchase Gilbert’s games to maintain some profit?” another manager questioned.

Since the release of Super Thomas 2 and Puyo Puyo, the Irene school hadn’t produced new games, forcing the Edward Consortium to buy and sell games from Gilbert’s group. 

Though not as profitable, it still yielded some profit. 

But now, they were being told to stop even this.

“If Gilbert continued making good games, I would agree. But have you all seen Speed Rabbit Turbo?” 

Sylvia’s question was directed at people who were familiar with the gaming business. 

They understood what she meant.

“The game has issues, but it sold well, didn’t it?”


“Do you honestly believe that gamers, whose standards have risen, will keep buying such games?” Sylvia challenged, making everyone fall silent. 

Selling once might be possible, but repeatedly?

“To be frank, Gilbert’s game is a scam, not a product.” 

Sylvia had developed a keen eye for games after spending time with Yuren. 

Gilbert’s actions seemed to be a blatant scam to her.

“As long as I’m here, we won’t sell fraudulent products. Mark my words,” she declared.

“Yes, ma’am!” Everyone responded.

As the meeting ended and people left, only Sylvia and Thomas remained. 

Sylvia looked more exhausted than ever.


“I’m tired, Thomas.”

“Business is never smooth. How about some tea to relax? We just received some excellent leaves today.”

Everyone hopes for the right answer, but until the future unfolds, no one can be certain. 

This uncertainty made responsibility heavy and arrogance dangerous. 

Feeling the weight of responsibility, Sylvia had a headache.



 
  
    Chapter 70: Gamers’ Anger Explodes


Sora had no particular dream. 

She merely discovered her talent in magical engineering by chance and followed the path due to her parents’ encouragement. 

It wasn’t that she disliked magical engineering. 

In the Yura Republic, the most respected profession was that of a magical engineer. 

The admiration of those around her, her parents’ joy, and the promise of substantial earnings—young Sora understood the significance of these and believed that following this path was the right answer.

Then, she encountered ‘the game.’

At first, she thought it was a waste to pour the essence of magic into mere entertainment. But as she played, Sora couldn’t hide her amazement. 

While working in magical engineering, she created various magical tools—convenient ones, destructive ones, helpful ones. 

However, she never imagined that there could be a ‘fun magical tool’ that would bring joy to people.

Playing a game with simple rules that provided endless enjoyment, Sora found herself dreaming for the first time. 

She dreamed of creating such a game. 

From that moment, Sora began to dream. 

A dream where people in a world she had never seen before played a game they had never seen before. 

She believed that by creating a game inspired by that dream, she could pave the way to achieve her dream. 

If making a game was her dream, then Sora’s dream had come true. 

But if her dream was to create a fun game, it had not. Instead, it was crumbling.

Characters were adequate, the system was adequate, and the graphics were adequate. 

Following the efficient system boasted by the Magus Society the game was chopped up like blocks and assembled.

Naturally, they paid attention to the fun aspect since it was a game. 

Yes, just attention.

“This feels like Puyo Puyo, pass.”

They only checked for the bare minimum presence of fun and moved on. 

There was no consideration or ideas to make it more enjoyable. 

It was just entertainment, after all, and it still sold. 

Sora could only watch as the game she had created turned into rags. 

Despite being a key figure in game development, her position was just that of a ‘scholar.’ 

Compared to professors and deans, she was still a fledgling and was already receiving significant privileges by being assigned several projects.

However, it wasn’t okay for the game she was sending off her child to be ruined.

“Why am I doing this here, Yuren…?”

Once, Sora had a dream. 

It was to create a game that her idol, Yuren, would acknowledge, to meet him one day, and to gain his recognition.

She wanted to talk about games joyfully and learn a lot from him. 

Surely, someone who created such amazing things could teach her much. 

But that dream had already turned into an unattainable story. 

Thus, Sora’s heart died along with the game today as well.

“Then, let’s proceed with the contract between the Gilbert Corporation and the Yura Magus Society.”

Clap! Clap! Clap! Clap! Clap! Clap!

While the dark clouds loomed over the game industry, a celebration was taking place at the top. 

This was a contract signed before the full-scale release of the Magus Society’s games every two weeks.

The issue began with the profit distribution demanded by the Magus Society. 

Initially, the Magus Society received only 20% of the profit rate to prove their abilities by selling to the Empire. 

But as Speed Rabbit succeeded and the Magus Society’s games began to dominate the market, the profit rate gradually increased to 30%. 

Before the full-scale game release, the Magus Society demanded a 40% profit rate.

Accepting this meant Gilberts would effectively have zero profit, as the Magus Society only supported the game, unlike the Irene School, which provided materials for the crystal ball. 

Moreover, the Magus Society entrusted separate production companies for the games sold within the Yura Republic. 

Accepting the 40% profit rate would lead to Gilbert Consortium suffering losses.

Thus, the Gilbert Consortium demanded exclusive rights to produce crystal balls for games within the Yura Republic. 

This meant the Magus Society would have to order from them, buy the game crystal balls, and sell them within the Yura Republic. 

Both groups engaged in a desperate battle of wits to secure advantageous positions, eventually concluding the following:

[Yura Magius Society  will take 40% of the net profit from all game sales.]

[For the production of game crystal balls within the Yura Republic, Gilbert Consortium will be entrusted, and the Magus Society will bear the production cost.]

[The above contract applies only to the next six games.]

For the Gilbert Consortium, this contract reduced profits but allowed them to establish a production line for game crystal balls within the Yura Republic. 

For the Magus Society, despite having to entrust production and share initial production costs, the potential for significant profits remained if the games succeeded.

“Haha! We look forward to working with you, Dean Einhardt.”

“Likewise, President Burnell.”

The two leaders signed the contract and smiled for the photo. 

But inwardly, they cursed each other. 

Einhardt saw Burnell as a ‘greedy fat man,’ while Burnell thought of him as a ‘freeloader mummy.’ 

Distrusting each other, they didn’t share the emerging risk factors. 

Burnell didn’t mention that game sales in the Yura Republic were slightly declining, and Einhardt didn’t mention the issues arising from the rapid development schedule. 

Thus, the crisis began with the collapse of their relationship.

The moment was approaching.

『Speed Rabbit 2』was heavily advertised by Gilbert Consortium as a game that could rival Super Thomas 2 even before its release. 

Users who had been shocked transitioning from Super Thomas 1 to Super Thomas 2 bought Speed Rabbit 2 with high expectations.

And then…

“Huh? What? It’s over already!?”

Speed Rabbit 2 was a new game. 

It introduced new characters, new gimmicks, and various stages.

But that was all. 

There were no innovative system changes or unique elements that surprised gamers. 

Instead, it displayed the same playtime as Speed Rabbit 1 with chilling precision, cutting the game abruptly. 

Gamers were dumbfounded by the precisely calculated playtime of Speed Rabbit 2.

They might have been less angry if it were poorly made. 

But the game exuded an even more repulsive intent. It felt like they could have made more but cut it according to product production theory.

“Are these crazy people calling this a game!?”

“Fuck, is this even a game!!!”

Gamers began to rage.

But this was not the end.


Two weeks later, when 『King of Beasts 2』, the sequel to the side-scrolling action game, was released, Yura gamers left reviews like this:

[This is not King of Beasts. It’s King of Beasts 1 remade in 3D.]

[Different graphics, same gameplay, but this isn’t what I wanted.]

[Why did you make this?]

The game, promoted as a new 3D King of Beasts, was merely a 3D version of the original King of Beasts. 

Through King of Beasts 2, people learned how lackluster 3D could be without proper gameplay. 

Before the gamers’ anger could subside, another two weeks passed.

This time, 『Silver Axe』, the sequel to the belt scroll action game, Gold Axe, was released. 

Despite the Irene School failing to create a belt scroll action game, Gold Axe had become the original. 

Featuring macho characters advancing while slicing monsters, it was particularly popular among dwarves. 

But they did the insane act of removing the dwarf player character.

“What? Are they discriminating against dwarves!!?”

Following the Magus Society’s development rules to feature only cool and beautiful characters as protagonists, they kicked away their most important user base. 

It was a mistake they wouldn’t have made if they had any interest in gamers, but they did it anyway.

And it still wasn’t over.

『Unreal Fighter Plus』, an expansion of Unreal Fighter, was advertised as a version that solved the 2% unsatisfactory issues of Unreal Fighter. 

But due to bugs, the game couldn’t progress.

“Fuck!!! How can you have a fighting game where you can’t enter the arena!!!”

The bug, called the ‘infinite road,’ prevented entering the arena at a certain probability, causing an endless walking screen and ultimately causing save data to reset. 

It was a critical bug that should never have existed in a game, and gamers exploded as their last bit of reason snapped.

“Refund all these games!”

“No, keep the money! Just take back this garbage, you fuckers!!”


“Just quit!!!”

Crash! Bang! Crash!

The day after Unreal Fighter Plus was released, gamers swarmed Gilbert Consortium for refunds. 

Not stopping there, enraged gamers began throwing game crystal balls at Gilbert Consortium’s building, shattering the blue crystal balls made with magical engineering. 

This moment marked the beginning of what would later be recorded as the ‘Blue Shock’ in the otherworld’s game industry..



 
  
    Chapter 71: Blue Shock (1)


The Atari Shock

The collapse of the North American video game industry, known as the Atari Shock, occurred between 1983 and 1985. 

To understand the extent of this disaster, consider this: in 1982, the market was valued at $3 billion. 

By 1985, it had plummeted to a mere $100 million, just 3% of its former size. 

The market hadn’t just crashed; it had evaporated, losing 97% of its value.

The background to the Atari Shock is, in some ways, straightforward. 

Atari, which had achieved unprecedented success starting with Pong, initially released a variety of masterpieces. 

However, as the gaming industry began to generate significant profits, numerous competitors emerged. 

In a bid to outpace them, Atari rushed to churn out a vast number of hastily made games. 

Yet these games still sold, as the novel experience of video games was enough to satisfy gamers, even if the quality was subpar.

By early 1981, a saying had started to circulate: “Even if you put trash in a game, it’ll sell a million copies.” Atari and other game companies grew arrogant, focusing more on sensational content than gameplay quality. 

Games emerged featuring disturbing scenarios, like capturing and dragging women into houses or cowboys kidnapping naked Indigenous women. 

Such games horrified parents and society, leading to a negative perception of video games.

Then came the fateful day. Atari’s “E.T. the Extra-Terrestrial,” designed to capitalize on the Christmas market, was a colossal failure, triggering the industry’s collapse. 

Gamers’ last shred of goodwill toward the game, based on the popular movie, turned into fury. 

Economically and socially, the game industry fell into an abyss. Of the 4 million copies produced, only 2.5 million sold. 

The rest were dumped in the desert or sold at deep discounts. 

Gamers who bought these discounted games grew accustomed to low prices and refused to buy higher-priced games. 

Consequently, Atari had to slash prices, leading to a vicious cycle of losses amounting to $1 billion in just 18 months. 

Numerous companies folded as a result. 

Out of around 130 North American game companies at the time, only six survived into the 2000s.

This was the Ragnarok of the gaming industry, known as the Atari Shock.

And a very similar event was unfolding in another world.

The gamer community’s collective outrage over an unplayable bug in “Unreal Fighter Plus” was no joke. 

Muscular and aggressive gamers took their copies to the Gilbert branch of Harmon Games Arcade, demanding refunds.

“Refund this garbage game now!”

“At the very least, it should be playable!”

“We’re sorry! We’re so sorry!”

The clerks at Gilbert could only keep apologizing. 

There were too many refund demands to manage. 

Gilbert’s parent company had expanded its gaming business aggressively on a ‘borrow to repay’ strategy, making a large-scale recall a desperate last resort.

“What is going on?! Even if the game is bad, it should at least be playable! Did you send this to us to sell?!”

Burnell, trying to shift the blame, contacted the Magus Society.

“Who’s responsible for the rushed development schedule? It’s you, Mr. Burnell! And wasn’t the final test supposed to be on your end?!”

The development of “Unreal Fighter Plus” needed more time. 

But under Gilbert’s persistent requests, they pushed for an early release, resulting in the production of millions of defective games.

“We can’t pay you until this issue is resolved! Understand that!”

“What are you saying, Burnell?! That’s a breach of contract!”

Burnell abruptly ended the communication.

“Hmph! That greedy old mummy… Maybe this is a chance to clean the house.”

Despite his irritation, Burnell began to strategize. 

The situation could be turned to their advantage. 

Although the plan had advanced more quickly than expected, this could serve as an excuse to sever ties with the Magus Society. 

They could focus on making money from existing games while preparing for the next step. 

In an emergency, they could just copy games from the Irene School. 

The clueless gamers wouldn’t notice the difference, solving the problem.

But then…

“Master! Something terrible has happened!”

“What now?!”

Burnell was annoyed by the interruption. 

He didn’t want to hear about more problems.

“The games! None of our games are selling!”

“What? None of them?!”

“Yes! ‘Speed Rabbit 1 & 2,’ ‘Beast King 1 & 2,’ and all our other games have seen sales plummet!”

Burnell’s heart sank. 

Games usually sold the most on release day, with sales gradually declining over time. 

For the secretary to be this alarmed, the drop must be severe.

“How much have sales dropped?!”

“Well, by… 9…”

“9%? That’s a steep weekly drop, but manageable.”

Typically, sales fell about 5% per week, so a 9% drop, though significant, wasn’t catastrophic. Burnell was about to sigh in relief.

“But it’s actually a 90% drop…”

“What?! 90%?!”

A 90% sales decline was devastating. It was the beginning of Gilbert Trading Company’s descent into hell.

Meanwhile, at the Magus Society’s meeting room, a dark cloud loomed. 

The Blue Shock’s damage had reached them too. 

The hastily modified contracts to increase profits were now a problem. 

The advance payment for crystal orbs to Gilbert had resulted in unnecessary losses amounting to billions of gold. 

Furthermore, the crystal orbs contained buggy, unplayable games, turning them into costly liabilities. 

Even if they reinstalled other games to sell, additional costs were inevitable.

The biggest issue, however…

“Is this supposed to be a game?!”

“Take this garbage and leave!”

Gamers in the Republic of Yura also erupted in fury. 

Initially thrilled that their country had produced “Speed Rabbit,” they couldn’t forgive its creators for such a mess. 

Moreover, as they rushed to establish a mass production system for games, numerous projects were canceled, leading to penalties and financial strain. 

Dean Einhardt of the Magus Society faced an unprecedented crisis.

“Can anyone say anything? How did it come to this?”

It was the same everywhere. 


When pushed to the brink, leaders lost their composure and sought scapegoats to avoid responsibility.

“Smith, didn’t you assure us there were no development issues?”

“Yes, Dean. Our internal tests showed no problems.”

“Then what about this bug?! Did it just fall from the sky?!”

Magic was extremely delicate. 

Variations in local magic flow could cause malfunctions, requiring final tests and adjustments, which were skipped under Dean Einhardt’s pressure.

“The same goes for other games! Look at these sales numbers! A 90% drop in a week?! Can anyone explain this?!”

Game sales in the Republic of Yura, like in the Zers Empire, had plummeted over 90%. 

Faced with this disaster, everyone was speechless, except for Sora, who sat quietly in a corner.

“You ordered us to do it this way…”

Sora’s soft voice resonated in the silent room, reaching Dean Einhardt’s ears.

“What did you say, Sora?”

The dean looked at her, doubting his ears. 

Sora’s face was pale, and she glared at him. 

Her white hair and ashen face made her look like a beautiful, angry ghost. 

And then the ghost’s wrath exploded.

“You told us to do it this way! Why are you blaming us now?! You crazy old mummy!”

Her outburst was like a bomb in the quiet meeting room. 

The shock left everyone, including Dean Einhardt, speechless as Sora continued her tirade.

“Professor Howard warned you this would fail! And now you want to find someone to blame?! You’re the problem, you mummy!”

“You… you madwoman!”

Dean Einhardt managed to utter a weak retort, but Sora wasn’t finished.

“Yes, I’m mad! Watching my work get torn apart by you all has driven me insane! What will you do about it? Tear me apart too?!”

“Sora, calm down. This isn’t right,” Howard tried to soothe her, but he saw it in her eyes. 


Sora had given up.

“I’m sorry, Professor Howard. I can’t do this anymore. I’m resigning. Thank you for everything.”

“Sora! Sora!”

Sora walked out of the meeting room. 

It was the departure of their last hope to resolve the situation.



 
  
    Chapter 72: Blue Shock (2)


The damage caused by the Blue Shock spread throughout the entire gaming industry. 

As games stopped selling instantly, Gilbert began lowering prices or selling them as buy-one-get-one-free to clear out his remaining stock. 

This, however, began to hurt the small game shops scattered across the Empire. 

The success of the games had led to a proliferation of these shops. 

In small towns without direct stores from the commercial association, taverns and grocery stores bought game crystals to sell, and Gilbert’s actions were a disaster for them. 

They had invested heavily in Gilbert’s games, only to see him sell them at half the price before they could even make a sale. 

People naturally started buying the cheaper games or demanded price reductions, leaving the shop owners in dire straits.

“How are we supposed to cope when you sell a 50,000 gold game for 20,000 gold!?”

“What do you expect me to do!? The games aren’t selling!!!”

But Gilbert, with his back against the wall, had no time to worry about such complaints. 

As far as he was concerned, he was on the brink of ruin, and the death of small merchants and the destruction of future credit were secondary concerns. 

To mitigate the losses, Gilbert took drastic actions, eventually prompting intervention from higher-ups.

“You’ve finally lost it.”

“Father, I can handle this. Just give me a little more time!”

In the largest office of Gilbert’s grand mansion, a white-bearded man, reminiscent of Santa Claus, was berating his corpulent son. 

This was Abel Gilbert, founder of the Gilbert Consortium, former imperial general, and current lord of the Gilbert region. 

Seeing his son on the verge of ruining not just the Consortium but the family name, Abel decided to intervene.

“It’s already too late. Do you think the Consortium can survive after destroying the lifeblood of a merchant—credit!?”

In business, success and failure are both possibilities. 

The key is to maximize profit in success and minimize loss in failure. 

However, his son Burnell had made an unmitigated mess of things—poor investments, mismanagement of partners, and destruction of future credit were just the tip of the iceberg.

“A soldier or a merchant, trust is the key. Trust is worth more than a fortune, and yet you squandered it on this frivolous business! And you still call yourself the head of the Gilbert Consortium!?”

“Father…”

There are times in life when one must barter trust. 

However, from Abel’s perspective, the gaming business was not worth such a gamble, especially with his son’s inability to reap the proper rewards for such risks.

“I’ll handle this. You are to do nothing from now on! Understood!?”

“Yes, sir.”

Burnell left the room, crestfallen, like a powerless pig. Abel sighed, thinking how unlike his intelligent wife from the Edward family his son was. “Useless boy…ha…”

Despite the headache, Abel had no time to dwell on it. 

He called his subordinate.

“I need to meet Prime Minister Herness. Set up a time.”

***

While the gaming industry in this world was burning with blue flames, I and the Irene School were engrossed in developing ‘Eternal Fantasy.’ 

We had dismissed Gilbert’s games as worthless after Speed Rabbit 2 and stopped paying attention to them, and Edward’s Consortium had stopped buying those games, so information had naturally ceased coming my way. 

However, a call from the ministry brought me to Zephia, where a grim scene awaited me.

“Is this really the Game Association I know?”

The once bustling Game Association was eerily quiet. 

The once vibrant streets were strewn with trash and broken crystals, and the game shops were closed, deserted. 

It was hard to believe this was the same place that was the most famous spot in Zephia just a few months ago. 

What had happened in such a short time?

“Yuren, is that you?”

“Ah, Mister!”

I ran into the owner of Nuri Game Store, my regular spot, at the Game Association. 

He looked as if he hadn’t slept in three days.

“Mister! What happened here?”

“What do you think? It’s all because of those Yura and Gilbert bastards! We’re ruined!”

“What!?”

He explained what had transpired at the Game Association. The Magus Society’s games had caused a shock far beyond my imagination.

“One day people are demanding refunds, the next they’re throwing crystals and causing a ruckus. Yesterday, local merchants were raising hell in front of Gilbert, demanding compensation for the devalued games. We can’t do business like this, so we’ve all closed up shop.”

“Goodness…”

The situation at the Hamon Game Association after the mage association released their games was chaos, reminiscent of the Atari Shock from my previous life. 

I had anticipated problems, but not to this extent.

“Yuren, when is the next Irene School game coming out? Hurry and release it to change this atmosphere.”

“Yes, it’s almost ready. Just hang in there a little longer.”

I comforted the owner and headed to the Ministry. 

It seemed it was time for me to step in to resolve the issue.

“Thank you all for gathering here.”

I first met with Sylvia, who detailed all the events that had transpired. 

Listening to the downfall of Gilbert and Yura in just two weeks, I was increasingly reminded of the Atari Shock. 

The incident was even referred to as the Blue Shock among merchants.

After grasping the situation, Sylvia and I went to meet Minister Herness. He, nursing a headache, spoke to us.

“I had not wanted to meet under these circumstances, but the situation is urgent. To be blunt, we need your help.”

“Is it because of Gilbert’s Blue Shock that this issue has arisen, Minister?”

“That is correct, Sylvia. It’s quite the headache.”

According to Sylvia, Abel, the true head of the Gilbert family, had stepped in to resolve the situation. 

Gilbert had lost about 30% of the Gilbert Consortium’s assets due to the incident. 

The direct financial losses were significant, but the greater issue was the credit damage caused by their hasty actions.

(Just how mad was that fatso?)

“Abel, the head of the Gilbert family, is a key figure in the military faction and the sole dovish force. Letting him fall could have severe repercussions for the Empire’s political landscape.”

The Empire’s political factions and commercial associations were interconnected in a delicate balance. The Gilbert Consortium was tied to the military faction, specifically the dovish side. 

Allowing them to collapse could lead to unpredictable upheaval in the military, prompting the Ministry to intervene.

(To think I’d have to concern myself with reorganizing a game company… It was a stark reminder of the medieval aristocracy of this world.)

“However, Minister, even if this issue is resolved, there remains a problem. Despite the free market, Gilbert’s actions have crossed a line.”

Ordinarily, I would remain cautious in such matters, but this situation was different. 

If we let this slide, another Gilbert would inevitably arise. 

I had worked hard to build the game market, and one such disaster was enough.

“If Gilbert survives this crisis without any consequences, this will happen again.”

“Rest assured on that front. They will pay dearly, though they won’t die. Abel has promised to shut down their gaming business entirely after this matter is resolved. He seems quite fed up with it.”

It seemed an agreement had been reached to shut down the gaming operations and transfer some interests to the Ministry and those who helped resolve the matter. 


But it wasn’t enough.

“That’s not sufficient. We need safeguards to prevent this from happening again.”

“Do you have something in mind?”

I explained a solution I had considered since playing Speed Rabbit 2. Herness nodded as he listened.

“Indeed… If we have such measures in place, we can prevent such issues from arising again. Very well, we will follow your plan.”

Herness readily accepted my proposal.

(Why is he so open-minded today?)

The reason for Minister Herness’ openness soon became clear.

“So how can we resolve this problem? Will releasing the game you’re currently developing be enough?”

It was evident the Ministry wanted to release Eternal Fantasy to resolve the situation quickly. 

I had thought the same until I saw the state of the Game Association today. 

Simply releasing Eternal Fantasy would not suffice. 

We needed a bigger impact to extinguish the Blue Shock.

“That alone will not be enough.”

“Then what else is needed?”

I pondered deeply. 

How could we resolve the current situation? 


How could we calm the people and remind them that games are fun? 

There was only one solution.

“It’s time to use ‘that.’”

“‘That’?”

I believed it was time to use the contingency I had saved, the one I had employed with Super Thomas.



 
  
    Chapter 73: Legend Fighter Competition (1)


What do gamers, whose hearts are burning with rage right now, need? 

Pouring water to cool them down? 

That might be one way, but it wouldn’t be enough to soothe their anger.

I thought this fire of anger, in a way, burned so fiercely because the gamers truly loved the game. 

It was the wound of betrayal that made the pain feel so much greater. 

So, I decided to create a stage where these gamers could burn all their anger. 

The secret card we had been holding back, the big event we received hundreds, no, thousands of letters about: the “Legend Fighter Tournament.”

“But Yuren, will it be effective to hold the Legend Fighter Tournament now?”

In fact, we had planned to hold the Legend Fighter Tournament much earlier. 

Sylvia had suggested it when the Legend Fighter was just starting to grow, even before the hidden character Ken was revealed, but I thought it was too early and canceled it. 

Since then, with the fights against the Prince, the release of Speed Rabbit, and the development of Eternal Fantasy, it had been forgotten until now.

At first glance, it might seem like we missed the timing, but I thought now was the perfect time.

“On the contrary, I think now is just right.”

“Now?”

“Yes, unlike Tetris, which anyone can easily watch, Legend Fighter is a fighting game. It takes time for the audience to get familiar with it.”

Tetris had simple and intuitive rules, making it easy for anyone to watch and enjoy. 

But fighting games were different. 

To enjoy them more, you needed to understand the types of characters, strategies, and matchups.

So, I judged that time was needed, and enough time had passed.

“But now, enough time has passed, and everyone must be familiar with the game. They should be able to understand what the characters and players are doing.”

“I see… that makes sense.”

Everyone, including Sylvia, seemed to agree with my words. Minerva, in particular, nodded vigorously. 

I couldn’t remember her before she became Pink Curie.

“And there’s another reason why holding the Legend Fighter Tournament now is the right thing to do…”

I explained another reason why there was no problem holding the Legend Fighter Tournament now and why it was the right time. 

Hearing this, even Herness, who considered himself a layman in gaming, seemed convinced.

“Indeed, I understand how you plan to solve this situation.”

With that, the Legend Fighter Tournament was quickly organized. 


Sylvia and I discussed the support needed for the Legend Fighter Tournament and the events that would follow. 

Herness promised to help using the power of the Prime Minister’s office. 

Thanks to the incident with Prince Ra, it was clear that they recognized and treated me as an expert in gaming, making collaboration enjoyable.

I wondered how much fun I could have had creating games if I had been treated this well in my past life projects. 

Suddenly, such thoughts crossed my mind.

“I’m sorry to leave the cleanup to you all, but please understand that everything is for the peaceful empire and the queen.”

For the peaceful empire, I was willing to cooperate to enjoy my game development life. 

The queen didn’t matter much to me.

Then, I mentioned the reward I wanted in advance.

“When this issue is resolved, I’d like to ask for the Prime Minister’s help with this part.”

Herness, who received my note, made a subtle expression. 

He probably didn’t understand what I was asking for. 

Well, it was expected. Sylvia had the same expression.

“Hmm, you make modest demands. That’s nothing to worry about.”

“Understood. I’ll start with trust.”

All the discussions were settled. 

Now, let’s prepare for the festival again! 

A festival that gamers in another world will never forget!!

The work proceeded quickly. 

Not only people from the Edward Consortium, but also those from the Gilbert Consortium, who lost their jobs due to Blue Shock, were forcibly mobilized with the power of the Prime Minister’s office, and the preparation for the ‘Legend Fighter Tournament’ progressed at an insane speed.

“Everyone, work quickly! If this goes wrong, you might lose your heads at Gilbert! Hurry!!”

Sylvia didn’t seem to have any particular feelings toward the ordinary workers at Gilbert. 

However, there was no mercy for the managers who had done dirty work in the gaming industry under Burnell. 

She ground them thoroughly.

Watching from the side, it seemed like even a blender wouldn’t grind people this finely.

Sylvia made them work, and it seemed the Legend Fighter Tournament preparations would be finished in just two weeks. 

I couldn’t afford to lose.

“Everyone, we’re pulling an all-nighter from today.”

“Senior, when haven’t we pulled all-nighters?”

[Eternal Fantasy] was heading toward its final tasks. 

However, even with all-nighters, it seemed like we needed another month. 

That would be too late.

“Jiren, forget all the previous all-nighters. Today, we transcend the all-nighter!!!”

“Has he gone mad from staying up too many nights… We’ve already been working 24 hours, where do we get more time!?”

Yes, we lacked time. 

Seeking a way to make up for the lost time, I enlisted the help of my master and the Prime Minister’s office to employ a secret method. 

Heh, Jiren would be surprised to see this.

“Yuren, who are those people outside?”

Noirin seemed to have spotted someone outside the window. 

Finally, the people who would solve our problem had arrived.

Master shouted before I could.

“Ah! Alicia must be here!!”

“Do you mean the sage Alicia!?”

“Yes, Noirin!”

Master ran out to the yard, and we followed. 

Outside were an elegant, tall, silver-haired dark elf and other dark elves following her. 

Master ran excitedly to the elegant dark elf at the front.

“Long time no see, Alicia!”

She was Alicia, the dark elf sage of the Chronos school and one of the three sages, and a friend of my master. 

I had met her once when I was very young, almost fifteen years ago. 

She hadn’t changed a bit.


“Yes, Irene, I thought this old elf had finally gone mad, summoning me with the help of the Prime Minister’s office for such a matter.”

“Hahaha! Alicia, your jokes are still as old as ever.”

“I don’t want to hear that from you!!!”

As far as I knew, Alicia was over 500 years old. 

How old was my master, then? 

I was afraid to imagine.

“So, you plan to complete the game with the help of Alicia and the Chronos school.”

Jiren spoke, looking at Alicia and the people of the Chronos school. 

He completely misunderstood.

“What are you talking about? Even if she is one of the three sages, she can’t join the game development now.”

“What? Then why are they here? And senior, are you just going to leave them drawing a magic circle?”

In the meantime, the people of the Chronos school had started drawing a circular formation with white star powder around our research lab. 

Jiren seemed startled by the sudden drawing of the magic circle.

“We asked for it, so don’t worry. Let’s go inside, everyone.”

“Wait, senior!! You need to explain what you’re doing!”

I led the disciples into the research lab. 

The rest was up to master.

After meeting Alicia for the first time in a month (or a day in elf time), Irene immediately got down to business.

“As you know, the maximum duration to maintain the barrier is two weeks.”

“That’s enough, Alicia.”

Alicia clicked her tongue as she prepared the magic circle. 

Always grumbling while helping, that was Alicia. 

Irene just smiled and watched from inside the magic circle.

“To use such great magic just to make a game, I really can’t understand the youngsters these days. Tsk tsk.”

“Don’t be like that, Alicia. Try it! The games our disciples make are fun.”

Alicia’s magic was used for national crises, really important situations. 

Even though they had paid and provided all the materials, using such great magic for making a game was something Alicia couldn’t understand. 

That was before Alicia had played the game.

“I tried it, that’s why I’m cooperating. Show me something good.”

Hearing his friend had played the game, Irene laughed joyfully and greeted her.

“Got it! See you in a ‘month.'”

“Yes, let’s talk after ‘a month.'”

With that, Irene entered the lab. Alicia activated the magic circle with a touch. 

“Chronos (Time Acceleration Magic).”

As Alicia activated the magic circle, a white light enveloped the research lab like glass. 

Jiren, seeing this for the first time, shouted in astonishment.

“Wow! Senior! Outside the window! The world is…!!!”

“Yes, it’s slowing down, hehehe.”

This was the method Yuren found: the great magic “Chronos (Time Acceleration Magic).” 

Chronos accelerated time within the barrier. 

If there wasn’t enough time, they would make more time!

Irene taught Yuren this method, and Yuren, with the help of the Prime Minister’s office, obtained the materials to use it. 

Now, time inside the barrier was twice as fast. 

They could work 48 hours a day.

“Alright! Let’s finish ‘Eternal Fantasy’ within a month!!”

“Yes!!” 


 “Got it, senior!!”

Everyone responded energetically and focused on development. 

Seeing the disciples, who didn’t question using national-level magic for game development and immediately concentrated, Jiren, the only “sane” one, said:

“They’re crazy… everyone here is insane…”

In the madness of the Irene school created by Yuren, Jiren felt fear for the first time in his life.
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Two weeks, or rather, a month had passed. 

Within the barrier that cut us off from the outside world, we worked on developing the game. 

We had stockpiled enough food and water for three months, so there were no issues with our daily lives.

The outside world, seen from within the barrier, moved at half speed, which looked quite fascinating. 

However, after a day, it became just another sight. 

Besides, it wasn’t the time to be admiring the scenery outside. 

We had to pour all our energy into finishing “Eternal Fantasy,” a game that would save the gaming industry from the blue shock.

“Yuren, I’m going to the Bongbong Crystal Ball for a bit.”

“Alright, hurry back, Julia.”

The Irene School’s renowned combination of “Busker (Berserker Magic) + Kaya (Healing Magic)” was used in the Bongbong Drink magic, created separately in crystal ball form by Jiren and our master to save magic and time. 

Now, anyone who felt tired could just go to the crystal ball to receive a buff and return.

We were repeating a cycle of working for three days, sleeping for three hours, and then working for another three days. 

Were we going to die from this? 

Hahaha, we had even learned “Crohels (Time Reversal Recovery Magic)” from our master for times like these. 

With this magic, as long as we were alive, we could heal almost any wound by reversing time.

I had no intention of allowing my disciples to die until the development was complete. 

Hahaha!

***

<Magic Usage Caution>

When using Busker (Berserker Magic) + Kaya (Healing Magic) excessively, it can cause the target’s brain to secrete excessive narcotics, leading to extreme excitement, hallucinations, and impaired judgment. Users should be cautious of these effects.

– Magic Association

Hmm? 

It felt like something just passed by. 

Hmm… It didn’t seem important if I couldn’t remember it.

“Alright! Let’s speed things up! We’re almost at the ending. Just a little more effort, everyone!!”

And so, we put in our final spurt with everyone to complete the enjoyable game development. 

Ah… I can almost see the end. 

Cloud and sephiroth seem to be playing right before my eyes. 

Just a bit longer, I’ll complete you both.

***

It had been two weeks since Yuren and the Irene School entered the barrier to develop “Eternal Fantasy.” Sylvia, who had completed her preparations, came to the Irene School to receive the crystal ball. 

The Irene School’s laboratory was surrounded by a light as white as glass.

Today was the promised day, but there was no sign of the barrier being lifted yet.

“Alicia, is there no way to know exactly when the barrier will be lifted?” 

Sylvia asked the wise Alicia, who had created the barrier. 

Alicia, looking at the barrier, replied, “The magic power is almost exhausted, so it will have to be lifted today. But I don’t know the exact time. It could be lifted right now or tonight when the magic power runs out.”

“I see…”

Sylvia waited anxiously for Yuren. 

The basic preparations for the Legend Fighter Tournament were complete. 

However, Sylvia’s preparations would be meaningless if “Eternal Fantasy” was not finished.

As she waited anxiously, there was a change in the barrier.

Buuung…

“Alicia! The barrier!?”

“Seems like Irene is lifting it from the inside. It finished faster than I thought.”

The barrier surrounding the Irene Research Institute slowly disappeared. 

And as it completely vanished, Yuren became visible.

“Yuren!… Oh?”

But Yuren didn’t look well. 

No, everyone from the Irene School behind Yuren didn’t look well either. 

They all had dark circles under their eyes, looking like zombies, and slowly walked forward, making them seem even more like zombies. 

Sylvia flinched at the sight.

“Yu… Yuren, are you okay!? And is everyone else alright?”

Yuren didn’t answer Sylvia’s question. 

He just approached and handed something to Sylvia.

“Yuren… What is this?”

It was the most brilliant emerald-colored crystal ball she had ever seen. 

Handing the crystal ball that emitted a hopeful green light to Sylvia, Yuren spoke.

“Mission accomplished…”

Quoting Cloud, the protagonist of Last Fantasy 7, Yuren collapsed right in front of Sylvia.

Thud!

“Ah! Yuren! Are you okay!?”

“Zzz… Zzz…”

Yuren fell asleep as he collapsed, and Sylvia, clutching the crystal ball Yuren gave her, said, “Alright. Yuren, don’t worry about the rest.” 

Then, starting with Yuren, the other disciples of the Irene School began to collapse one by one.

One by one, the members of the Irene School fell, and finally…

“Alicia… please take care of us…”

As Irene was the last to collapse, everyone fell asleep on the floor. 

Alicia, with a look of resignation, said, “Really, you guys are incorrigible, burning so much passion for a mere game… But it’s good to see you so passionate after a long time, Irene.” 

Following Irene’s request, Alicia moved the people from the Irene School who had collapsed on the floor with magic.

Sylvia, holding the precious crystal ball containing “Eternal Fantasy” that Yuren gave her, returned with Thomas. 

All the preparations were now complete. 

It was time to execute the plan. 

Since everything was already prepared, the final steps were swift.

That evening, Sylvia executed the plan, and a familiar voice began to flow from a familiar broadcast.

[Hello, everyone! This is JYJ from the Bard Guild.]

On the day of J Bard’s broadcast, his cheerful voice echoed from the crystal ball as always.

[Gamers, you’ve been going through a tough time lately, right? I understand. I bought those games too. Those Yura bastards -beep-! Ah, sorry. My true feelings slipped out. Haha!]

An urgent beeping sound interrupted his sudden outburst of profanity. 

However, people, especially gamers, understood. 


They would have cursed immediately if they had been talking about those games too.

[As an apology, would you like me to tell you some special news today? The news is that the “Legend Fighter Tournament” that you’ve been waiting and waiting for is finally happening!!!! Wow! Everyone, applause!]

At that moment, the sound of hearts pounding could be heard nationwide. 

The Tetris Game Tournament was a legendary event among gamers. 

For such an event to return, gamers felt their hearts pounding with excitement.

[The first prize this time is a whopping 10 billion gold!!!! And the competition will be held in a week at the legendary stage, Zephia Colosseum!!!!]

Ten billion!!!!

The prize, which was ten times the previous prize of one billion, was a staggering amount!!! 

Not only self-proclaimed top Legend Fighter gamers, but even ordinary citizens who had no interest in games felt their hearts racing.

[It’s open to everyone, regardless of age, gender, or nationality. If you think you’re a top Legend Fighter, come to Zephia just like before!!! Let’s vent our frustrations through Legend Fighter. Everyone!!!!]

With JYJ’s impassioned shout, the broadcast ended. 

The news of the Legend Fighter Tournament spread quickly throughout the empire.

 Naturally, this news also reached the village in the east where he resided.

“Hey! Johan!!!! Did you hear the broadcast just now!!!”

“I heard.”

Johan’s friend ran to him immediately upon hearing the news. 

Johan, without even looking at his friend, was playing Legend Fighter.

“What are you going to do!?”

“What do you think? Of course, I’m going to participate!!”

Johan said as he perfectly defeated Blanc while playing as Ren in Legend Fighter.

“I’ve been bored without any fun games lately, but there’s no way I’m missing out on an event like this, right?”

Johan was thrilled by the news of a festival after a long time, his blonde hair fluttering with excitement.

 And the news also reached the western city.

“Bean! Did you hear the news too?”

“What news?”

Bean, who was studying, heard his friend rushing in to tell him.

“Game news! JYJ announced a huge event yesterday!”

“Ah… games, I haven’t been interested in games since Unreal Fighter.”

However, Bean showed no interest. 

He had lost his appetite for games recently due to playing a game from the Magus Society. 

His friend’s reaction was unexpected and left him bewildered.

“Really? I thought you’d go crazy over the Legend Fighter Tournament.”

But at the mention of the Legend Fighter Tournament, Bean jumped up from his seat.

“What did you say? The Legend Fighter Tournament!!?”

“Yeah, they’re holding it in Zephia next week.”

Bean’s disinterest in games momentarily vanished. 


He had been intensely enjoying and practicing Legend Fighter, driven by the hope of a rematch someday.

Bean immediately packed his bag and told his friend, “I’m skipping school starting today!!!”

“Hey!! Bean!!! Bean!!!?”

Bean dashed out of the academy, heading to practice Legend Fighter. 

The hearts of gamers, dying from the blue shock, began to burn red again.
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I regained consciousness a considerable time later. 

As I opened my eyes to the morning sunlight streaming into the room, I glanced around.

“Where is this…?” I muttered.

My memories were hazy. 

I had been developing Eternal Fantasy within the barrier, crafting the final battle with Cloud and Sephiroth. 

They had seemed to leap out of the screen, fighting right before my eyes. 

After that, everything went blank.

As I got up and headed outside, there she was—Alicia.

“Ah, you’re awake, Yuren,” she greeted me.

“Lady Alicia,” I replied.

Lady Alicia, the Dark Elf, was sipping strong dark coffee in the garden. 

The rich aroma jolted my dormant brain awake.

“How long have I been out?” I asked.

“You’ve been asleep for four days,” she answered.

“Four days!?” The shock hit me hard. But then I remembered—I’d barely slept for a month. Four days of rest actually seemed like a gain.

“What about the others? And where exactly are we?” 

My mind buzzed with questions. 

The Legend Fighter tournament preparations?

The Eternal Fantasy crystal ball creation? 

What about the other disciples and the master?

Before I could voice any of these concerns, Alicia approached me quietly. 

“Before I explain anything, Yuren, let’s start with a punch,” she said.

“Wait, what?”

Thud!

She struck me in the stomach. 

It was a flawless punch from the Dark Elf martial art, ‘Black Forest.’

“Ugh!” I groaned.

The impact from the Dark Elf sage’s punch woke my organs and brain cells in an instant. 

I wanted to wake up, but not like this.

“How dare you create a Dark Elf character named after me like that…” she seethed.

“L-Lady Alicia! There’s a reason…” I stammered.

Her eyes burned with anger. 

Alicia seemed particularly furious because the Dark Elf character named Alicia in Legend Fighter would disrobe with a certain chance during an illusion. 

The look in her eyes was enough to make me feel like she might use time magic to revert me back to my embryo state.

“Shut up! Do you know what they call me back home? ‘Disrobing Alicia!’ One of the Three Sages! They call me that!” 

I understood why she was so angry. 

If I suddenly became known as ‘Disrobing Yuren,’ I would want to throttle the culprit too.

“Let’s see if I can forgive you before you die!”

“Wait, Lady Alicia! I’m an invalid!”

“Don’t worry, if you’re about to die, I’ll heal you with Chronels (time-reversal healing magic). Now, take your punishment.”

Thud! Thud! Thud!

“Aah! Lady Alicia!”

And so, after being overworked from game development, I woke up to a thorough physical thrashing from one of the legendary Three Sages.

“Huff… Fine, I’ll let you off this time, for Irene’s sake,” she said at last.

“Thank you…” 

I replied weakly.

After five minutes of sheer willpower and brain function, I finally escaped from being Alicia’s punching bag. 

I apologized inwardly to my master for borrowing his name again.

“Where are we, anyway?” I asked.

“This is the Edward Consortium lodging in Zephia,” Alicia explained.

“Wait, this is the Edward Consortium lodging in Zephia!?”

I looked around and realized I had seen this place before. 

I must have forgotten since we now stayed in our own building in Zephia.

“Yes, your friend Sylvia asked me to bring everyone here with my disciples.”

“Where are Master and the other disciples?” I asked.

Alicia, now seated again and sipping her coffee, replied, “Irene and your disciples went to watch the Legend Fighter tournament.”

“Ah! Today is the tournament day!?”

Calculating the dates, I realized that today was the day the preliminaries were scheduled to start. 

I couldn’t miss such a festive day!

“Then, Lady Alicia, I’ll head there too!”

“Make sure you’re dressed properly!”

If not for Alicia’s reminder, I might have wandered around Zephia in my loose hospital gown. 

I hurried inside, changed my clothes, and rushed to the Zephia Colosseum.

As I ran towards the Colosseum, I looked around Zephia. 

The once gray and lifeless streets now seemed vibrant and full of life. 

The streets were crowded even before reaching the Colosseum, and people were excitedly discussing the game.

“Sylvia has really outdone herself,” I murmured.

The Colosseum was packed like during the Tetris event. 

It was reminiscent of a baseball stadium in my previous life, with dozens of food stalls lined up outside. 

Large screens were set up on the outer walls of the Colosseum, allowing people outside to watch the preliminary matches. 

Legend Fighter characters were fighting fiercely on the screens.

The Colosseum buzzed with life, perhaps even excessively so.

“Yeah! Kill him, Blanc!”

“Don’t lose, Curie!”

The giant screens around the Colosseum showed what appeared to be a Legend Fighter match. 

The crowd was responding enthusiastically, and some were even holding something like betting slips.

The reason I thought it would be fine to hold the Legend Fighter tournament now was simple. 

The battle between people is inherently interesting. 

Add in the punches and kicks, and it’s a fight that stimulates primal instincts, making it universally entertaining. 


My only concern had been if Unreal Fighter would hold a tournament first, but they had self-destructed by overextending before solidifying their foundation.

“Yuren, you’re awake?” 

“Julia!”

Julia waved and ran towards me. 

She seemed to have recovered from a good sleep, her usual high spirits returned.

“Where are Master and the others?” I asked.

“They’re all inside, securing seats! You should go in quickly, it’s getting intense,” she said.

“What do you mean, intense?”

I followed Julia inside, holding her hand. 

As participants, we could enter quickly. 

The moment we stepped inside, we were met with cheers.

“Wooahhhh!!!!”

“He won with a perfect score again!”

On the screen, I saw Ryo achieving a perfect victory against Karuga . 

Unbelievable. Ryo, a character known as the ruthless general of the empire, managed a perfect victory against Karuga, one of the most overpowered characters except for Ren.

It was clear: either the opponent was extremely bad, or the player was an incredible monster. 

And the answer came quickly.

“Go, Johan! You can do it!”

Hearing the name, I understood. 

The Tetris tournament champion could indeed do this. 

The crowd held banners with messages like “Go Johan!” and “Wishing for another victory!” The formation of an esports fanbase in this world reminded me of StarCraft and LoL Championships from my past life.

“Ah, disciple! You’re awake!” 

“Master! You’re here too! Hurry, come watch. It’s getting really exciting!”

Julia led me to a VIP section where Master, Jiren, Noirin, Karen and all our disciples were enjoying the Legend Fighter tournament. 

But they weren’t just watching; they had set up a full snack station with popcorn, strawberry ice cream, potato chips, and beer.

These people! 

How could they create such a perfect space and not call me? 

If I had woken up a little later, I might have sulked.

I quickly sat next to Master, munching on potato chips as I asked, “Jiren, how are the preliminaries?”

“They’re intense. Unlike the Tetris event, there are many skilled participants from the Dwarf kingdom and Ra Kingdom,” Jiren replied.

“That’s good news. The more skilled participants, the better,” I said, delighted.

During the Tetris event, most top players were humans, Dark Elves, or Elves, especially humans. 

Now, it seemed skilled players from the Dwarf kingdom and other foreign lands had joined.

“But it seems they can’t beat the true experts,” Jiren added.

“True experts?”

Before I could ask who he meant, the crowd erupted.

“Wooaaahhh!!!”

“Curie versus Curie!”

The screen showed Curie vs. Curie. When two players picked the same character, the second player’s Curie wore pink. 

So the match was Pink Curie vs. Blue Curie.

This mirror match, showcasing the gamers’ true skills, promised to be exciting.

“Wow! Pink Curie is getting beat like a dog by Blue Curie!”

“He’s canceling damage with just guard!”

“Is that even a human?!”

The match ended with Blue Curie’s overwhelming victory. 


Pink Curie’s moves were read and countered, damage was canceled with just guard, and Blue Curie won with a perfect health bar.

“Bean is amazing!”

“This time, he’s going to win!”

The crowd cheered for Bean, who displayed true expertise. 

Banners read, “Go Bin!” and “This time, win!” Watching this, I felt the tournament would become legendary.
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The Legend Fighter tournament ignited with fierce competition right from the preliminaries. 

Each group’s matches were intense and entertaining, making it a feast for the eyes.

“Disciple, the Legend Fighter tournament is thrilling from the very start,” my master remarked.

“Yes, indeed. We would have missed out on a lot if we had woken up even a little bit later,” I responded.

My master and I watched from the VIP seats, munching on potato chips, thoroughly enjoying the spectacle. 

The excitement of the Legend Fighter tournament surpassed even that of Tetris from the very beginning. 

It had been a long time since we had a proper gaming event. 

The inaugural tournament of the nation’s beloved fighting game, Legend Fighter, had brought legendary masters together once again. 

This combination of factors ignited the preliminaries, captivating the audience from the start.

But something else surprised me even more.

“Ms. Noirin, as the preliminaries are nearly over, how do you think the main tournament will proceed?” someone asked.

To my surprise, Noirin was co-hosting alongside JYJ. 

From what I heard, during the time I was unconscious, the Bard Guild had requested a knowledgeable and articulate developer to assist in the game’s presentation. 

Since I was unavailable, and Jiren had declined due to inconvenience, and Karen, though competent, lacked enthusiasm and might have attracted unwelcome attention, Noirin was chosen for her game expertise and ability to adapt to the audience. 

Watching him in action, Noirin exceeded my expectations.

“Indeed. The key seems to be how to overcome type matchups,” he said.

“Exactly! Due to the tournament rules, matchups significantly influence the game,” JYJ agreed.

On the large screen, Noirin and JYJ continued their commentary, complementing each other perfectly.

“Yes, due to the rule that players cannot choose the same character twice, they can only pick Karuga and Ren once each.”

JYJ, with his intense look in red sunglasses, and the scholarly Noirin made an unexpectedly amusing pair. 

Noirin began explaining things logically, one by one.

“If a player chooses Karuga and the opponent picks Ren, Karuga, being a strong counter to all characters except Ren, can be used strategically to secure a win early on, putting the opponent at a disadvantage.”

Character icons were displayed on the screen to aid understanding. 

When did they prepare this?

“In such a scenario, the opponent, while holding Karuga as a trump card, could start the match already one win ahead, which is highly unfavorable,” Noirin continued.

“But if you hold back Karuga, isn’t that also a problem?” JYJ interjected.

“Yes, exactly. If you save Karuga for the final match, the opponent will undoubtedly pick Ren, knowing they must face Karuga, which isn’t an ideal situation either.”

“It’s complicated. The strategic mind games start right from character selection!” JYJ exclaimed.

“But that’s what makes Legend Fighter so fun,” Noirin added.

“Exactly! The intense mental battles from character selection onward are what make this game enjoyable. Today’s preliminaries have set high expectations for tomorrow’s main event!”

With JYJ’s concluding words, the preliminaries came to an end. 

Out of the numerous masters from the Zers Empire, the Ra Kingdom, and the Yura Republic, 16 top fighters had been decided today. 

I was already excited about the upcoming matches.

“Yuren! There you are.”

“Sylvia!” I called out as we began to pack up and prepare to leave.

Sylvia approached, her eyes filled with concern.

“Are you feeling okay?”

“Yeah, I feel great after sleeping for four days straight!”

Sylvia sighed with relief.

“Really! You have no idea how worried I was! You suddenly fainted and scared me!”

“I’m sorry for making you worry.”

Though my memory was hazy from being semi-conscious, I recalled handing Sylvia the completed version of Eternal Fantasy before passing out.

“Haa… I understand you had unavoidable commitments this time, but please take care of yourself next time. Your well-being is important.”

Sylvia’s genuine concern touched me deeply. 

Sylvia, let me remind you, is a beautiful girl. 

Her worry for me made my heart race a little.

“Got it… Hearing you say that feels like you’re my wife.”

“W-wife?! What are you saying all of a sudden!” Sylvia exclaimed, blushing furiously.

“Sorry! Did I upset you?”

Sylvia’s face turned red as she yelled at me. 

That’s strange. 

In my past life, girls liked it when guys said things like this. 

Maybe I’m just not cut out for it.

As I grew sullen, Sylvia hurriedly added, “N-no, I wasn’t upset. Just… surprised. Anyway, please be careful.”

“Okay, but are the preparations all done?”

While I handled the game development and production, Sylvia, Edward, and Gilbert’s team took care of mass production and tournament preparations.

With a confident smile, Sylvia responded, “Yes, everything is perfectly prepared. All that’s left is to enjoy the event.”

“That’s great! Then let’s watch the matches together tomorrow.”

“Watch together? Here?”

Sylvia glanced around, seemingly taken aback by the relaxed spectators from the Irene School enjoying snacks.

I needed to teach Sylvia the proper way to enjoy an e-sports event.

“Yes! Watching a game tournament is best done with friends and snacks!”

During the Tetris event, Sylvia was busy meeting her parents and other nobles connected to the

Edward Consortium and couldn’t join me. 

Knowing she didn’t have such engagements this time, I invited her.

“Hehe, alright. Let’s watch together.”

Sylvia agreed with a cheerful smile.

“See you tomorrow, Yuren.”

“Yes, see you tomorrow, Sylvia.”

Sylvia left with a smile. 

Alright, let’s head back to the lodging!

Just as I was about to leave—

Thud!

“Ouch! Julia, why did you hit me!”

A sudden pain in my side made me look over to see Julia glaring at me, her fist hitting my side repeatedly. 

Julia’s punches didn’t stop there.

Thud! Thud! Thud! Thud!

“Ow! Hey! It hurts! Ouch!”

Julia’s assault continued for quite some time. 


Today was a day of many internal injuries.

***

The next day arrived.

After resting well at our lodging in Zephia, taking a proper shower, and dressing up, I headed to the Colosseum with the Irene School family. 

Like yesterday, the Colosseum was packed with people, as if a national festival had already begun. 

The diverse crowd added to the festive atmosphere.

“Welcome, let me assist you.”

“Over here.”

“Ah, VIP seats. Please follow me.”

We were guided to the VIP section. Sylvia was already waiting there.

“Your dress is beautiful, Julia.”

“You look lovely too, Sylvia…”

Julia, donning the sunflower dress she had shown me once before, looked stunning. 

Sylvia wore a beautiful blue dress and sat on my other side. 

What was this intense feeling of rivalry I sensed even before the matches began? 

Was it just my imagination?

As time passed and the Colosseum filled to capacity, a familiar figure with red hair and sunglasses appeared at the center, alongside Noirin. 

Noirin looked like a complete adult in her suit, making me feel a surge of pride as her older brother.

“Greetings, gamers who love Legend Fighter! I’m JYJ from the Bard Guild, here to host the tournament!”

“And I’m Noirin from the Irene School, one of the game developers, here to assist JYJ.”

As JYJ and Noirin began the event, my heart started racing again. 

But this wasn’t just my excitement; it was the collective anticipation of the gamers filling the Colosseum.

“Over the past few months, it’s been tough for gamers, hasn’t it, Noirin?”

“Absolutely. Fans of the game have endured challenging times.”

“Today’s tournament is meant to turn that frustration and anger into joy and excitement.”

“Exactly! To the 200,000 gamers filling this Colosseum, forget the dark times and enjoy the thrilling battles of these skilled players!”

Listening to JYJ and Noirin’s polished presentation, I couldn’t help but be impressed.

Wow, Noirin is really impressive!


“Now, with the enthusiastic cheers, shouts, and joy of the gamers filling this place, we hereby declare the start of the Legend Fighter tournament finals!!!!”

“Wooaahhh!!!”

Bang! Bang! Bang!

With JYJ’s signal, fireworks exploded in the Colosseum, marking the beginning of the tournament. 

Thus began the finals of the world’s first otherworldly fighting game tournament, the Legend Fighter Championship.



 
  
    Chapter 77: Legend Fighter Competition (5)


From the spectator seats, Jiren watched the Legend Fighter Tournament with astonishment alongside Karen. 

They gazed at the arena with expressions of wonder.

To Jiren, Noirin always seemed like a young sibling. 

Yet, seeing him confidently converse, even with renowned poets, was both admirable and surprising.

“Noirin, he’s quite the speaker,” Jiren remarked.

“Yes, indeed. I was surprised to see Noirin’s talent,” Karen replied.

Carving an apple beside Jiren, Karen felt immensely proud witnessing Noirin, her sister, grow in such a remarkable way.

“But can’t you do that too, Jiren?” Karen inquired.

“Oh, it feels suffocating with so many people around. It’s not my thing,” Jiren shook his head in response to Karen’s question.

And as Karen enjoyed her sliced apple, she said casually, “I’m content just being here.”

“Me too, Karen.”

Amidst the bustling arena, Jiren and Karen enjoyed their time together.

However, Jiren’s gaze shifted towards where Yuren was. 

Yuren, caught between Julia and Sylvia, was sweating profusely.

“Yuren really should learn some restraint and manners, or there’ll be chaos at home,” Jiren commented.

“That’s true. I feel sorry for Julia and Sylvia,” Karen sympathized.

Yuren was like a hero to both of them. But what bothered them was Yuren’s ‘love life,’ which seemed problematic. 

Yuren’s judgment seemed skewed when it came to matters of romance.

But why? 

He had good looks, wealth, and even landholdings, making him a suitable match for anyone. 

So, why was he behaving this way? 

Concerned about Yuren’s future and the peace of the Irene faction, they pondered.

At the Colosseum, where the Legend Fighter Tournament began, JYJ, towering with crimson sunglasses, and Noirin, a neat dark-haired youth, stood with a microphone-shaped voice amplifier to commence proceedings.

The stage was set for the first match. 

Two players stood ready.

First was Minerva, looking more nervous than when she worked at the Minister’s office.

“Minerva, you lost to an empty slot in the preliminary round and fought your way back through the losers’ revival round. Could you share your thoughts?” JYJ asked.

“Thank you for giving me another chance. I will carry the hopes of the Zephia Game Hall comrades on my shoulders and strive for victory,” Minerva replied.

Minerva had suffered a defeat to an empty slot in the preliminary round but made a remarkable comeback in the losers’ revival round.

The muscular comrades from the Zephia Game Hall, represented by skinheads, cheered for Minerva, holding banners aloft. [“You’re the best, Minerva!!”, “Pink Curie, Fighting!!”]

“But aren’t you afraid? Your opponent is Johan, the winner of the Tetris game,” JYJ inquired.

“Fear won’t solve anything. So, I will face this challenge with courage until the end,” Minerva replied, echoing the words she learned from her mentor, the Minister Herness.

JYJ couldn’t help but admire Minerva’s courage. “Yes! Minerva’s determination is reminiscent of the Prime Minister!”

With Minerva’s resolve acknowledged, JYJ and Noirin turned their attention to Johan.

“And Johan, what are your thoughts on the game today?” JYJ asked.

“As always, I hope this match brings joy to everyone watching,” Johan replied with his usual brevity.

Although brief, Johan’s words carried the confidence of a champion.

“Wow! Johan’s confidence exudes from his every word,” JYJ commented.

With that, the two moved on to Johan’s opponent.

“Now, let’s hear Minerva’s and Johan’s determination before the match,” JYJ declared.

The character selection screen of the Legend Fighter appeared with JYJ’s declaration. 

Within 60 seconds, players had to select their characters, keeping their choices hidden until both had made their selections.

“Let’s see how the match will unfold, Noirin.”

“Minerva, known as the Queen Gamer at the Zephia Game Hall, will surely focus on how to control this Curie character,” Noirin analyzed.

“Yes! That’s right. But what will Johan choose? Oh! What’s happening now?!” JYJ exclaimed, startled by what he saw on the screen.

The character selection was complete, but both players couldn’t see each other’s choices until the selection period ended. “Johan chose random!!”

“This is unexpected! Minerva must be surprised by Johan’s random choice!” JYJ and Noirin were equally bewildered by Johan’s decision.

Choosing random had two implications: confidence in one’s skills and the belief that any character could lead to victory.

“Is it arrogance or provocation? Johan has already stirred our excitement from the beginning!” JYJ commented.

Indeed, the Legend Fighter match had begun unexpectedly. Johan’s random pick left Minerva puzzled, setting the tone for an unpredictable battle.

As the game commenced, Johan’s character was revealed—Alicia, a dark elf wrestler.

Seeing Alicia, Noirin felt exhilarated. “Alicia from the Black Forest! Not a bad choice! Speaking of which, I remember when I faced the Black Forest. It hurt quite a bit. To the extent that…”

“Noirin?” Karen interrupted.

“Oh, sorry. It reminded me of my martial arts training for game development,” Noirin explained.

While Noirin and JYJ chatted, the loading ended, and the game screen appeared.

The pink Curie and the dark elf Alicia stood ready as the game commenced.

『Round 1 Fight』

“The match begins! Curie dominates with aerial kicks from the start!”

“Great start for Minerva!”

Curie, with her swift jumps, launched a barrage of aerial kicks at Alicia, initiating the attack.

But…

『Ha! Hyah! Yaa!』

“What?! Is this even possible?!”

Johan’s Alicia anticipated and evaded all of Curie’s attacks with precise steps!

Dodging Curie’s attacks was the most reliable response, given Alicia’s capabilities. 

If only one could execute it.

“Johan’s Alicia dodges all of Curie’s aerial kicks with steps alone!”

“Class is eternal!! Johan showcases divine plays from the start.”

Amidst Curie’s relentless assault, Alicia found an opening.

“Ah!! Alicia!! Caught by the high kick! Stunned!”

“It’s going in! Alicia’s grabbed and slammed by Curie! Curie’s attack depletes 30% of Alicia’s health in an instant!”

“Alicia seems scary here. One moment of negligence can lead to a reversal.”

As Alicia suffered significant damage from Curie’s grab, Noirin looked on gravely.

“An unexpected turn! Alicia’s caught off-guard by Curie’s high kick!”

“Alicia’s in trouble!”

With Alicia stunned, Curie wasted no time and unleashed her ultimate move.

『Fiery Dance of the Burning Dragon!』

“Minerva!! She’s using her ultimate move! Will this turn the tide?!”

“Wait!!! Is this possible?!”


However, just then, Alicia’s unique skill came into play.

『Where are you looking?』

“An unexpected illusion! Johan’s Alicia negates Curie’s ultimate move!”

“Here comes the illusion from Johan! Alicia nullifies Curie’s ultimate move!”

The illusion was a counter-command skill. 

It only activates if the opponent attacks within a certain timeframe. 

If not, it resulted in a significant delay.

But Johan predicted it accurately and used the illusion to nullify Curie’s ultimate move.

And then…

『Into the Black Forest you go!』

“Ah!! Curie’s caught! Alicia initiates her ultimate move!”

“Ah! No!!”

As Alicia executed her ultimate move, the Black Forest, Curie’s health depleted, and she fell.

“Minerva’s Curie! She’s defeated! Johan wins!”


“Ah!! It’s over!!”

With Curie’s defeat, Minerva’s dismay echoed under the clear sky.

“It’s unfortunate. It’s cruel, but this is the world of competition.”

Noirin offered not solace but understanding to Minerva.

Thus, the first bout of the Legend Fighter Tournament concluded with Minerva’s defeat, setting a record of elimination twice in two days.



 
  
    Chapter 78: Legend Fighter Competition (6)


After the showdown between Johan and Mineva, several more matches ensued. 

Now, the spotlight was on another superstar, his match imminent.

“Ladies and gentlemen! The next competitor is the first dwarf to advance to the finals in the history of this gaming tournament!”

“Let’s hear what he has to say!”

One of the competitors was indeed the first dwarf to reach the finals. 

With a stout figure and a thick orange beard typical of his kind, Dain approached, flanked by JYJ and Noirin.

“Hello, Dain. How does it feel to be the first dwarf in the finals of this gaming tournament?” JYJ asked.

“Feel? I’m ecstatic! It’s like having a new memory for my beer parties!” 

Dain shouted cheerfully, taking a swig from the beer he had brought.

JYJ and Noirin were taken aback by his unexpected response.

“Is there nothing you’d like to prove as a dwarf?” Noirin asked.

“Why would I? I’m just here to enjoy the game and have some beer. No need to worry about grandiose things,” Dain replied nonchalantly.

Dwarves were known for their straightforwardness and honor, so JYJ was surprised by Dain’s carefree attitude. 

However, they found it entertaining in its own way.

“I’ve met many dwarves through work, but you’re the first with such a free spirit. No wonder you use the elf Ren as your main character,” Noirin commented.

Despite being a dwarf, Dain’s main character was Ren, an elf. In this world, dwarves and elves didn’t get along very well.

“I may not like pointy-ears, but Ren fits my playstyle perfectly. I’ll make good use of him in this match. Thanks, pointy-ears!” Dain said, scratching his ear, which drew some boos from the elf spectators, but he didn’t seem to care.

The interview ended, and the next prominent figure was Bean, the runner-up of the previous Tetris game tournament. Bean, a young boy with black hair and glasses, appeared more mature as Noirin approached for the interview.

“Bean, you achieved a perfect score in the qualifiers. Do you think you can do the same in the finals?” Noirin asked.

“Even for me, that would be difficult,” Bean replied, to JYJ’s astonishment. Bean, as JYJ remembered from the last tournament, was brimming with arrogance.

“Oh my! Such polite words from Bean! I can’t believe it!” JYJ exclaimed.

“But…” 

Bean’s short statement interrupted JYJ’s reaction.

“I’m confident I can win,” Bean concluded.

[“Wooow!”] 

The audience erupted in cheers. 

This was the Bean they remembered.

“Exactly! That’s the Bean we know! The finals are heating up even more,” JYJ declared as the arena buzzed with excitement.

With the interviews over, both players took their places, preparing to start the game by activating the Legendary Fighter crystal balls.

“Let the match between Bean and Dain begin!” JYJ announced as the character selection screen appeared. 

Noirin and JYJ began their commentary.

“Do you think Bean’s declaration will come true, Noirin?”

“With Bean’s skills, it’s very likely. But nothing is certain, which is what makes this interesting,” Noirin responded.

“Indeed! What will the players choose as their first characters?”

“Dain’s main character is Ren, so Bean might avoid choosing Karuga.”

“Right, Karuga is weak against Ren. Oh, they’ve made their choices!”

As they spoke, the characters were selected.

When the screen revealed the characters, the stadium was filled with excitement.

“Wow! Dain chose Ren, and Bean chose Karuga!”

“Beann might be in trouble.”

“Yes, Bean chose Karuga too early! Ren has an advantage over Karuga!”

Despite Bean’s exceptional skills, it would be challenging to win against Ren with Karuga. 

Noirin and JYJ voiced their concerns, but the match began nonetheless.

“Let’s see how this unfolds.”

“Indeed, it’s unpredictable.”

As Noirin and JYJ expressed their worries, the game commenced, showing Karuga and Ren on the screen.

『Round 1 Fight』

As the match started, Dain quickly utilized Ren’s special moves.

“Dain is spamming Ren’s projectiles from the start!”

“Yudra’s Whip! That’s troublesome if it connects!”

『Yudra! Yudra! Yudra!』

Dain continued his relentless assault with Ren’s projectiles, cornering Bean’s Karuga. 

Just as it seemed Bean was at a disadvantage, something unexpected happened.

『Yudra! Hoo! Yudra! Yudra! Hoo!』

“Oh my! What’s this?!”

“Karuga is advancing while blocking the projectiles!”

In Legendary Fighter, projectiles typically caused minor damage and a slight pushback when blocked. 

However, with the Just Guard technique—blocking precisely as the projectile hits—there’s no damage or pushback.

Bean used the Just Guard technique flawlessly, advancing toward Ren despite the barrage.

“Is this possible?!”

“In theory, yes. But a slight timing error results in a counter-hit, causing significant damage.”

“Heaven or hell! The fate of both players lies in Bean’s fingertips!”

Bean’s Karuga steadily approached Ren, the pressure rattling Dain’s composure.

『Yudra! Hoo! Yudra! Hoo! Hiyah!』

“Ah! A misinput!”

“Dain made a crucial mistake!”

Ren performed a weak punch instead of another projectile. 

Bean seized the opportunity.

『Radek!』

“Karuga’s signature move, Radek!”

Karuga’s projectile hit Ren, allowing Bean to start a combo. 

The chain of moves decimated Ren’s health by 50% in an instant. 

Karuga continued the assault, reducing Ren’s health to 5%.

Dain’s Ren barely escaped the corner, but the experienced audience knew it was a kill opportunity for Karuga.

“He’ll use it now!”

“Yes, Bean will go for it!”

『God of Thunder, grant me power!』

Karuga assumed a stance, preparing his ultimate move, Lightning Spear.

『Lightning Spear!!!』


Karuga’s electrified punch struck Ren, who attempted to guard but was too late. 

The ultimate move, even when guarded, dealt significant damage. 

Without a perfect guard, Dain’s defeat was inevitable. 

Unfortunately, Dain wasn’t proficient in perfect guards like Bean.

『Kyaaah!!!』

“Ren couldn’t withstand the guard damage and falls!”

“Nooo! My Ren!”

Ren collapsed in slow motion, defeated by guard damage. 

The screen declared Karuga’s victory.

『Ren Lose, Karuga Win』

“Wow! Bean won!”

“And it’s a perfect win!”

Thanks to Just Guard, Karuga took no damage, making Bean’s victory perfect as promised. Noirin suspected Bean had planned this from the start.

“Bean likely calculated the guard damage. He’s a formidable player.”


The skill gap was overwhelming. 

Despite the next round, Noirin felt it was unnecessary to watch. 

With such a disparity, Bean’s victory was certain. 

Dain’s only hope was to land a single hit, but he lost with another perfect defeat. 

Thus, Dain gained the honor of being the first dwarf in the finals and the first to be eliminated.



 
  
    Chapter 79: Legend Fighter Competition (7)


Even after Bean’s match, the Legend Fighter main tournament continued. 

Distinctive fighters, each with their own specialties and strategies, challenged Johan and Bean, but they all fell to the duo and were eliminated. 

Bean advanced with overwhelming fundamental skills and cold-blooded strategy, while Johan responded to his opponents with outstanding predictive ability, creating thrilling matches. 

Just as in the Tetrix competition, the two progressed to the finals with their unique styles. 

The Legend Fighter finals arena was hotter than ever, and everyone was buzzing, trying to predict the winner. 

That included us. 

“Who do you think will win?” Sylvia, who was watching the match with us, asked everyone. 

Jiren fanned himself with a fan engraved with Johan’s name and said, “I think Johan will win. From the Tetris days, I’ve felt that Johan is like a bomb. If he catches the right momentum, he could easily crush Bean.” 

“I think Bean will win. You can tell Bean has sharpened his skills to defeat Johan. A determined person is always frightening.” 

Julia countered Jiren’s statement. 

She seemed to have become a fan of Bean after losing to him once. 

“I also think Bean will win. Bean hasn’t even been hit much so far.” 

Unlike Johan, Bean often didn’t take any damage against significantly weaker opponents. 

Karen based her judgment on such data. 

“I just have a feeling Johan will win.” 

Conversely, our master made his judgment based purely on intuition. 

Everyone spoke their piece, and I turned to Sylvia, who hadn’t spoken yet. 

“Sylvia, who do you think will win?” 

“I also think Bean will win. I can’t explain it, but it feels like Bean has something up his sleeve.” 

I agreed with Sylvia. Bean gave off the same vibe that Johan had during the Tetris tournament. 

Bean was definitely hiding something. 

“Who do you think will win, Yuren?” 

“I think…” 

Just as I was about to respond to Sylvia’s question, the fireworks announcing the start of the finals went off, and JYJ and Noirin appeared, drowning out my words. 

The final match of the Legend Fighter tournament was about to begin.

Behind the stadium where the finals were held, Johan and Bean were waiting together in the players’ waiting room, just like in the Tetris tournament. 

This time, Bean spoke to Johan first.

“You’re still going easy on people, aren’t you?” 

From Bean’s perspective, Johan seemed to be holding back again. 

If Johan had played seriously, he would have won nearly perfectly, just like Bean. 

Johan responded with a sly smile. 

“You seem to be holding back too, don’t you?” 

In truth, Johan also felt that Bean had been holding back this time. 

The reason was probably the same as his own.

“Someone’s watching, so I end up doing that.” 

“You too? Same here.” 

Both Johan and Bean had been observing each other’s matches while playing. 

They instinctively knew they would face each other in the finals, just like in Tetris. 

As a result, neither of them could reveal their full strength in the preliminaries. 

If they did, their rival would anticipate it and prepare accordingly. 

“This time, I’ll definitely win.” 

Feeling a strange sense of camaraderie with Johan, Bean declared his victory. 

The frustration and anger he felt after coming in second in the Tetris tournament fueled his determination to win this time. 

Johan smiled gently at Bean. 

“Don’t tense up too much. Let’s enjoy it.” 

“You sly fox…” 

Bean clicked his tongue at Johan’s sly smile but didn’t dislike it. 

If it were anyone else, he might have felt belittled and gotten angry, but Johan was different. 

Johan was the strongest opponent Bean acknowledged.

“Now, let the contestants enter!” 

The one defending their title and the one challenging for it, the two who recognized each other the most, stepped onto the stage, and the finals began.

At the Zephia Colosseum at night, more people than during the day gathered to watch the finals. 

On stage, JYJ, wearing red glasses, started the proceedings with an excited expression. 

The players were already on stage, and the interviews were over. JYJ announced the start of the finals.

“Now, let’s start the Legend Fighter tournament finals!!!”

On the large screen in the arena, the character selection screen appeared. 

Excitement filled the air as JYJ and Noirin began the commentary with enthusiastic voices.

“Noiren, how do you think this match will go?” 

“Based on the matches so far, Johan is offensive and Bean is defensive. The key will be how Johan penetrates Bean’s defense and how Bean blocks Johan’s attacks.” 

“Offensive Johan and defensive Bean. A perfect summary of the two! Oh! It looks like both players have selected their characters.”

As the characters chosen by the two players appeared on the screen, the arena buzzed with excitement again.

“Oh! Johan has chosen Alicia, and Bean has chosen Blanc!!!” 

“An excellent choice by Johan! If he uses Alicia as he did in the first match, he can use grabs to bypass Just Guard and win.”

“And facing Alicia is Bean’s Blanc! It seems Bean intends to avoid all of Alicia’s attacks!”

“The strongest shield versus the strongest spear! Who will the goddess of victory smile upon? The match begins!”

Johan chose Alicia, the character he used in the first round. 

Bean chose Blanc, a character who flitted about like lightning. 

The black Alicia and the white Blanc appeared on the screen, and the match began.

『Round 1 Fight』

“From the start, Bean’s Blanc is flying around at high speed!!!” 

“As expected of Blanc, the fastest character!”

Blanc began attacking quickly, flying around with rapid jumps. 

Alicia tried to predict and avoid Blanc’s attacks, but Bean’s Blanc anticipated even that and continued the combo, pressuring Johan.

『Meow!! Meow!! Thud!! Meow meow!!』

“Blanc is attacking quickly without giving any chance to counter!” 

“Johan’s Alicia can’t find an opening to grab.”

“Indeed. Johan’s Alicia is definitely cornered.”

Bean’s Blanc kept attacking swiftly, giving Alicia consistent damage.

(Bean is really good! But…)


In the blink of an eye, Alicia’s health was reduced by half during the exchange. 

Then, a chance came.

『Uraah! Thud!!!』

“Oh! It’s in!!! Alicia grabbed Bean when he let his guard down!”

“But Johan can’t be careless. He’s lost too much health.”

As Noirin said, Alicia’s health was too low to turn the tide with just one grab. 

Knowing this, Bean didn’t ease up on his attacks. 

Blanc continued its relentless assault, cornering Alicia.

『Hiyaa! Yah! Meow!! Meow meow!!』

“Bean’s Blanc is not coming down to the ground at all!!”

“Johan needs to stay calm and respond carefully.”

Even the great Johan seemed to be getting anxious under such pressure. In a moment of desperation, he made a mistake, leaving an opening that Blanc exploited.

“Ah! Blanc has lifted Alicia!!!”

“Is Bean going to finish it with a combo!?”

Blanc could deplete all of Alicia’s remaining health with a combo. 

As everyone thought this, Johan used a special technique.

『Where are you looking?』

“Oh! That was Alicia’s illusion!!!”

“Johan used the illusion here!!! Is he going to turn the game around!!!”

Catching Blanc off-guard with the illusion, Johan didn’t hesitate to use his ultimate move.

『Into the dark forest you go!』

“Alicia is using her ultimate!!!”

Everyone anticipated Alicia’s ultimate move at this timing. Even Bean.

『Meow meow!!』

“What!?! Blanc used an anti-air move to dodge Alicia’s ultimate!!!”

“At this moment!?!”

By dodging Alicia’s ultimate with an anti-air move, Blanc exposed Alicia’s back completely. 

There was only one move Blanc could use at this timing.

『Don’t underestimate a cat! Meow!!!』

At that moment, the white cat Blanc spun like a blue hedgehog, hitting Alicia with Blanc’s ultimate move.


“Blanc’s ultimate move hits!!!!!”

“30%!!! 20%!!! 10%!!!!! Ah!!!! Johan’s Alicia is out of health!!!! Bean wins!!!!!”

With Blanc’s ultimate move, Alicia’s remaining health was depleted, ending the game. 

It was a brilliant match where they predicted each other’s next moves, fitting for the pinnacle of competition. 

For Bean, it was the most valuable victory of his life.



 
  
    Chapter 80: Legend Fighter Competition (8)


“Wowwwww! Player Bean is the best!”

The stadium erupted in cheers at Bean’s victory. 

As the runner-up from last year, Bean was now close to winning, and his fans were going wild. 

Even the general spectators, who loved an underdog story, began to cheer for Bean’s victory. 

Amidst this excitement, the players prepared for the next round.

“Player Bean has taken off his glasses! Even though he won, Bean has taken off his glasses! It shows his determination to end this decisively!” 

Bean always performed better without his glasses. 

Usually, he took them off when he was losing and got serious, but now he removed them to secure his victory.

“It looks like Bean has the advantage after winning the first round. What do you think, Noirin?”

“Indeed, Bean is currently at an advantage. It’s not just because he won the first round, but because he bested Johan in the area where Johan excels: prediction.”

“That’s right! This is the first time in this tournament that Johan has allowed so many attacks in a match against Bean.”

“But the Johan I know always has something up his sleeve at moments like these. As a champion, I believe Johan has a hidden card to play.”

As they selected characters for the second round, Noirin and JYJ discussed the upcoming match. 

Johan was clearly at a disadvantage. 

The only way Johan could gain even a slight advantage was by selecting a character that had a favorable matchup.

As all eyes focused on Johan’s fingertips, the character selection concluded. 

When the screen revealed the characters, everyone was shocked.

“Player Bean has chosen Karuga, the face of the Empire, the legendary fighter!”

“Meanwhile, Johan has chosen the dwarf character, Pull! I never expected to see Pull here, especially since I usually play Pull!”

Gamers who knew the game were astonished by Johan’s choice. 

Pull was powerful but slow and had no projectile attacks, making him weak against Karuga.

“Has Johan given up on the game? Or does he have something hidden?”

“This is truly an unpredictable match. As we speak, the game is starting!”

The screen changed, and the dwarf Pull and the imperial soldier Karuga appeared. 

The match began with Karuga making the first move.

『Round 2! Fight』

“Player Bean starts spamming Karuga’s projectiles.”

“A textbook play. Let’s see how Johan handles this barrage.”

To counter Karuga’s barrage, Pull’s actions were simple.

『Radekku! Ucha! Radekku! Ucha!!』

“Ah! Johan is avoiding them with simple jumps.”

“If he keeps approaching like this, he’ll get hit by Karuga’s anti-air attacks. I’m worried for Johan.”

As Pull narrowly avoided Karuga’s projectiles and closed the distance, Bean used his move.

『Triple Strike!!』

“Just as I finish speaking, Karuga’s anti-air attack hits!”

“Oh no! What’s happening?”

Yet, the expected hit on Pull didn’t register.

“Johan’s Pull dodged Karuga’s anti-air attack!”

“Incredible! It looked like it should have hit! How is this possible?”

It was due to Pull’s hitbox being one pixel smaller than it appeared. 

Johan had sensed this through continuous gameplay and kept it a secret, even from Bean, until now, to pull off this move.

『Hut! Ha! Hoot! Woah!!!!』

“Pull is in! The first ‘Woah’ of the match hits Bean!”

“Tremendous damage! That’s Pull! That’s Johan!”

Using Pull’s three-hit combo and the special move ‘Woah,’ he inflicted massive damage on Karuga. 

Continuing his relentless attack, Pull kept Karuga cornered, and the crowd roared in excitement.

“Bean’s Karuga is unable to escape the corner!”

“Could it end like this?! Just like this!?”

‘I can’t lose like this!’ Bean thought as he decided to use his ultimate move to push Pull away even if blocked.

『God of Thunder, grant me strength! Thunder God’s Spear!!!』

“Player Bean’s Karuga uses his ultimate move!”

“Right, it’s better to use an ultimate move than to lose without trying.”

But an unexpected move occurred. 

Just as Karuga’s ultimate was about to strike, Johan’s gauge filled, and he used his ultimate move too.

『Earth God! I’ll buy you a drink! Lend me your power!!!』

Pull’s ultimate move made him dive into the ground before executing the attack. 

The timing was much shorter than Alicia’s illusion and rarely used for evasion, but Johan used it to dodge.

『Earth Breaker!!! Boom!!!』

Karuga used Thunder God’s Spear into empty space, while Pull burst from the ground with an uppercut, delivering a crushing blow.

With the ultimate countered, Karuga fell instantly, and even Bean’s fans were shocked.

“Johan’s Pull!!! Smashes Karuga against the wall and wins the second match!!!!!”

“A perfect display of ‘This is Johan’!!!”

Thus, Johan won the second round with his hidden card, Pull. 

With both sides having one win each, who would emerge victorious? 

Who would claim the 10 billion gold price?

Not only the spectators in the colosseum but also those watching on screens in Zephia, the Ra Kingdom, and the Yura Republic were on the edge of their seats.

“Yes, just like the Tetris finals, both sides have one win each!!!! It’s incredibly intense!!! Both players are fighting like gladiators, no, boxers in the coliseum!!!!”

“It’s impossible to predict. Both players are evenly matched in skill and strategy. The final match will be decided by fate.”

As the tension mounted, the third round began. 

What characters would they choose this time? All eyes were on their fingertips.

And then…

“Oh my!!!! Unexpected characters again!!!!”

“Player Bean has chosen Curie!!!! Player Johan has chosen Ken!!! Ken appears for the first time in this tournament!!!!”

Bean chose Curie, and Johan chose Ken. 

Ken was balanced but not the best in any aspect, hence rarely used in matches. Johan’s choice baffled everyone.

“What’s Johan’s intention in choosing Ken, Noirin?”

“Ken is a character who studied under Ryo and the Volcano Demon Return style. His anti-air is slightly better than Ryo’s. Johan likely chose Ken for his strong anti-air and charge attacks, countering Ren.”

“I see. Johan’s strategic choice is impressive.”

“But Bean’s Curie isn’t bad either. Curie has anti-air moves similar to Karuga, which can counter Ryo. Among Bean’s characters, Curie has the highest win rate.”


“Both players have chosen characters after a fierce mental battle. It’s incredible.”

“Oh!!!! The final match is starting now!!!!”

With some understanding from Neuren’s explanation, everyone focused on the screen as the final match began. 

Their last battle was now starting.

『Round 3! Fight』

“Ken charges in with an Attatagguken right from the start!”

“Johan is aggressive from the beginning!!”

Starting with a whirlwind kick, Ken cornered Curie.

『Attatagguken! Hup! Adogen!』

“Curie is cornered right from the start!”

“Will it end like in round 2!?”

But this time, it wasn’t so easy. 

With a perfectly timed just guard, Curie countered and threw Ken.

『Yap!』

“Player Bean! A just guard!!!”

“Curie!!! Starts a counterattack.”

Running up to the rising Ken, Curie executed her signature combo: low kick > mid punch > projectile > charge attack. Ken’s health visibly dropped.

『Yiyap! Hat! Haat! Yap!』

“Curie!!! Returning the damage!!!”

“Yes!!! You can’t just take it lying down!!!!”

Ken didn’t stay down. 

With his longest-range anti-air move, Seongcheon Fist, Ken counterattacked.

『Woryuken!!!!!』

“Ken’s Woryuken hits as a counter!!!!”

“Amazing!!!! How did Johan time that!!!?”

The fierce exchange drained both characters’ health. A single mistake could decide the match. The stadium grew quieter.

“Curie has 32% health, Ken has 15%.”

“Player Bean is slightly ahead but can’t afford to relax.”

Both characters were in a critical state, where one mistake could end the match. 

Curie’s jump kick hit Ken.

『Sow!!! Yap!!』

“Ah!!! Curie’s kick hits.”

“Ken has 10% health left! Player Bean has a chance!!!!!!”

With Ken’s health down to 10%, Bean saw his perfect kill opportunity.

‘This time, I’ll be the champion!’

Bean was sure of his victory. 

A perfect chance, a perfect opportunity. 

Everything was telling him so. 

Bean used Curie’s ultimate move. 

And then, a legendary moment in gaming history began.

『Yayayap!!!! Flaming Dragon Dance!!!!』

“Player Bean uses his ultimate!!!!!!”

“Will the match end like this?!!! What’s that?!!!”

Curie’s ultimate, a series of spinning kicks, timed perfectly…

Johan’s Ken…

Began [Just Guard] the entire move!!!!

『Hup! Hup! Hup! Hup!』

“Incredible!!!!!!!! Johan’s Ken is just guarding Curie’s ultimate!!!!!!”

Curie’s spinning kick, but Ken blocked every hit with perfect timing.

Curie’s kicks had varying timing, making them hard to just guard. 

Yet Johan’s Ken managed it.

『Hup! Hup! Hup! Hup!』

“Johan is not missing a single timing!!!! Can a human do this!!!!?”

Johan’s title as the offensive master, Bean’s as the defensive master, both were in play. 

But Johan wasn’t just unable to use just guard. 

He hadn’t used it until now. 

Bean assumed Johan couldn’t use just guard. 

Everyone assumed the same.

But they were wrong. 

Johan wasn’t unable to use just guard. 

He didn’t need to.

He didn’t use it. 

He could. 

He chose not to.

Until now, Johan only used it when needed. 

He always won through offense. 

He always needed it in decisive moments. 

Thus, Johan never needed to practice it. 

He had no need to show it.

But now, Johan’s Ken used it to block Curie’s ultimate, his own ultimate move gauge filled, and Curie’s health was down to 15% due to the chip damage.

Johan’s Ken…

Johan’s Ken…

As Ken blocked all hits and the ultimate gauge filled, everyone’s focus shifted to the final blow.

『Ha!』

“Ahhhh!!!! Johan’s ultimate!!!!”

“Ken’s ultimate move!! It hits!! It hits!!!”

And thus, Johan’s ultimate move ended the match. 

Ken’s Woryuken hit Curie, and Curie flew out of the screen. 


As Curie fell, Ken stood victorious, and the screen displayed.

『KO!!!!!!!!!』

The match ended.

“Player Johan!!!! Wins!!!!!!!”

“Player Johan wins the championship!!”



 
  
    Chapter 81: Fantasy of another world


At the moment when Curie unleashed her ultimate move, 

Bean suddenly felt a sense of unease. 

The indescribable discomfort emanating from Johan was the same feeling he had when Johan had hidden something from him in the past. 

The sensation had vanished when Johan revealed a previously unknown strategy, making Bean feel reassured. 

But what if Johan had deceived him?

 What if this entire situation was orchestrated to lead Bean into using his ultimate move?

“No way…”

In that instant, Bean considered the worst possible scenario: Curie’s ultimate move, Just Guard, followed by a counterattack and reversal.

“No!!!”

Despite Bean’s desperation, his hands had already input the command. 

The worst-case scenario he had imagined unfolded before his eyes. 

Johan executed a perfect Just Guard, leading to a flawless counterattack.

From start to finish, Johan’s play was impeccable.

“Yes!!!”

As Johan’s triumphant cheer echoed with the confirmation of his victory, Bean experienced the deepest despair of his life. 

“Stay strong, Bean,” he told himself. “Despair builds a man.”

Johan vs. Bean. 

Ken vs. Curie. 

It was a match that would go down in the annals of gaming history. 

We, the spectators, were left speechless. 

It felt like I had witnessed such an epic battle in a previous life, and now, seeing it again in this life, it confirmed that living twice brings extraordinary experiences.

“That Johan player is amazing!”

“Yeah, it’s insane!”

Julia and Sylvia, who had expected Bean to win, couldn’t help but praise Johan’s play. 

Sylvia turned to me and asked, “Did you know this would happen, Yuren?”

“Not exactly,” I replied. “But Johan, who’s obsessed with this game, seemed too composed, so I figured he might pull off a win.”

The Johan I knew played with an explosive mix of logic and emotion. 

However, throughout this match, he only displayed calm rationality. 

War is a battle of information. 

If Johan had concealed his weapon just for Bean, it would turn the tide at the crucial moment, and that’s exactly what happened. 

Although I hadn’t expected it to be this effective, defending against all ultimate moves with ‘Just Guard’ was an incredible feat. 

A single mistake would have resulted in a counter overkill, ending the game immediately.

“It was an incredible match, Master.”

“Indeed, I enjoyed it immensely.”

Everyone, including our master, was satisfied with the match. 

The audience must have felt the same. 

They applauded and cheered, making the Colosseum and the spectators buzz with excitement. 

It was a stage set for the best show, just like last time.

“This time, we just get to watch, right, Senior?”

“That’s right, Jiren. Everything’s prepared, so we can just sit back and enjoy, as Yuren suggested, while snacking. Haha.”

Unlike last time, we had ample support and thorough preparation, allowing us to simply enjoy the event. 

Jiren looked genuinely happy at Sylvia’s words.

“You must have had a hard time during the last event, Jiren.”

Jiren, holding a bag of potato chips, tried to get comfortable.

“Then I won’t hold back! Oh!?”

But Karen snatched the chip bag away.

“Jiren, you’ve had enough.”

Jiren pleaded with a sorrowful expression. 

“It’s a special day, just a bit more?”

“No, you’ve already had three bags.”

Three empty chip bags were already piled next to Jiren. 

I watched sympathetically as I picked up my own bag of chips.

“Poor Jiren.”

But then, my chips were gone too, taken by Julia.

“Yuren, you too!”

“Me too!?”

“Yes, Yuren, you’ve had three bags as well. Eating too many chips isn’t good for your health.”

Deprived of our snacks, Jiren and I sulked in a corner. 

Meanwhile, our master, on his fourth tub of strawberry ice cream, commented cheerfully.

“Hehe! You’ve worked hard, my disciples. Ah-ah!”

Jiren and I seized the ice cream from our master.

“Master…”

“Please, for your health.”

“I… I’m fine! My disciples!!”

“No, it’s for your own good.”

“Yes, you need to stay healthy.”

“But I’ve already lived a long life…”

For his health, Jiren and I finished the ice cream ourselves. 

It definitely wasn’t because we were upset about the chips. 

Definitely not.

After the final match, the award ceremony took place on stage. Johan held a ten billion gold placard, while Bean, the runner-up, held a five billion gold placard. JYJ and Noirin approached Bean, who had just experienced a disappointing loss.

“First, let’s hear from Bean, who narrowly missed the championship.”

Holding the microphone crystal given by JYJ, Bean felt surprisingly relieved. 

The utter perfection of his defeat left no room for regret or anger. 

Instead, he felt a sense of reverence for Johan’s flawless play.

“I lost completely. For now, I’m satisfied to have been part of a legendary match. But I will work harder to avenge this defeat in the next tournament.”

But he had no intention of giving up. 

If he failed once, he would try again and again.

Staying in second place was not an option for his pride.


“Go Bean!!!”

“Don’t give up!!!”

The spectators cheered for Bean’s determination. 

JYJ and Noirin also admired Bean’s resolute spirit.

“Bean, your perseverance is admirable.”

“Now, let’s hear from our champion, Johan.”

Johan took the microphone crystal after Bean. 

Unlike his usual carefree demeanor, he spoke seriously.

“First, I’d like to thank the Edward Consortium for organizing this tournament and the Irene School for creating this game.”

Johan expressed his gratitude to Yuren and Sylvia, who were somewhere in the crowd. 

Yuren felt a surge of happiness at Johan’s acknowledgment but kept it to himself.

“Before my final remarks, there is a saying in my hometown: ‘Even clapping requires two hands.’ I believe this perfectly describes my situation.”

Johan looked around the Colosseum. 

The place was filled with countless people and fans. 

He glanced to his side, where his rival, Bean, stood.

“This amazing match today wasn’t created by me alone. It was possible because of all the gamers who love games and the fans of Legend Fighter, and because of my rival Bean, who kept pushing me to strive harder. I want to thank everyone who brought me to this stage. Thank you!!!!”

The crowd was moved by Johan’s words. 

The realization that they were part of this legendary event brought tears to their eyes. 

Slowly but surely, applause filled the Colosseum.

Clap! Clap-clap! Clap-clap! Clap-clap! Clap!

“Johan, you’re awesome!!!!” 

“You are truly the king of games!!!!”

After delivering his impressive speech, Johan wasn’t quite finished. 

“And there’s one last thing I want to say.”

Johan’s expression shifted back to that of a mischievous boy as he looked at JYJ.

“Before being a player, I am a gamer. And I’ve heard that an incredible game is going to be announced today.”

[“Wooooooo!!!!!!”]

The crowd erupted with excitement at Johan’s words. 

There had been rumors circulating among gamers even before the tournament began. 

The rumor that the Irene School, known for creating Super Thomas and Legend Fighter, was developing an extraordinary game. 

The legendary announcement of Super Thomas had made people take the rumor seriously, and some attendees had come to see the game more than the tournament.

“We’ve done our part. Now it’s your turn to show us what you’ve got.”

“Oooooooooo!!!!!!!!”

With those words, Johan handed the microphone to JYJ. 

Caught off guard by Johan’s unexpected move, JYJ felt both flustered and overwhelmingly excited. The ultimate stage was set. 

Missing this chance would mean giving up his career as a bard and looking for another job.

“Everyone, do you love games!!!!”

“!!!!!!!!!!!”

JYJ’s shout filled the Colosseum, and the crowd responded with all their might.

“Do you want to see a new game!!!!!!!!!”

“Yes!!!!

These were gamers who had suffered through the games made by those pesky blue creatures. They longed to see the real game presented by the Irene School.

“Do you want to see a game that will go down in history!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!”

“Yes!!!!!!!!!!!!”

Just what kind of game were they about to reveal with such a dramatic build-up? 

As the crowd’s anticipation reached its peak, the lights in the Colosseum suddenly went out.

“What! What’s happening?”

“The lights went out!?”

Some were confused, but others felt their hearts pound in excitement, sensing that the event was about to start. 

In the darkness, JYJ’s voice emerged.

“Everyone. Welcome to… the future.”

Future? 

What did he mean by that? 

The thousands of spectators in the Colosseum struggled to comprehend his words. 

Just then, green lights began to dance around the Colosseum.

“Wow…”

“Beautiful.”

The lights, resembling the life of stars, multiplied until the screen in the center began to display a starry night sky. 

A gentle piano melody started to play, calming everyone’s minds.

“Tatada/Tatadadada”

The night sky on the screen brightened to a green hue, revealing a woman with braided brown hair and green eyes, exuding a mysterious aura. 

She stood up from a dimly lit alley and walked into the street.

『Click, click, click』

With every step she took, the camera followed her, moving out of the alley. Then…

『Vroom!!!』

“Wow! What’s that!?”

A vehicle resembling a carriage but unlike anything seen before moved along the street, surrounded by people dressed in unfamiliar clothing. 

The camera, still following the woman, continued to rise, showing more of the city.

It crossed buildings and the village, aiming higher and higher.

Slowly, the screen began to reveal the massive future city. 

『Whoooosh!!!』


The camera finally focused on the city’s central area, highlighting the brilliantly lit central reactor and the tallest building, Samra’s headquarters.

“Tatada/Tatadadada”

At last, the future city ‘Midgar’ appeared in full on the screen, with the game’s logo:

Eternal Fantasy.

As the first RPG in this world, [Eternal Fantasy] was unveiled, marking the beginning of a new fantasy era for the people of this world.



 
  
    Chapter 82: Eternal fantasy released


“Wow…”

The people in the Colosseum couldn’t take their eyes off the image of Midgar unfolding on the screen. 

The sight of the dark yet advanced mechanical city, unfamiliar yet captivating like a dream, mesmerized them.

“What is fantasy to the people living in a fantasy world?”

This was it. 

A modern city made of guns, cars, and electric devices—this was the fantasy for those living in another world. 

They couldn’t look away from the unfamiliar spectacle; the show was far from over.

BOOM!!!

“Mommy!!!”

Suddenly, an explosion rocked one side of the city. 

The camera zoomed towards the scene, revealing a massive black train. 

Amidst the surprise of seeing a train unlike any powered by magic they knew, armed men jumped out onto the platform. 

Firing their guns at soldiers who appeared as enemies to those unfamiliar with firearms, a robust African American with a gun for one of his arms subdued countless soldiers to showcase his strength.

And then, someone else descended from the train.

With spiky yellow hair and wielding the enormous Buster Sword, the protagonist “Cloud” made his grand entrance. 

The scene continued to unfold rapidly.

Battles between the protagonist and his gun-wielding comrades;

Fights against weapons made of monsters and machines;

A chubby antagonist’s sinister laughter, hinting at a short yet impactful plot to thwart.

“Fairy tales exist even in this world.”

The tale of a cunning demon king and the hero who defeats him was familiar to the people. 

However, just as their interest began to wane in this familiar story turned to imagination, the screen in the Colosseum went dark with a thud!

*Tang!*

“It went out again!?”

“What’s happening this time?”

In the darkness that followed, people were startled, but their unease was soon overtaken by a powerful melody filling the Colosseum.

“Ding ↑ Dong ↓ Ding ↑ Dong ↓ Ding ↑ Dong ↓ Ding! Ding! Ding! Ding! Estuans interius vehementi Sephiroth!”

A gentle melody heard at first, juxtaposed with a rough, tension-inducing orchestral music, spread throughout the arena. 

Despite the unfamiliar lyrics, the song’s eerie tone began to grip the audience with fear. 

Then, an angelic figure materialized in the Colosseum’s airspace.

“Look at that!!”

“Wow…”

“What is that?”

The man fascinated the crowd with his attire—silver hair, black clothing—and his height, holding a long sword that matched his size. 

One side of his back sported black wings that unfolded, casting a menacing gaze that seemed to freeze hearts with its ruthless and cold eyes, as if disappointed in everything the world had to offer.

Amidst the spectacle…

“Swoosh!”

“Aaah!!!”

He charged towards the crowd with his sword raised, despite knowing it was an illusion, causing them to scream in terror at his sudden actions. And then…

Clang!!!

A blond man with a large sword, who appeared as the protagonist, blocked the attack!

The golden-haired man, now showing his contemptuous smirk, stepped back and readied himself. 

The protagonist also grasped his giant Buster Sword firmly, preparing for what lay ahead. 

And before the eyes of the people, a magnificent sword fight ensued.

Stab! Clash! Stab! Clash!

“Wow…”

“It’s incredible…”

The protagonist swung a massive sword that seemed as heavy as a person, while the silver-haired man wielded a long sword as long as a person’s height. 

Watching the transcendent battle between two warriors, people felt awe as they stared into the void.

It was like the story of a hero and a demon king from a fairy tale, no, it was like the battle between a hero and another hero.

After exchanging dozens of blows, the two warriors separated, each gathering their strength for what seemed to be their final strikes. 

The golden light akin to the sun began to gather on the protagonist’s sword, while the bluish light akin to the moon began to gather on the long sword.

As the dazzling lights from both swords intensified, the two warriors rushed towards each other at the center of the Colosseum.

At the moment their swords clashed in the heart of the Colosseum…

BOOM!!!

With an explosion of golden and silver light, the two warriors disappeared, marking the end of the illusion.

“Wow…”

“What… just happened…”

Although the illusion had ended, everyone couldn’t help but stare into the void, mouths agape.

Illusionary magic was a rarity, only seen on grand occasions like during the times of Super Thomas and Speed Rabbit. 

But this particular illusionary magic, nobody had ever witnessed before. 

It was set in a dark, yet dreamlike fantasy world, where adventures and battles unfolded, not against mere monsters or villains, but against embodiments of absolute evil. 

The new antagonists, akin to avatars of pure malevolence, clashed with protagonists fighting to protect themselves and their world. 

Those who witnessed all of this within a mere ten minutes were left in such a state of shock they didn’t know what to do next.

For those people, the letters in the air kindly revealed what they should do next.

“The time of darkness has now ended.”

The purpose of this tournament and the extravagant release of Eternal Fantasy was to announce to people, especially gamers, that the dark times in the gaming industry were over.

“Why are they over?”

“Experience the future of gaming in Eternal Fantasy.”

Gamers had long awaited the arrival of a “real game,” and now it was here.

“The release date is… now!”

With a thunderous roar, the message ended, and the Colosseum illuminated. 

On the colossal screen, as the tents of the participants descended, an emerald-hued crystal bearing the logo of Eternal Fantasy emerged.

The silence in the Colosseum was soon replaced by the uproar of today’s best cheers.

“Wowwwww!!!!!!!”

Like a tidal wave, those eager to purchase Eternal Fantasy began flooding out of the Colosseum.

“Move aside!!!!!!”

“I’m first!!!!!!”

Despite the apparent danger of the crowd’s rush, careful planning based on experiences from the Super Thomas event ensured the safe exit of everyone from the Colosseum.


Inside, the Colosseum stood empty.

All of them.

Because JYJ, Johann, and Bean had gone to purchase Eternal Fantasy together.

The release of “Eternal Fantasy” was thus completed, set to be recorded as the game with the greatest impact on this world.

The event, aimed at dispelling gamers’ doubts worldwide, concluded successfully.

I deliberately scheduled the game’s release on the same day as the “Zers Gamers,” hoping that gamers with doubts about the game would get some information and perhaps buy the game after all.

Although there were no interviews with the developers due to our unconsciousness, pre-prepared letters were included in the form of [Developer’s Letter].

The content of the letter was as follows:

“I dream of exciting dreams.”

“In my dreams, I venture into another world, not this one.”

“That world was beautiful but also lonely.”

“Sometimes it gave battles, sometimes trials, sometimes laughter, sometimes despair, but in the end, it became enjoyable and unforgettable memories when I woke up.”

“Dreams may be fleeting fantasies, but I believe they are necessary for everyone.”

“Through the joy of experiencing new things in such unknown fantasies, we gain the strength to live on.”

“So, I want to give this ‘never-ending fantasy,’ Eternal Fantasy, as a gift to all gamers existing on this land.”

“Wishing you a joyful journey…”

I decided to explain the driving force behind this game as a dream.

Talking about past lives would be difficult to explain and could potentially cause political headaches.

And the journalists who tried the game early left the following reviews:

“I embarked on an enjoyable adventure. It was a journey filled with joy, tears, anger, twists, sorrows, despair, and enlightenment. I offer my prayers of gratitude to the goddess of fate who allowed me to meet this game and myself.”

“The journey may be over, but I’m still in that world. When will the sequel come out? I want to live in eternal fantasy.”


“O divine one, my fingers are inadequate to express this wonder. With my fingers, I cannot convey all this emotion.”

“…”

“What’s going on?”

Sure, Final Fantasy 7 is an interesting and remarkable game, but the journalists’ reactions seem way too overwhelming.

“What’s happening?”



 
  
    Chapter 83: Eternal Fantasy (1)


“Here…”

“Yes! ‘Eternal Fantasy’ is right here.”

After the conclusion of the Legend Fighter tournament, the released video of Eternal Fantasy sent shockwaves through the hearts of gamers worldwide. 

People flocked to stores to purchase Eternal Fantasy, and naturally, Hammond Game Shop bustled with renewed life.

“Ouch!!! Don’t push!”

“Watch it yourself!!

To be precise, the scene went beyond lively and veered into madness. 

People, as if starved for a week, desperately sought Eternal Fantasy, their fervor intimidating even the store clerks.

“Here’s ‘Eternal Fantasy.'”

“Great!! Wait for me, Midgar!! I’m coming!!!!”

Sometimes, there are games like that in the world. 

Just watching a video, or passing by and seeing friends play it, something within you craves it. 

Before you know it, the game is in your hands.

Many people, seemingly enchanted, hurried to the game stores for Eternal Fantasy, bought it, and rushed home. 

It wasn’t just the people of the Zers Empire. In the Yura Republic, the video of Eternal Fantasy was released, and countless game fans queued up to buy it.

“Here’s ‘Eternal Fantasy.'”

“Thank you…”

Among them was Sora, a developer from SpeedRabbit and a key figure in the Magic Society’s game development. 

After quitting the Magic Society, Sora lived a reclusive life, despairing over the ruin of her game and her helplessness during the Blue Shock. 

She cut herself off from the world, even contemplating extreme measures in her dark room.

When she heard rumors of a new game from Yuren being unveiled at the Legend Fighter tournament, she decided to watch it, hiding among the people in the village square. 

The legendary game trailer reignited her resolve. 

Even if she were to die, she wanted to play Eternal Fantasy first. 

Disguising herself, she secretly bought the game and returned home.

Like Sora, many embarked on a journey into the world of ‘Eternal Fantasy.’ 

Sora, now home with the game, eagerly started it. 

The video from the Legend Fighter tournament played before her eyes again: a mysterious woman with green eyes named Aeris, the vast city of Midgar, an explosion rocking the city, a black train appearing as the camera zoomed in, and the protagonist 『Cloud』 swinging a massive Buster Sword, stepping out with the resistance fighters.

“Wow… No matter how many times I see it… it’s amazing.”

The resistance fighters, surprised by Cloud’s cool and stylish entrance, slashing through the soldiers, admired him. 

Sora watched with adoration.

“Dix: As expected of a SOLDIER! So strong!”

“Jane: Can we really trust a SOLDIER to join our resistance mission? SOLDIERs are special forces of the Shimra.”

“Dix: It’s okay, Jane. Cloud is an ‘ex-SOLDIER.'”

Through the dialogue, Sora learned about the protagonist: a former member of the royal special forces called SOLDIER, now working with the resistance for some reason. 

The story continued.

“Barat: That insane corporation, Shimra, is drawing Mako energy from the planet, and people live prosperous lives using that energy. But no one thinks about what happens next. Mako is the planet’s lifeblood. If it runs dry, the planet dies, and so do we. We have to stop it.”

Barat, who seemed to be the resistance leader with a gun for a hand, explained the righteousness of their cause to the protagonist. 

Sora understood the game’s rough plot at once: to protect the planet, the protagonist betrays his organization and fights for a just cause. 

But Cloud’s next words left her speechless.

“Cloud: Not interested. It’s all for the money. Once this job’s done, I’m out.”

“Barat: Hey! Cloud!!! The planet’s dying!!”

Cloud’s indifferent and chic response shocked Sora. 

Until now, the protagonists she knew were righteous, exemplary, and idealistic.

“What is with this protagonist…?”

Protagonists she knew fought for beliefs over money, for the greater good over personal gain. 

But here was Cloud, who seemed almost selfish.

“Cool.”

She found it cool.

The game continued. 

Sora experienced Eternal Fantasy’s combat for the first time, guiding Cloud as he helped the resistance blow up a Mako reactor. 

The turn-based combat system felt fresh, with powerful damage numbers reflecting Cloud’s strength. 

As she considered the weaknesses and affinities of machines, monsters, and Shinra soldiers, she found herself increasingly immersed in the game.

After destroying the Mako reactor, the protagonist returned to the hideout with his comrades and met another ally and childhood friend, Tina.

“Tina: Welcome back, Cloud. I’m glad you returned safely.”

“Cloud: What are you talking about? This is nothing.”

“Tina: Right… For a SOLDIER like you, this is nothing.”

Seeing Tina in a tight white tank top, Sora momentarily felt a pang of jealousy. 

Wearing such a revealing outfit and speaking and acting like that in front of the protagonist, Tina clearly had feelings for him and was trying to seduce him. 

Sora thought that dressing so provocatively wouldn’t attract men, but countless men around the world, seeing Tina for the first time, felt their hearts race.

“Tina… she’s amazing…”

“Wow… just wow…”

It was the moment Tina, following in the footsteps of ‘Curie,’ the Legend Fighter’s icon, became the next figure to captivate men’s hearts for the next twenty years.

As Tina grabbed Cloud, trying to convince him to stay and work with the resistance, she brought up a promise from seven years ago. 

The scene shifted to a beautifully starry night where young Tina met Cloud at the village’s water tower.

“Tina: Cloud, what do you want to talk about?”

“Cloud: I’m going to Midgar in the spring. I want to become a SOLDIER, the best, like Sephiroth.”

“Tina: Then, Cloud, will you promise me something? If I’m ever in trouble, come rescue me.”

“Cloud: What?”

“Tina: Be the hero who appears when a friend is in danger. Don’t you want to be that kind of hero?”

“Cloud: Alright, I promise.”

“Tina: Then it’s a promise!”

“Hmm… So Cloud and Tina have been friends since childhood.”

Seeing their beautiful memories, Sora felt touched. 

The protagonist might seem cold and money-driven, but he had a human side. 

Money was just an excuse; he was really with the resistance for his friend. Sora began to find Cloud endearing.

Cloud decided to work with the resistance a bit longer. 

The next mission was to blow up Reactor 5, following the success of Reactor 1. 

The mission seemed to go smoothly at first, but Shinra was prepared this time, with none other than President Shinrahimself waiting for Cloud, who encountered his old employer.

“Cloud: Long time no see, President.”


“President: Ah, you’re the infamous traitor? Those eyes mark you as a Mako-enhanced SOLDIER. What’s your name?”

“Cloud: Cloud.”

“President: Sorry, I don’t remember. I can’t recall the names of all SOLDIERs. To be memorable, you’d have to be at least Sephiroth.”

“Cloud: Sephiroth!?”

“That President… He looks like the Dean. Ugh! Just die already!!”

Seeing President Shinra not recognizing Cloud, Sora felt a surge of anger, seeing herself in that moment. 

She hoped Cloud would get back at him and continued the game.

“Barat: Damn! There’s too many.”

“Cloud: We’ll get slaughtered. Let’s retreat!”

Despite their efforts, the mighty corporation Shinra lived up to its name, demonstrating immense power. 

Unable to overcome the endless soldiers and the giant robot controlled by the President, the protagonist and resistance fled. 

A missile from the giant robot destroyed the bridge Cloud stood on, sending him plummeting into the slums of Sector 5.

“No!! Cloud!! Don’t die!!”

The screen went dark. After a moment, light gradually filled the screen, and Cloud opened his eyes.

“Cloud: Where am I…?”

“????: Thank goodness you’re awake.”


A woman’s face appeared before Cloud. 

Sora remembered her as the ‘flower girl of the slums’ from the game video.

“Cloud: Who are you?”

“Aeris: Aeris. My name is Aeris.”

Thus, the protagonist met her by fate, marking the beginning of a story with the fate of the planet at stake.



 
  
    Chapter 84: Eternal Fantasy (2) – Shock and horror (Spoiler alert)


Cloud’s Encounter with Aerith

When Cloud met Aerith, he realized she was the flower-selling girl he had encountered earlier in the slums of Midgar. 

The impact of his fall left Cloud immobile, but Aerith healed him with a mysterious power she had possessed since birth. 

Despite this, Cloud felt a strange familiarity with her.

Suddenly, the special forces unit from Shinra, known as ‘Rex’, came to capture her. In desperation, she turned to Cloud.

“Aerith: Cloud, you’re a mercenary, right? Can you be my bodyguard?”

“Cloud: But it won’t come cheap.”

“Aerith: How about…a date, then?”

Despite his initial reluctance, Cloud found himself drawn to Aerith and safely escorted her home. 

There, he learned from her mother that Aerith had a sorrowful past involving SOLDIER. 

Quietly, Cloud slipped away, only for Aerith to catch him in the act. 

Together, they set out once more.

Their journey was rife with challenges. 

To capture a crime lord pursuing the resistance, Cloud, Tina, and Aerith infiltrated the Honeybee Inn. 

What they witnessed there was beyond belief.

“Cloud.The protagonist…cross-dresses?!”

In an unexpected turn, the protagonist had to disguise himself as a woman, even more beautiful than Tina or Aerith, to catch the crime lord’s eye. 

Such peculiar tastes the villain had. 

As they continued their mission, they discovered the crime lord’s plan to demolish the resistance’s refuge in Sector 7. 

Rushing to prevent it, they arrived only to find Rex waiting. 

Unable to save Sector 7, and with Barret’s daughter Marlene taken hostage, Aerith was captured by Shinra.

From Aerith’s mother, Cloud learned of her heritage as an Ancient, a race capable of communicating with the Planet.

“Cloud: Communicating with the Planet? Like an elf?”

The otherworld was home to various races, such as humans, elves, and dwarves. 

Even Cloud’s mother was a cat-person, so he accepted this revelation without much shock.

Cloud infiltrated Shinra’s headquarters to rescue Aerith, discovering her in the lab of the mad scientist, Hojo. 

There, they also met a talking red wolf named Red. 

Though they freed Aerith, they were caught and brought before President Shinra.

“President: Her blood will lead us to the Promised Land.”

Shinra revealed that Aerith’s people could locate the Promised Land, a place abundant with Mako energy. 

He rambled on about abandoning Midgar to move there.

“Cloud: Villains sure do talk a lot.”

Locked up, Cloud and his friends woke to a scene of carnage. 

The Shinra building was bathed in blood, with bodies of soldiers and staff alike strewn about, slain by a long sword. 

Following the trail, they found President Shinra impaled on a massive blade.

“Cloud: This sword…it’s Sephiroth’s.”

Learning from a hidden Shinra executive that Sephiroth had killed the president, Barret remarked:

“Barret: Killing the president? Maybe Sephiroth isn’t so bad.”

“Cloud: Sephiroth…is not a good guy! He destroyed my hometown!”

Meanwhile, the president’s son, Lucifer, promptly declared himself the new head of Shinra.

“Cloud: His father just died, and he’s already grabbing power? What a scumbag.”

Lucifer vowed to continue seeking the Promised Land. 

Cloud and his friends fled, embarking on a high-speed chase with Shinra’s troops.

Cloud’s motorcycle maneuvers reminded Sora of a racing game she had been developing before leaving the Magic Academy. 

It felt like Yuren shared her dreams.

Though the chase felt different, with the protagonist wielding a massive sword, it was thrilling in its own right. 

After narrowly escaping, Cloud shared his past with Sephiroth.

“Cloud: How are you feeling?”

“Shinra Soldier: I’ll manage.”

“Cloud: I’ve never had motion sickness, so I wouldn’t know. When will we arrive?”

“Sephiroth: Stay calm, Cloud.”

Five years ago, Cloud and Sephiroth went to Cloud and Tina’s hometown, Nibelheim, to investigate a Mako reactor. Tina guided them. 

Sephiroth was the perfect soldier: strong, reliable, humorous, and kind.

“Barret: Sounds like a good guy.”

“Cloud: He seemed like a hero.”

Then, Sephiroth discovered a name, ‘Jenova,’ in the reactor and learned that he was created using Jenova’s cells, making him akin to a monster. 

Shocked, he locked himself away.

“Cloud: He shut himself in, and then…the incident happened.”

Days later, Sephiroth emerged, claiming he was an Ancient and would reclaim the world from humans. 

He set Nibelheim ablaze, massacring its residents.

“Sora: That’s Sephiroth? He’s terrifying…”

Sephiroth’s icy gaze amidst the flames was like a demon cursing the world. 

Cloud’s memories ended there, leaving his motives unclear. 

Feeling the threat, Cloud and his friends pursued Sephiroth to prevent him from reaching the Promised Land.

Their journey was arduous but filled with moments of joy and new allies like Yuffie and Vincent. 

Yet, something felt off.

“Tina: Cloud…are you really Cloud?”

Cloud often spoke nonsensically and suffered hallucinations, causing Tina to sense a discord in his memories. 

A looming dread hung over them.

They learned Sephiroth’s plan: to use the forbidden magic ‘Meteor’ from the Dark Rune to annihilate humanity. 

Only the magic ‘Holy’ from the White Rune could stop it. 

To invoke it, Aerith prayed alone at the Ancients’ temple.

Cloud, plagued by visions of Aerith’s death, rushed to her side. 

He found her safe, praying.

“Cloud: Thank goodness…ugh!”

As relief washed over him, Cloud’s eyes glazed over. 

He raised his buster sword against Aerith.

“Sora: No, Cloud! Put down the sword!”

Sora and countless gamers watched in horror, urging Cloud to stop.


Cloud regained control and lowered his weapon.

“Cloud: What was I about to do…?”

As everyone breathed a sigh of relief, the camera panned to the temple’s ceiling, where Sephiroth descended with his massive sword, impaling Aerith.


“Sora: No! Aerith!”

The most shocking moment of Final Fantasy VII played out before Sora and countless others. 

Even decades later, this death remained a monumental shock.

Yuren would later recall:

“If I had killed someone, I wouldn’t have been cursed so vehemently.”



 
  
    Chapter 85: Eternal Fantasy (3) (Spoiler alert)


As Sora watched the scene of shock and horror unfold, what was the Irene School of Yuren doing? 

They were at war with letters.

“Has another one come today?” Yuren asked.

“No. These came within half a day. We still have half a day left.”

“Ha…”

Yuren felt his sanity slipping away as he stared at the thousands of letters piled before him. 

Ever since “Eternal Fantasy” had been released, letters had begun flooding in from all over the world. 

Half of them were positive, praising the game. 

[It’s fun. Thank you. Please make a sequel soon.] 

These letters were common after a game’s release and were not a problem.

The problem was the other half. 

These letters were about the death of “Aerith.” 

Aerith’s death had been a tremendous shock to gamers. 

When making the game, I struggled until the end with whether to kill her or save her. 

In the end, I decided she would die. 

Some stories are only complete with death. 

The sadness of loss makes the protagonist’s journey more significant, I thought. 

Surely people would understand my intent. I was too naive.

The reactions were varied. 

Some gamers were in denial. 

[No! It can’t be true!! Aerith can’t be dead!!!] 

Some were angry. 

[How could you kill Aerith? Bring her back!!] 

Some tried to negotiate. 

[She’s not dead, right? She’s just asleep! She’ll come back, right?] 

Some mourned her sincerely. 

[Was Aerith in pain? I hope she didn’t suffer…]

Among these letters, some were from gamers who sent strange things due to their overwhelming anger.

“Another weird one here,” 

“Another?”

“Yes, master?”

A dark magic emanated from one of the letters. 

Roughly one in a thousand letters contained something like this. 

Master who received the letter carefully analyzed the magic flowing from it.

“What kind of magic is on it, master?”

“Hmm… It seems to be a mind-control spell to resurrect someone.”

“That spell again.”

“Yes. This must be the nth time.”

The spell was meant to control the mind of the reader to perform some action. 

For a mage of my level, it hardly worked, but it was still unpleasant. 

We categorized these letters as trash and incinerated them without opening them.

As we sorted through the letters, Karen urgently brought a red letter.

“Yuren! A letter has arrived directly from Prince Lethers of the Kingdom of Ra!”

“What! From the Prince!?”

I was startled and hurriedly received the letter. 

A sudden letter from the prince—what could it be about? 

Worried, I opened it and read:

“Ha ha! My dear friend, Yuren, how have you been? I dislike beating around the bush, so I’ll get straight to the point… Why did you kill Aerith? Why did you kill such a pure, kind-hearted girl who only wanted to protect her friends and the stars? How could you kill her?! Are you even human?! It’s not too late! Bring her back!!”

“Yuren, what does the letter say?”

“Are we involved in another troublesome matter?”

Everyone watched me seriously as I read the letter. 

I folded it neatly and sorted it with the others, saying, “It’s nothing. Just Prince Lethers growing up.”

“Growing up?”

“What do you mean, my student?”

Any fan of such works—gamers—becomes an adult by experiencing the pain of losing their favorite character. 

I believed that Prince Lethers and many gamers had gone through such experiences.

Young people, grow up.

***

Sora experienced the greatest shock of her life with Aerith’s death. 

She couldn’t accept the loss of the bright, warm girl who had embraced everyone like a flower.

Even amidst her grief, the game continued.

Cloud: Aerith is gone… She no longer smiles… She no longer cries… She no longer gets angry…

Sephiroth: What are you sad about, Cloud?

Cloud: Shut up!!!! Because of you!!! Aerith!!! Aerith is!!!!

Sephiroth: Heh heh heh, there’s no need to act angry, Cloud, because you are… a puppet.

After Aerith’s death, Sephiroth disappeared, saying something strange. 

Though Sora knew they were just characters in a game, she felt a fierce anger towards Sephiroth. She shed tears as she slowly laid Aerith to rest in the temple lake.

Cloud: Goodbye… Aerith…

Having bid farewell to Aerith, Cloud continued his journey to save the world and avenge her. 

Sora, too, wanted revenge against Sephiroth and joined the journey. 

But one thing continued to bother her: What did Sephiroth mean by “puppet”?

Hiding her uneasy feelings, Sora continued to chase Sephiroth with Cloud. 

Arriving at the “Northern Sanctuary” where the Dark Rune was hidden, they tried to find the Dark Rune before Sephiroth. 

After many traps and illusions, only Cloud and Tina reached the Dark Rune.

As they arrived, Sephiroth appeared and revealed a shocking truth.

Sephiroth: I am revived with the cells of Jenova. You are an experiment, a copy with no number, created to assist in my resurrection. You are not Cloud, for you have no name.

Cloud’s true identity was revealed: he was one of the copies created by the mad scientist Hojo using Jenova’s cells to revive Sephiroth. 

Jenova cells could mimic the speech, actions, and memories of others, and Cloud had molded himself based on Tina’s memories.

As proof, Sephiroth showed a photo taken five years ago in Nibel that Tina had kept hidden. 


The photo revealed…

[Cloud was not in the photo.]

“Oh my… How could this be…?”

In the photo, there was a soldier with black hair resembling Cloud, but no Cloud. 

Sora, feeling chills, continued the game. 

Seeing the photo, Cloud’s mind shattered, and he handed the Dark Rune to Sephiroth, becoming his puppet.

Sephiroth, no longer needing Cloud, destroyed the sanctuary and flew away after fully resurrecting using the Dark Rune. 

The companions escaped, but Tina, trying to save Cloud, was caught in the light of the Life Flow.

Tina: Where… am I…?

In the light, Tina traced Cloud’s memories. 

She saw the promise they made in childhood, the event that made Cloud decide to become a soldier, and the journey to Mount Nibel where they hoped to meet the dead. 

Despite Cloud’s presence, Tina got injured, leading Cloud to vow to become a soldier and head to Midgar.

As she watched these memories, Tina confirmed that Cloud was indeed who she knew. 

Continuing to see Cloud’s memories, she felt something odd during the Nibel incident. 

Cloud remembered the events even after he lost consciousness.

She saw Hojo, the mad scientist, trying to extract Jenova from the reactor. Zack fought Sephiroth but was overpowered. 

Just when it seemed no one could stop Sephiroth, a Shinra soldier with a buster sword attacked him.

Sephiroth: Who are you!?

????: You killed my mother!!! Everyone!!! Tina!!! I respected you!!!

Sephiroth, wounded, struck the soldier, revealing his identity as Cloud. 

Cloud, unable to become a soldier, had joined Shinra and come to Nibel. 

The soldier suffering from motion sickness was indeed Cloud. 

Shocked, Sora continued the game.

If the story ended with Sephiroth’s death, it would have been a happy ending. 

But the story took a tragic turn. Horo, arriving at the scene, used Sephiroth’s cells and Jenova’s cells to create experiments, including Cloud and Zack, to revive Sephiroth.

Zack, regaining consciousness during the experiment, saved Cloud and escaped. 

Their past, revealed during their escape, was even more tragic.

 Zack and Cloud had become close friends during missions. 

Zack had planned to retire and live with his girlfriend after this mission—his girlfriend was Aerith.

Zack had been Aerith’s boyfriend. 

As Hojo’s pursuers closed in, Zack hid Cloud and fought the pursuers, dying in the process. 


Before he died, Zack handed his buster sword to Cloud.

Zack: My pride and dreams… I give them all to you… Live for both of us…

Cloud, regaining his senses, wept for his friend.

However, his mind, having been eroded, became an incomplete fusion of his and Zack’s memories, creating the Cloud we knew.

As the pieces of the puzzle fell into place, Sora felt a shiver run through her body once more.



 
  
    Chapter 86: Eternal Fantasy (4) (Spoiler alert)


The two, swept up in the life flow, were rescued by a nearby village. 

With Tina’s help, Cloud regained his senses and remembered everything, confessing to his comrades.

Cloud: “I was never a Soldier… I bragged to everyone and left the village, but I couldn’t become a Soldier. I was ashamed of my weakness and created an illusion based on the stories I heard from my friend Jack. I kept acting out that illusion. I’m sorry, everyone…”

His friends saved him, and she saved him too. 

He was able to be here because of them. 

Why hadn’t he realized this sooner? 

That his weakness was also a part of him? 

That his friends would have understood his weakness?

Cloud confessed his weakness to everyone and finally made a decision of his own volition.

Cloud: “The fall of the meteor is my responsibility, and to protect the friends who sleep on this star, I will fight Sephiroth.”

Seeing this, Sora felt tears well up. 

Initially, Cloud appeared as a new type of protagonist, brazen, materialistic, and slightly more human, a special person who was just a bit different from the usual heroes. 

But Cloud was not such a person. 

He was weak, made mistakes, and suffered from motion sickness, just an ordinary person like herself. 

This made his steps all the more moving to Sora. 

Despite the hardships and pain, he didn’t turn away from his mistakes and stood up again. 

His ordinary strength shone brightly to her.

“Sob… yes… that’s Cloud… hang in there, Cloud…”

She resolved to support Cloud to the end of his journey. 

And with the resurrection of Sephiroth, the world was plunged into disaster.

The meteor, activated by the dark rune, and countless monsters summoned by Sephiroth to obstruct those who tried to stop him, wreaked havoc. 

Overcoming such crises and seeking a way to stop the approaching meteor, Cloud and his party learned that the magic capable of stopping the meteor, Holy, had already been activated but was being blocked by Sephiroth. 

They had to go to the Ancient Temple, where she slept, to stop the meteor.

The day before the final battle, Cloud asked his comrades to gather and find their reasons for fighting. 

He sought a reason for himself, not for others. 

His comrades, having shared in the tragic experiences with him, understood and supported his resolve.

That night, Cloud spent time alone with Tina.

Cloud: “Um… Tina, I have something to tell you. So… it’s…”

Tina: “Cloud… conveying thoughts isn’t just about words.”

Cloud: “Tina.”

“Oh my… oh my! Ahhh! How!”

Though it was just a silhouette of their kiss and love beginning, Sora felt a different kind of culture shock. 

This part had been deliberately altered by Yuren, differing from the original. 

Where the original left it to the imagination through dialogue, Yuren made it explicit, avoiding any ambiguity. 

In this world without age ratings, it was possible, and thanks to Yuren, many young gamers received sex education through this game.

Cloud: “Shall we go?”

Tina: “Yes…”

They held hands and boarded the airship together. 

One by one, their comrades gathered, and they headed to the Ancient Temple, where Sephiroth awaited, to save the world. 

After battling through monstrous hordes, Cloud reached Sephiroth and commenced their final showdown.

With a dramatic orchestra playing, Sephiroth, as the final boss, emanated an overwhelming presence, transforming three times and pushing Cloud and his comrades to their limits. 

Sora, using all her friends, fought against Sephiroth, finally defeating the transformed monster with Cloud’s ultimate attack, “Dragon King’s Divine Strike.”

Tina: “We did it! Cloud!!”

Cloud: “No… it’s not over yet… I can feel him…”

Just as they were about to celebrate their final victory, Cloud sensed Sephiroth within him, leading to the true final battle inside Cloud’s mind.

Cloud: “Let’s finish this, Sephiroth.”

Sephiroth: “Heh, it’s up to you.”

The legendary hero Sephiroth was eventually overcome by Cloud, who had found his true self. 

Sephiroth shattered into pieces and disappeared into green light. 

And then…

Cloud: “A hand?”

Grasping the hand that appeared in the green light, Cloud returned to reality. 

The Ancient Temple was collapsing, but he managed to grab Tina’s hand and escape with his comrades on the airship. 

The meteor, descending on Midgar, began to destroy the star. 

In a moment of despair…

Barret: “Is that… Holy?”

A massive white energy emerged from the Ancient Temple, holding back the meteor’s fall. 

Yet, it seemed too late as the meteor slowly pushed back against Holy.

Vincent: “At this rate… the meteor will crash into Midgar.”

Red: “What should we do?”

As the worst possible future dominated their minds, Cloud heard a voice.

Cloud: “Aerith?”

At that moment, the life flow began to surge from the ground. 

Covering the sky like an ocean, it enveloped the meteor, slowly pushing it back. 

With a brilliant light, the world turned white.

“What happened? Is Cloud… is everyone safe?”

After a moment, the screen showed a lush forest.

“Wow… beautiful.”

It seemed like the first time seeing such a vibrant forest in Eternal Fantasy, usually dark and grim due to the Mako reactors destroying nature. 

The transformation of the world was surely thanks to the protagonist. 

Then, a pack of red wolves appeared on screen. 

The lead wolf was clearly Red, one of their comrades.

Red… you’re alive, Sora thought, happy to see her comrade, focusing on the screen. 

She had so many questions. 

Were Cloud and Tina safe? 

What happened to the world?

As the red wolves ran to their destination, Sora couldn’t believe her eyes.

“Is that… really…?”

Red arrived at an old, rusted Midgar, with a giant World Tree growing above it. 


Underneath the World Tree were familiar figures, people dressed like her, and elves, dwarves, dark elves, humans, and cat people living vibrantly.

Yes, they had saved the star. 

And the life they saved was them. 

The distant future of Eternal Fantasy was, in fact, their distant past. 

With that lively scene, Eternal Fantasy came to an end.

-THE END-

Even after the game ended, Sora couldn’t move from her seat for a long time. 

Emotions swirled within her—touch, sadness, anger, joy, and delight—unable to be properly expressed. 

Her final feeling was one of gratitude for everything. 

She thanked the gods of fate for bringing her to this game… and felt anger towards herself for doing nothing but hide away.

Cloud was weak and in despair but eventually rose and saved the star, the world, and them. 

Though it was just a game, to her, it felt like reality. 

But what about her? 

She had screamed and given up, even contemplating death, over her broken games.

Sora knew why. 

She had compromised with the illusion of success she once believed she’d achieve in the Magus Society, just like Cloud in the game. 

When her games fell apart, she should have resisted. 

If she couldn’t change things with action, she should have made a game by herself. 

But she didn’t, because she was weak like Cloud.

“No, it’s okay. I can still do it.”

Sora stood up and opened the window for the first time in a long while. 

The cool breeze and clear sunlight felt better than ever. 


Under this sky, surely Yuren was also present. 

Though he couldn’t hear, she spoke to the one who gave her another chance.

“Watch over me, Yuren. I… I’ll do my best.”

And so, Sora, along with many gamers, overcame her weakness and stepped out of her dark room. 

The seed of Eternal Fantasy began to spread into the world.



 
  
    Chapter 87: Eternal Fantasy (5) (Spoiler alert)


The game created by the Irene School had a significant impact on the culture of the other world. 

It turned a mustached man into a friendly companion and made self-discipline, akin to martial arts training, a daily routine. 

Among their creations, Eternal Fantasy had the most profound influence. 

It epitomized coolness.

*Vroom! Vroom!*

“Hey, Jiren! How do you like my new ride?”

“This is the latest model bike, the ‘Akers MK1’! It’s so in-demand that you can’t even find it for sale. How did you get your hands on it?”

“JYJ introduced me to some connections.”

The first to ride stylishly through the city on the two-wheeled vehicle, Cloud showcased the bike. 

Designed to resemble a horse to suit the otherworldly setting, this vehicle became wildly popular among people in their twenties, becoming a symbol of youth and vitality. 

Though there were various magical modes of transportation like carriages and flying carpets, many men preferred bikes. 

The reason was simple: it was cool.

The design of magical staff also changed. 

“Minerva, I see you’ve changed your staff design.”

“Yes, Minister. They say this form is more convenient for bodyguards. How do I look?”

“Hmm… If you like it, then it’s fine.”

Wands, the magical tools of wizards, were essentially catalysts aiding their spells. 

High-level wizards could cast spells without the aid of a staff, but knights, warriors, and mercenaries, who were not primarily spellcasters, relied on them. 

Typically, knights infused their weapons, such as swords or spears, with catalysts. 

After seeing the weapons in Eternal Fantasy, some began to create wands in the form of guns. 

The reason was simple: it was cool.

However, using these gun-shaped wands revealed unexpected strategic benefits.

“Hey! Using a gun form makes spellcasting much faster!”

Those who adopted the gun form for casting spells, inspired by the game, discovered they could cast spells much quicker than with traditional weapons. 

Magic is a realm of imagery, and imitating Vincenzo’s rapid fire from the game naturally led to faster spellcasting compared to using swords or spears. 

Thus, the new magic combat meta and essential skill for bodyguards, ‘rapid fire’, was discovered.

Of course, the fascination with ‘cool’ wasn’t without its drawbacks. 

Apollo of the Zeus Guild was returning to his duties, checking on new recruits.

“So, you’re the new recruit?”

“Yes!”

“What’s your main weapon?”

“A greatsword!”

“Another one!?”

Apollo felt like losing his mind. 

All the new recruits used greatswords. 

Mercenaries took on various tasks, the most common being monster hunting. 

Typically, they formed parties of 3 to 5, dividing roles into [vanguard, rearguard, support]. 

Yet all the new recruits wielded greatswords. 

Even veteran players suddenly declared they were switching to greatswords.

“You idiots! Where have you seen a party with five greatswords?”

“But… it’s cool.”

Apollo felt a headache coming on. 

He thought of the person who could be blamed for this trend.

“Ha… Yuren, that bastard dumped this mess on me…”

‘Cool’ didn’t always yield beneficial results. 

Eternal Fantasy had a significant impact on the other world beyond aesthetics. 

It led to the birth of a genre classified as SF, characterized by machines and guns, and produced numerous novels and games that became a popular genre among people.

The biggest change was the shift in protagonist styles in creative works. 

Stories that once featured perfect hero-types began to introduce protagonists with weaknesses, who overcame them and grew. 

People felt a kinship with these protagonists, sharing their vulnerabilities and finding catharsis in their growth, enhancing the enjoyment of these works. 

Critics would later call this era of numerous masterpieces the ‘Age of Growth’.

However, this growth wasn’t always positive.

“Hey, what’s with the bandage on your left hand?”

“Oh, this? My left hand harbors dark magic, so I’ve sealed it.”

The trend of middle-school delusion, or ‘Cloud Syndrome,’ started spreading, where people believed they possessed something special. 

This syndrome even affected disciples of the Irene School who created Eternal Fantasy. 

Seeing disciples appearing with bandaged hands or using gun wands due to this delusion, Yuren sighed.

“Those guys… They’re going to kick themselves under the blankets in a few years.”

The next year, the ceilings of the Irene School dormitory were reinforced with shock-absorbing magic. 

Cloud Syndrome became a term representing adolescence in the other world.

Two months after the release of Eternal Fantasy, it achieved the highest sales in gaming history, particularly excelling in supplementary merchandise. 

Figures of Tina and Aerith, Cloud’s greatsword, and bikes achieved extraordinary sales, leading the Edward Consortium to establish a separate division for game-related merchandise under Sylvia’s direct supervision, generating significant profits.

Additionally, the final deal was completed.

“With this, the transaction for the 2,500 acres in the western region of South River is concluded.”

“It was a good deal.”

Using the profits from the game, the Irene School slowly invested in real estate, eventually purchasing all the land around the southern village. 

Though it was classified as territory and difficult to buy, they acquired it cheaply in exchange for resolving the Blue Shock problem.

“It feels like a dream.”

“Indeed. It’s hard to believe all this land is ours.”

My Master, Jiren, and I looked around from the roof of the old castle where we started. 

The land that was once just scenery was now all ours.

“What do you plan to do with this land, senior? Surely not farming?”

“Farming would be nice! Growing strawberries would be delicious.”

I smiled at their words.

“Let’s grow strawberries. The land is vast, so there’s plenty of space for that.”

“For that?”

I looked around. 

The buildings and villages of the Irene School had tripled in size, and the Irene Arena still attracted many challengers. 

This alone made the village interesting, but I wanted to make it even more enjoyable.


“I want to build a town here. A town where we can create and enjoy the games we’ve made.”

“A town?!”

“A town?”

“Yes, there was such a place in my previous life. It will surely be fun.”

Thus began the moment of ‘Irene Land,’ a future hub for game development and a symbol of dreams and hope, becoming a southern landmark.

A few days later…

Another piece of news I had been waiting for as part of the Blue Shock resolution arrived.

“It’s been a while, Yuren.”

“Minerva, it’s been a while. Does this mean…?”

“Yes, we think we’ve found the person you mentioned.”

After the Blue Shock incident, I had asked Minerva to investigate. 

In the games from the Magus Society, like Speed Rabbit and Unreal Fighter, there was a distinct feel of a real developer’s touch, which suddenly disappeared in later games. 

Based on my past life’s experience in the gaming industry, this usually meant one of two things: the ‘real developer’ either quit or lost their power due to internal politics. 

Either way, it was an opportunity for me. 

Such a skilled developer would quickly prove their worth again, and someone else would snatch them up. 

I needed to act fast.

“Investigation was interesting. As you suspected, there was indeed someone who matched your description. A key figure in game development who was pushed aside and left the Magus Society after the Blue Shock incident.”

“They left the Magus Society?”

“Yes, it seems they caused quite a stir before leaving.”

Minerva explained how they left the Magus Society, shouting at a high-ranking member and submitting their resignation. 

Her description reminded me of my own rebellious youth, leaving a toxic job with a dramatic exit. 


Ah, those were the days.

“So, what is this person’s name?”

“Sora Otozu. They live in the capital of the Yura Republic, Union.”

That day, I prepared for a journey to the Yura Republic.

“Let’s go. It’s headhunting time.”



 
  
    Chapter 88: Three Tributes


“Well then, I’m off.”

“Have a safe trip, my student!”

I booked a flight on a Yura Republic airship and set off on my journey the very next day. 

Since the Yurara Republic and the La Kingdom didn’t have a teleportation magic agreement, using it would be considered a crime. 

To travel between the two countries, one had to either enter by land via carriage or travel by airship. While airships were fast, they were expensive. In the past, I would have opted for the carriage, but things were different now. 

As the wealthiest faction in the South, our Irene School could purchase an airship if we so desired. 

It was an awe-inspiring change.

“Ladies and gentlemen, this airship is about to take off. Please fasten your safety straps.”

The airship was not like a plane but rather a large cylindrical balloon filled with magical power, sailing through the sky. 

I remembered my initial surprise upon seeing it, thinking, “An airship in this world!” I had underestimated this world back then. Ha ha ha.

Sitting in the plush noble seat, I fastened my safety strap and began reading the documents Minerva had given me. 

It contained his name and address.

“Sora… he’s probably a male dwarf who really likes games.”

The Yura Republic was known to be a nation established by humans, dwarves, and beast-kin. 

Upon investigation, I found that the surname Otos belonged to the dwarves. 

Thus, I prepared a gift set of the “Southern 7 Beers,” popular among dwarves.

“We are now taking off.”

Vrrrooom—

“Well then, I’m off!”

“Yes, have a safe trip, Sora!”

Sora bid her parents farewell energetically and left the house. 

Rejuvenated by playing Eternal Fantasy, Sora rented a nearby warehouse to start game development. 

Though she was alone and her magical engineering tools were outdated, Sora was a hundred, a thousand times happier than when she was just following orders at the Magical Academy. 

Her parents were relieved to see her so bright.

“We’re so glad Sora has brightened up.”

“Indeed, it’s such a relief.”

When Sora returned home after resigning from the Magical Academy, her expression had shocked her parents. 

As their only child, Sora had always been hailed as a genius since she was young. 

She had made her parents proud by joining the Magical Academy, a prestigious institution in the Yura Republic, at a young age. 

But her expression had grown darker over time, and on a rainy day, she had quit the academy in tears and returned home. 

For several weeks, she stayed in her room, depressed. 

Then one day, she went out to buy something. 

Her parents, aware of her profession, knew it was a game, but they didn’t know which one. 

Back in her room, they heard sounds of laughter, joy, and sometimes crying. On the third morning, she came out of her room.

“Sora… are you okay?”

“Yes… Mom, Dad, I’m okay now. I’m sorry for worrying you.”

She smiled at her family like a ray of morning sunshine.

There are things understood without words. When Sora considered making an extreme choice, her parents sensed it. 

That might have been the most agonizing moment of their lives. 

Now, seeing Sora’s expression, they were finally reassured.

With their help, Sora renovated a small warehouse near their home into a workshop and went there daily.

“Since it’s come to this, I hope Sora meets a good man and gets married.”

“Why? I think it’s great that Sora is following her passion and achieving her dreams.”

“Oh dear! What if she ends up living alone forever?”

Sora’s parents worried about her future. Her mother dreamt of a realistic future, while her father dreamt of an idealistic one. 

Both were concerned about their daughter’s future, and neither could say for sure what the right answer was.

Ideally, both dreams would come true, but it wasn’t easy.

Ha ha ha.

After about four hours of flight, I arrived at the capital of the Yura Republic, Union. 

I cleared immigration at the clean, otherworldly airport. 

A beautiful cat-kin woman with brown hair and cat ears took my passport and spoke to me.

“What is the purpose of your visit to the Yura Republic?”

“Hunting.”

“Hunting… I see. You’re here for a hunting trip. The hunting grounds in the Yura Republic are the best in the world. I hope you have an enjoyable hunting trip, Mr. Yuren.”

The Yura Republic was known for its hunting sports, developed to satisfy the beast-kin’s hunting instincts. 

Many people from other countries traveled there to enjoy it. 

Though my hunt was different, I saw no reason to correct her and just smiled.

“Yes, I will have a delightful hunting trip.”

Receiving my passport, my heart pounded with excitement at the thought of the hunt. 

The view of the Yura Republic from the airport was quite charming. 

If the majestic fantasy city of Zers Empire’s Zepia was grand, the Yura Republic’s Union felt like a quaint, otherworldly version of a Dutch town.

“Let’s see… the address is…”

I began to navigate to Sora’s house using the address Minerva gave me. 

The address system in this world was similar to my previous life, but without a map like Google Maps, it was honestly challenging.

“So, from here…”

As I fumbled with the address and map, I felt a sudden impact on my chest.

Thud!

“Kyah!”

“Oof!”

Looking up, I saw a beautiful cat-kin girl with white hair, white cat ears, and glasses, who had fallen. 

It seemed I had bumped into her while distracted by the map.

“I’m sorry, I was looking at the map and got distracted.”

“No, it’s my fault for daydreaming… I’m sorry!!”

I extended a hand to the fallen girl, and as she took it and stood up, she looked at my face. 

Suddenly, her face turned red, and she quickly disappeared into the alley. 

What was that about? 

Do I have something on my face?

“Wow… that person… really looked like Mr. Yuren.”

Sora clutched her pounding heart after fleeing into the alley. 


She had never seen Yuren in person, but she had seen his photo many times through the Zers Gamers. 

She couldn’t forget the image of the silver-haired prince-like figure. 

And the tourist she bumped into really resembled Yuren. 

His silver hair, angular face, and even his imperial magician attire.

“No way… why would Yuren be here?”

The Yuren Sora knew was the busiest magician and game developer in the Empire. 

There was no reason for someone like that to be in the Yura Republic at this time. 

Especially not in a remote village in Union.

“Could he have come to meet me? … No way, that’s just a dream, wake up, Sora, you have work to do!”

Sora shook off the thought and hurried to her workshop, feeling embarrassed by the fantasy of a superstar like BTS coming to see her. 

She couldn’t help but cringe at the idea and rushed to her workplace.

Meanwhile, Yuren finally arrived at Sora’s house.

“Hello, is this the home of Sora Otos?”

“Yes, it is. Who are you?”

“I am Yuren from the Zers Empire’s Irene School.”

Hearing his name, Sora’s parents felt a sense of familiarity. 

Though it was their first time hearing it, it seemed familiar.

“Yuren? We’ve heard that name from Sora.”

“Yuren… Yuren Yuren… Yuren… Ah!!!!”

They suddenly recalled the name Sora had mentioned. 

The god of games, the wealthiest magician of the Empire, and Sora’s greatest admiration. 

The sudden shock left the couple speechless.

“Uh… our Sora is currently at her workshop.”

“Workshop?”

“Yes! Um… it’s just over there…”

Sora’s father hurriedly gave Yuren directions to their daughter’s workshop, and her mother spoke.

“If you don’t mind, why not wait here at home?”

“No, if it’s so close, I’ll go to Sora’s workshop.”

Handing over gifts to Sora’s parents, Yuren headed to the workshop.

But then…

“Mom? Dad? What are you two doing here?”

Sora’s sudden appearance startled her parents. What was their child doing here?

“Sora!!! Why are you here?”

“Why? I forgot my lunch, so I came back.”

“Quickly, go to the workshop now! Understand?”

“Okay, okay.”

Though puzzled by her parents’ urgency, Sora grabbed her lunch and headed to the workshop. 


A little later…

“Excuse me… the workshop door is locked. Is this address correct?”

“It is!!!!”

“We’re sorry! Mr. Yuren!! If you go now, Sora will surely be waiting for you!!”

It was a moment that redefined the most agonizing moments in the parents’ lives.



 
  
    Chapter 89: The Meeting of Real People (Sora Illustration)



***

The emperor was said to have visited the divine general three times before finally meeting him. 

It seemed I experienced all of that within a single day. 

First visit to the house > Failed in the workshop! 

Second visit to the workshop > Failed because he wasn’t there!!

Third visit to the house > Failed again since he went back to the workshop!!!

If there was a god of meetings, I felt his malicious intent. 

Finally, Sora’s workshop was open, unlike before. 

I carefully knocked on the door and stepped inside.

Knock! Knock!

“Um… Is anyone there?”

A white-haired girl with cat ears, wearing protective goggles, appeared from inside. 

It seemed she was Sora Otozu. 

I had assumed she was a dwarf man, but she was a woman. 

Why did she seem familiar?

“Who are you?” she asked.

“I am…”

I was about to introduce myself to her.

“Oh! You must be the part-timer who was supposed to come today! Perfect timing. Could you help me with this?”

“Sorry, what?”

She seemed to have mistaken something and grabbed my hand, pulling me inside.

What’s going on?

“You mentioned you know a bit about Irene School’s Game Magic,’ right?”

“Ah… yes, a bit.”

If I didn’t, it would be problematic. 

Her obvious question left me momentarily flustered. 

She smiled kindly, noticing my confusion.

“Don’t worry! Just help me with something simple. Come this way, please. Quickly!”

I followed her inside. There was a familiar magic device.

“Is this?”

“It’s an old-fashioned magic engineering device. Haven’t you seen one before?”

She showed me the device, which I had used for testing before. 

It was an old magic engineering device with various rune stones embedded around the crystal ball, resembling a computer circuit. 

I was amazed.

Because an old magic engineering device…

“No, I’ve seen one. But isn’t it hard to use?”

The old magic engineering device required delicate control, making it very difficult to use. 

If modern magic engineering devices were like GUI-based operating systems, old ones were like text-based DOS.

She scratched her head and replied, “It’s a bit challenging, but it becomes easy once you get used to it. Also, I have some issues with the Magus society, so this is all I could get.”

“I see.”

I recalled the incident involving her that I read about in the files.

“Let’s not talk about sad things. Let’s make this game quickly. Please connect to the magic circuit over there.”

To lighten the mood, she energetically guided me to the opposite spot and explained.

“Just connect?”

“After connecting, try to control the flow of ‘Void Magic’ to match my circuit structure… though that might be too advanced. Just stabilize the flow so it doesn’t break. I’ll handle the rest.”

I realized what she was trying to do. 

One of the problems with making a game using old magic engineering devices was controlling the flow of ‘Void Magic’ during the setup of the central system. 

After the initial setup, it wouldn’t be needed, but someone had to control it initially. 

I had Jiren’s help for my first attempt.

“Understood. You want me to control it, right?”

“Yes, let’s begin. Three… two… one… start!”

Buzzzzzzz

I connected at the timing she indicated. 

Sora, connected to the magic engineering device, was impressive.

Due to the issues with the old device, she hired a part-timer. 

Since part-timers usually didn’t have great skills, she was relieved if they could just maintain the flow.

But…

(Wow!)

(This person is amazing!)

(They are creating the flow to match my circuit, even faster than me!)

He was not just maintaining the flow; he was skillfully controlling it, helping Sora’s system setup.

Normally, she would set up the system alone and expand it alone, making the work time double. 

Thanks to the part-timer, the work progressed quickly. Sora wanted to hire him longer.

Yuren was equally amazed.

(Setting up the magic circuit system at this speed!? Incredible)

Her work speed astonished Yuren. 

He felt she might be faster than him in system setup speed. 

Yuren resolved to hire her.

Whoooosh

Their orchestral-like work concluded. 

Sora, with an excited expression, ran to Yuren.

Despite still wearing her work goggles and seeing everything in black, she spoke nonchalantly.

“Amazing! Following my speed like that, even the Magus Society didn’t have anyone with such skill. Where did you learn this?”

“Well… um… at the Irene School.”

Sora clapped excitedly.

“Irene School! You learned at the source! No wonder you’re so skilled! But why are you doing a part-time job with such talent? You would get a lot of support from the Magus Society…”

“Well… because…”

As Yuren thought he should clear up the misunderstanding, there was a knock at the door.

Knock, knock, knock.


“Huh? Who is it now?”

Following Sora, I saw a normal-looking man at the workshop entrance.

“Um… I’m here for the part-time job today?”

“What!? Then this person…”

Sora finally took off her goggles and wore her glasses, properly looking at Yuren.

“Oh! You’re the one who looks like Yuren from this morning!?”

Sora realized that the person who helped her was the one she bumped into in the morning, resembling Yuren. 

Yuren extended his hand to her.

“Nice to meet you, Sora. I’m Yuren from Irene School.”

“….”

“Really?”

Yuren showed his passport to the disbelieving Sora to prove it. 

She stared at Yuren in a daze…

Whoosh! Thump!

And fainted on the spot.

“Sora…? Sora!? Wake up!!!”

Panicked, Yuren shook the unconscious Sora to wake her. 

Watching the chaos, today’s part-timer, Alex, sighed quietly.

“Sigh… Another failed part-time job.”

Sad that every part-time job had problems, Alex lamented. 

***

After the storm of confusion passed, I properly introduced myself to the now-conscious Sora and sat at the narrow table inside the workshop.

She was indeed the game developer I was looking for.

“Miss Sora?”

“Don’t call me ‘Miss’! Please, call me ‘Sora,’ Yuren.”

“Alright, Sora…ya?”

“Yes, Yuren!!”

Sora straightened her back, looking extremely tense.

“Can I ask about the game you were making earlier?”

“Of course! This game is based on vehicles I saw people enjoy in my dreams, but I thought it wouldn’t be fun with just that…”

She continued excitedly, not stopping for breath. I listened quietly, but when our eyes met, her face turned red, and her voice became small.

“I was… making a racing game, Yuren.”

“A racing game? You mean a game where you race with vehicles?”

“Yes!”

“But when I connected to the magic circuit earlier, the vehicles felt very small?”

“That’s because… just a moment!”

She hurried to the room and brought back a small crystal ball.

“This is?”

“A test build! Please try it, Yuren!”

I activated the crystal ball she handed me. An awkwardly made carriage and racing track appeared on the screen.

Vroooom!!!

“This… is!?”

But as soon as I played, I felt something different. A light control and drifting system. This game was a kart racing game with small vehicles.

“The racing game I saw in my dream looked too heavy. So, I thought many kids would love it if I made it lighter and modified it myself.”

She wasn’t a reincarnator like me but had seen the game from her previous life in dreams. She had developed it alone, improving it from the dream game to this point!?

I felt a surge of excitement.

“Sora, come to the Zers Empire with me to develop this game.”

“What!?”

I held her hand as I spoke. 

Sora’s face turned red, and her cat ears trembled wildly.

“I need you.”

“Um, of course, but… there are procedures and processes in the world…”


I was too excited to make sense of my words. But I couldn’t let her go.

“I’ll take care of everything.”

“With… my inadequate self, but… please take care of me.”

Thus, the treasure of the Yura Republic, another genius [Sora], was set to go to the Zers Empire. 

And so began a grand misunderstanding.



 
  
    Chapter 90: Sora’s bombshell statement


Upon receiving Sora’s consent, I hurriedly took her to her house. 

From past experiences, I knew the key to securing talent was swift action. 

I wanted to ensure that I claimed this talent before anyone else did.

“I would like to take Sora to the Empire of Zers.”

Bringing Sora home, I spoke directly to her parents.

“What!?”

“What do you mean by suddenly taking our Sora away!?”

Her parents looked extremely shocked. 

Sora’s mother, a feline beastkin, looked like a startled cat, her eyes wide and sharp. 

Her father, a dwarf, seemed so surprised that his long beard almost obscured his gaping mouth.

“Mom, Dad… please allow it. I want to go too,” Sora said, her face inexplicably red.

Why is she acting like this? 

Did the rush raise her blood pressure?

“Sora, even though I hoped you would eventually go out on your own, this seems too sudden,” her mother said. 

She seemed to have wanted Sora to become independent but not in such an abrupt manner. 

I understood her concerns and tried to earn her trust.

“Don’t worry, Sora’s mother. Sora will be under my care and the care of our Irene School.”

“I’ve heard good things about Irene School, so I can trust you. But… this is too sudden,” her father said cautiously. 

Their love for Sora was evident, and I needed to show my resolve.

“How about this as a retainer fee?” I handed them a prepared check. 

They looked at the check with questioning eyes and began counting the amount.

“Oh my! Oh my!! Oh my!!”

“This!!! How much is this!!!?”

Seeing their astonished faces, I smiled in satisfaction. 

“How about it?”

They say 99% of the world’s problems can be solved with money, and the remaining 1% with even more money. 

Sora’s father shook my hand and said, “Please take good care of our Sora.”

“Of course. Don’t worry.”

Thus, it was decided that Sora would join the Irene School. 

I was already excited about the game development ahead. 

Everything proceeded smoothly. 

I contacted the Edward Consortium to prepare the formalities, and two days later, with all procedures completed, we boarded the airship. 

Normally, such procedures could take two months, but the power of money and connections was immense.

“Wow… Yuren! This is my first time flying!!”

“Really? Didn’t they teach flight magic at the Magus Society?”

“We specialized in magic tools, so we made flight devices but never learned flight magic. Also… it’s a bit scary…”

“If you want, I can teach you. Would you like to learn?”

“Really!? I’d love to if Yuren teaches me!”

Chatting about these things and discussing fun game ideas, we soon arrived at the airport and took a reserved carriage to Irene School. 

I had informed everyone yesterday that I was bringing a new talent, Sora, who would help with a major project. 

I wanted to formally introduce her to everyone.

***

“I’m back.”

“Welcome back, disciple. You must have worked hard.”

“It was a delightful trip, Master.”

Master waited for me at the door, noticing Sora clinging to my side.

“Is she the new disciple you mentioned?”

“Yes, Sora, this is my master and the head of Irene School, Irene.”

“Hello! I’m Sora!!”

“Nice to meet you! Welcome, Sora.”

With the Master’s warm welcome, Sora and I entered the reception room where everyone was waiting—Sylvia, Julia, Jiren, Karen, and Noirin. 

Seeing them, Sora’s cat ears stiffened, showing her nervousness. 

I stepped forward to introduce her.

“Everyone, this is Sora. She will be joining us from now on.”

Nervously, Sora stepped forward and said something shocking.

“Hello. I’m Sora Otoz, Yuren’s wife. I look forward to working with you!!”

The reception room plunged into chaos.

“Pfft!!”

“What!? Wife!?”

“What are you saying, Yuren!?”

“Yuren!?”

“Disciple!!!!!!?”

“What do you mean by suddenly saying that, Yuren!?”

Noirin sprayed juice from his mouth, while Jiren, Julia, Karen, Master, and Sylvia all focused on me. 

And then…

“Wife!!?”

“What are you talking about!?”

I was equally shocked by Sora’s bombshell statement. 

Wife? 

I had no memory of proposing!

Sora, noticing my reaction, asked, “Didn’t I come here as Yuren’s wife?”

“I brought you here as a game developer.”

“What!!!?”

It seemed there was a huge misunderstanding between Sora and me. 

I clarified the misunderstanding.

“Waaah!! I was tricked into marriage by Yuren!!”

“It’s not your fault. The misunderstanding was caused by Yuren’s words,” Sylvia comforted her, while I was left hanging.

“Could someone please let me down?”

I was tied up and suspended from the ceiling. 


It had been a long time since I was punished like this. 

Master and Julia, who tied me up, spoke sternly.

“No.”

“No, disciple. Even for you this went too far this time.”

Everyone else looked at me with disdain. 

Admittedly, it was my fault for getting too excited about Sora’s talent and skipping many explanations. 

However, I really needed to use the bathroom. 

The look in Master and Julia’s eyes told me I needed to hold on. 

Using a special acupressure point, I endured the discomfort.

Several hours later…

Finally freed, I cautiously approached Sora’s room, which had no nameplate yet, and knocked.

“Um… Sora? Can we talk?”

“Sniff… Yes, Yuren.”

Sora was wiping her tears with a tissue on the bed. 

I sat beside her and spoke gently.

“There were many misunderstandings, but I really need you.”

“Really?” Sora looked at me with her adorable cat eyes.”

I remembered playing Sora’s game, Speed Rabbit. “Yes, ever since I played Speed Rabbit, I felt I wanted to create games with you.”

“Really?”

“Yes, really. Your game showed how much you love games.”

Games made by people who love games exude a special energy, and Sora’s game had it in spades. 

However, after Unreal Fighter, that energy started to wane. 

Seeing this reminded me of my previous life’s declining game team, and it pained me.

“Sorry for causing you trouble.”

“No need to apologize. You must have had a hard time.”

Patting her head, I said, “Sora, I want to play more of your games. I want to show the world your fun games. So, will you make games with me?”

Finally, at the Irene School, I was able to express what I hadn’t before. 

Sora, wiping her tears, looked at me and smiled.

“Yes, Yuren. Please take care of me!”

Her trembling cat ears were particularly cute at that moment.

“Can I ask you something?”

“Sure.”

“Are you married, Yuren?”

“No, not yet.”

It’s about time for marriage talks to come up for me, and Jiren and Karen seemed to be close too.

“I see… Alright.”


“Why do you look like that, Sora?”

As I wondered, Sora, with a cat-like expression, seemed to grasp something. 

It was probably natural for a feline beastkin.

“It’s nothing. Please take care of me, Yuren♡”

Thus ended Sora’s first day at the Irene School.



 
  
    Chapter 91: Thomas Cart


The first day of Sora’s arrival, like a storm, passed by. 

The next day, I gathered everyone in the meeting room to formally introduce Sora again.

“I’d like to introduce you once more. This is Sora, who will be joining us as a member of the Irene School to help create our new game.”

“Hello, everyone! I’m Sora Otoz! I look forward to working with you all!”

Sora greeted everyone with a lively voice. 

Everyone welcomed her with applause, and I continued.

“Sora is a key developer who worked on Speed Rabbit and Unreal Fighter.”

“Speed Rabbit and Unreal Fighter!?”

“Amazing!”

At my words, the eyes of Jiren, who enjoyed Speed Rabbit, and Noiren, who enjoyed Unreal Fighter, turned towards Sora. 

Blushing under their gazes, Sora perked up her cat-like ears adorably.

“It’s not that impressive. I could only do it with everyone’s help.”

“Sora, what exactly did you do in Speed Rabbit?” Karen asked.

Sora looked into the air, organizing her thoughts. 

“Well, I worked on the basic system design and production, character and monster runestone creation, and the fun element of the speed acceleration system.”

Sora counted her tasks on her fingers. 

Noiren and Jiren, knowing how difficult each of those tasks was, were left speechless.

“So, basically, you did almost everything, right?” they exclaimed.

Flustered, Sora waved her hands desperately. 

“No, no. Other colleagues at the Magus Society helped with the chores, made meals, and cheered me on. I couldn’t have done it without their help.”

Her words, unclear whether they were praise or sarcasm, left not only Noiren and Jiren but also me feeling bewildered. 

I prided myself on meeting diverse people in this world, but Sora was a new character altogether.

“So, Master, what kind of game are you making with Sora?” Jiren asked, diving straight into the main topic after the proper introduction.

I smiled confidently at Jiren. 

“Actually, Sora already has a game she made.”

“A game?” Jiren repeated, surprised.

I hadn’t mentioned anything about Sora’s game to keep it a surprise. 

I signaled Sora.

“Sora.”

“Yes, Yuren!”

At my cue, Sora brought a small blue crystal ball in front of everyone. 

She proudly presented it.

“This is a game I made. The working title is Project Small Speed. Everyone, please try it.”

At Sora’s enthusiastic words, everyone gathered around the crystal ball and started the game.

“This is…!”

They were familiar with racing games as mini-games in Eternal Fantasy, but Sora’s kart racing was different. 

Easy to play yet offering free movement like drifting, and the thrill of competing with others, quickly captivated everyone.

“Wow, Master! This is good!” Jiren exclaimed, despite losing by half a lap to the Master, enjoying the kart racing game.

Watching with a keen business eye, Sylvia asked me, “Yuren, are you planning to release it as it is, just adding graphics?”

The current prototype Sora made had white boxes racing. 

It needed graphics, and Sylvia seemed to think I would release it with just suitable graphics added. 

I smiled slyly at Sylvia.

“Not just adding graphics, but also including characters everyone loves.”

At my words, Sora, Sylvia, and Julia looked at me curiously.

“Characters?”

“What characters are you planning to include?”

“You’ll see,” I said with a mysterious smile.

Jiren and Noiren sighed at my smile. “Here we go again with a quiz show.”

“It’s gotten worse since he started making games.”

They resumed focusing on the racing game with the Master. 

***

This game was released on August 27, 1992.

Originally instructed by the god of games,Shigeru Miyamoto, to create a two-player racing game following the success of the single-player F1 racing game, it wasn’t initially intended to feature Super Mario.

Initially, it featured men in overalls racing, but it was hard to tell who was who since they all looked the same from behind. 

Including the universally recognized character Mario made it clear who was who, leading to the birth of the original kart racing game, Mario Kart.

Released without high expectations, it sold 8.7 million copies at once. 

Since then, 12 titles have been released, selling a total of 160 million copies, becoming the best-selling racing game series in the world.

The key feature of Mario Kart was its simplicity, making it fun for even a five-year-old. 

The game’s appeal was enhanced by the possibility of multiplayer gameplay, making it perfect for family fun.

I had fond memories of playing it with friends while drinking in my previous life. 

With such memories, I wanted to create a kart racing game for myself and for the peace of many families in this world.

***

Several days later, a completed Thomas, with a mustache flying in the wind, started racing on the track, created by Jiren and our school’s graphics team. 

In this world, the term “kart” didn’t exist, so I coined it. 

Naming the small riding magic tool a kart, and having Thomas race in the game, we titled the game Thomas Kart.

“Are we ready to release it now, Yuren?” Sylvia asked.

“No, the most important fun element is missing from Thomas Kart.”

“Fun element?”

I showed Sora a rune stone with a bomb drawing on it.

“Items.”

The core fun of Mario Kart was its items—shells, bombs, bananas—that created amusing situations by interfering with the race. 

Without items, Thomas Kart would be like a bun without filling, or in this world’s terms, a sausage bun without lamb sausage.

I worked with Sora for a few days to create items for the game.

“Yuren, what about this item?” Sora asked, showing a rune stone with a green seed drawing.

“A seed? What does it do?”

“When you plant it, a man-eating plant comes out and eats the kart, sending it back to the start!”

When applied, the rune stone made Thomas plant a seed, and a man-eating plant emerged, devouring Princess Peach trailing behind.

“Good heavens… Such a dreadful idea… Approved!”

“I knew you’d like it!”


Using the game Sora created as a base, we added characters and items, enhancing Thomas Kart’s gameplay. 

In just two weeks, we completed Thomas Kart, which would become a staple of the Irene School.

To celebrate the completion, I organized a Thomas Kart tournament with prizes. Instead of a boring 8-person tournament, it was a 60-person battle royale race!

Vroom! Vroom! Vroom!

The sight of 60 karts gathered at the starting line was spectacular. 

Engines roared, ready to start.

And then…

“Beep beep… Beeeep!!!”

The starting signal blared, and chaos ensued.

“Die!!!”

Boom! Crash!

“Ahhh! Disciples! A crazy plant ate my kart!!!”

“Screeeam! What’s that? A turtle shell!?”


“Eeeeek! A banana on the road!!!”

The item zone became a chaotic mess with karts tangled together, bombs, bananas, and giant man-eating plants causing a disaster, preventing anyone from moving forward. 

Watching this, I was confident of its success.

“Hmm… It’s a mess.”

Thus, Thomas Kart was completed.



 
  
    Chapter 92:『Game Review Agency』


Thomas Kart was finally released. Naturally, as a game, it had to go through a process, so we released a balanced and QA-tested version to avoid the chaos of the test version.

There were two unique aspects about the release of Thomas Kart. 

First, it was the first game to be evaluated by the ‘Game Review Agency.’ 

To prevent issues like those with Blue Shock, I devised a method to create a transparent game evaluation agency. 

Of course, simply hiring officials would lead to half-hearted efforts or power abuse, causing different problems. 

Thus, I thought of a user evaluation system.

We provided game shop owners with an access orb to the Game Review Agency. 

After purchasing and playing the game, users could input their evaluations and scores. 

The collected evaluations would be automatically organized by a magical device within the agency. 

Other users could then review this information before purchasing the game. 

Although the game review was somewhat covered by the magazine Zers Gamer, similar to the Gilbert consortium, games could be released before the magazine’s review, ignoring its influence. 

However, with this agency, such practices were impossible, and uninteresting games could be filtered out quickly, even faster than Zers Gamer. 

The most crucial aspect was that the existence of this agency pressured developers to consistently focus on making fun games, ourselves included.

On the evening of Thomas Kart’s release, we gathered at a restaurant. 

We were anxiously waiting for the evaluation of our game in front of the game review orb.

Thump… Thump… Thump…

“Apprentice, when will the results be out?”

“Let’s see… It updates every six hours, so there’s about five minutes left.”

The master, eyes sparkling with excitement like a child with a new toy, stared at the orb. 

Beside him, Sora couldn’t look directly at the orb, her expression filled with extreme tension.

“I’m… I’m so nervous, Yuren. I hope people find my game fun.”

Sora seemed worried about an unexpected outcome, likely due to the incident with Blue Shock. 

I patted her head reassuringly.

“Don’t worry, you saw the internal tests. It will definitely do well.”

“…Yes!”

Sora answered energetically, finding some confidence in my words. 

However, to be honest, I was a bit anxious too. 

The future holds many uncertainties, both good and bad. 

Although I had some foresight from my previous life in the gaming industry, it was just a prediction based on knowledge. 

No one could be sure of the future until it unfolded.

As the time arrived, everyone’s attention focused on the game review orb. 

And then…

“Thomas Kart | Rating: 9.5/10 – A must-play! An amazing game!”

“Yes!!!”

“Wow!!!”

A near-perfect score appeared. 

Phew… It was the score I expected. 

Everyone cheered in joy, and I spoke up.

“Everyone, attention please! Thanks to everyone’s hard work, especially Sora, we’ve released another fun game. You’ve all worked hard. So, we can’t just let a day like this pass, can we?”

Today was a day of celebration for the game’s release. 

Unlike last time with Eternal Fantasy, where we were too busy, we planned to properly celebrate this time, also as a welcoming party for Sora.

“Tonight, we’re having a party!!!”

“Yeah!!!”

“Party time!!!”

“Yahoo!!!”

“P…Party!?”

At my declaration, everyone cheered and began preparations for the party. 

In fact, the preparations were mostly done, with only the food, drinks, and beverages left to bring out, so everyone moved quickly. 

Only Sora seemed confused and flustered.

“Y…Yuren, what kind of party is this?”

“Hmm? Of course, it’s a celebration party for the game’s release!”

“A celebration party?”

From Sora’s expression, it seemed she had never experienced such a celebration after developing a game. 

Feeling the stark contrast of the academic atmosphere at the Magus Society, I explained.

“In the Irene School, it’s a tradition to have a celebration party after releasing a game.”

“A tradition! I see!”

“And it’s not just any celebration party; it’s our special kind of party.”

“A special kind of party?”

Sora hurriedly took notes, starting to accept the traditions of the Irene School. 

But, thinking she might be imagining a normal party, I introduced her to the real highlight of our school as the preparations were nearly complete.

“This is the Irene School’s specialty celebration: the ‘All-Night Game Party’!”

“An… All-Night Game Party?”

“That’s right!”

Starting naturally from the days of Tetric, this party became a staple of the Irene School. 

In truth, it wasn’t anything extraordinary. 

We just ate, drank, played, and enjoyed the newly released game together, staying up all night!

“A…A… Mic test, one, two…”

Essentially the MC for Irene School events, Noirin was making preparations. 

Once the party setup was complete and everyone had a drink, Noirin, like a true MC, declared:

“Then!!! Let’s officially start the Thomas Kart release party now!!!!”

“Yay!!!”

With everyone’s cheers, the joyous party began. 

This moment, after developing a game, was always the most enjoyable for me.

Thomas Kart had a second unique aspect. 

It was the first to feature ‘Network Battle.’ Gamers from far away could create rooms and freely battle each other. 

This was something I subtly included while setting up the Game Review Agency to solve the Blue Shock issue.

To ensure quick game evaluation, we need to create a Game Review Agency. 

For fast evaluation, we need to collect information using the roots of the World Tree. 

While we’re at it, I’d like to use it for games too.


With this plausible three-step logic and my efforts, we secured the rights to use the roots of the World Tree. 

Using this, I incorporated multiplayer mode into Thomas Kart. Gamers worldwide could now meet and play together.

“Okay! Is everyone connected?”

“I’m in, apprentice!”

“Me too, senior!”

“Me too, Yuren.”

“I’m in too, Yuren.”

On the large screen in the restaurant, the connected Thomas Kart screens displayed.

A total of 100 karts gathered, with our Irene School, Juel School, and other gamers worldwide joining. It was a spectacular sight. 

Honestly, with so many people, the game could turn chaotic despite balanced settings, but it was something I had to try. 

Why? 

Because it looked fun!

Vroom! 

Vroom! 

Vroom!

The engines of 100 karts revved up, ready to start. 

For network game identification, IDs were displayed above everyone’s heads. 

Above mine was simply ‘U.’

And then…

“Beep! Beep!… Beep!!!”

As the starting signal sounded, everyone took off. 

To prevent disaster, the item zones were placed further along the track. 

However, with 100 people, chaos seemed inevitable.

“Ahhh!!! Turtle shells are flying!!!”

About 20 turtle shells flew towards the master, who had miraculously taken first place. 

It was a scene that could cause someone with a turtle phobia to faint.

“Why are there so many water bombs on this track!!! Argh!!!”

Next, Jiren, who took first place, faced a water bomb shower. 

Engulfed in a typhoon-like spray, Jiren disappeared along with the water.

“Alright! Now I’m first…”

With two out and me taking the lead, I charged ahead. 

Waiting for me were about 30 man-eating plants.

“Crap…”

Chomp! Chomp!


I dodged three plants but was eventually devoured, sending me back to the starting point. 

I decided I would nerf that monster next time. 

It wasn’t because I lost, definitely not.

In the end, the winner of the 100-player Thomas Kart race wasn’t from the Irene School or the Juel School. 

It was another gamer connected online, identified as ‘Bean.’



 
  
    Chapter 93: Happy Sora


My name is Sora Otoz. 

I am a former employee of the Magus Society and currently a wizard of the Irene School and a game developer. 

It has already been three months since I came to the Irene School. 

I couldn’t believe how quickly time had passed. 

I had heard that happy times in childhood fly by, and now I realized it was true.

What is it about the Irene School that makes me feel this happy? 

After pondering for a while, I came to a conclusion. I liked everything about the Irene School.

Chirp! Chirp!

“Wow… the weather is great.”

I woke up to the morning sunlight streaming through the window. 

Mornings at the Irene School were free. 

They said it was okay to get up anytime between 8 and 11 and go to the lab. 

It was like a dream. 

At the Magus Society, we had to start work at 6 AM, no exceptions. 

They said early birds accomplish great things, but I never understood that rule. 

All I felt when I forced myself to get up at 6 AM was a foggy tiredness that seemed to coat my brain. 

I hated that feeling.

“Alright! Let’s have a great day today!”

I leisurely got up by 9, cleaned up, and headed to the dining hall in a refreshed mood. 

In the dining hall were my colleagues, now my juniors, as well as Jiren and Karen.

“Jiren, Karen, good morning!”

“Good morning, Sora! What a lovely morning.”

“Good morning, Sora.”

Jiren, a sturdy young man with orange hair, and Karen, a beautiful woman with red hair, seemed to be a couple. 

I wasn’t sure about the details, but it seemed that Jiren had saved Karen in the past, just as Yuren had saved me.

“Wow! It’s milk omelets for breakfast today!”

“Sora, do you like milk omelets?”

“Yes! In Yura, there’s a saying that eating a milk omelet in the morning gives you strength.”

The dining hall always prepared a variety of foods for each meal. 

Not only Empire cuisine but also dishes from the Yura Republic, like milk omelets, and they were even tastier than those in Yura. 

When I asked about the secret to the food, they said it was simply made from good ingredients by skilled chefs. 

It must cost a lot, but Yuren said, “The cost of breakfast is nothing compared to making everyone suffer.” 

In the Magus Society, we didn’t have such support and had to make do with a piece of toast on the way to work… the difference was stark.

“Hello, everyone!”

[“Hello!!”]

When I finished my meal and headed to the lab, other early risers greeted me warmly. 

My colleagues at the Irene School were all talented individuals, just as Yuren had said.

“Then, Sora, I’ll handle the World Tree connection adjustments.”

“Are you sure?”

“Of course. Yuren taught me before, so I can manage. You should focus on more important tasks.”

“Thank you, Noirin!”

My colleagues at the Magus Society were good people, but they were mages, not game developers. 

They worked because they were told to, not because they enjoyed the game. 

As a result, the quality wasn’t up to my expectations, and I ended up doing a lot of the work myself. 

But the Irene School was different. 

Everyone was working hard to make the game fun, and they were all so talented that I had much to learn from them. 

The rumors about the disciples of Sage Yuren being geniuses were true.

“Let’s finish up everything by today!”

“Yes!” / “Got it!”

Collaborating with like-minded and capable colleagues was such a joy—something I had never felt at the Magus Society! 

And that wasn’t the only good thing.

“Y… Yuren ! You called for me?”

“Ah, Sora, you’re here.”

When I heard that Yuren wanted to see me, I went to the meeting room. 

Yuren was there with a well-dressed man who looked like a lawyer, waiting for me.

“Let me introduce you first. This is Jerry, our exclusive lawyer for the Irene School.”

“Hello, I’m Jerry Erien, a lawyer. Pleased to meet you.”

“Ni… Nice to meet you!”

The sudden appearance of a lawyer scared me. 

Did something go wrong with the accident at the Magus Society?

As I was getting anxious, Yuren smiled gently and spoke.

“There’s no need to be scared, Sora. We’re here to talk about the revenue distribution of Thomas Kart.”

“Oh! I see.”

I was surprised to hear about the revenue distribution of Thomas Kart. At the Magus Society, the success of Speed Rabbit earned me a one-rank promotion and a 20% salary increase. 

Now, I was already receiving a higher salary from Yuren, and I never expected any more financial rewards.

“Alright, Jerry.”

“Yes, as the developer of the original Thomas Kart game, we have determined Sora’s share as follows and would like to offer you the following performance bonus. Please review it.”

“Yes, Jerry.”

When Unreal Fighter succeeded at the Magus Society, I received a performance bonus of 5 million gold. 

Expecting a similar amount, I took the contract from Jerry. 

And then…

“A… thousand… ten thousand… a hundred thousand… million!!!! Ten million????”

I was about to faint when I saw the amount written on the contract. 

They were giving me such a huge amount!?

“Y… Yuren! There must be a mistake with the amount!”

“Why? Is it too little?”

“No, the opposite! This is way too much for me!!”

Thomas Kart’s success wasn’t solely due to my game. 

It was the combination of the Super Thomas character and the World Tree network play that made it so successful. 


I didn’t deserve such a large sum.

“Sora, it’s not an excessive reward. It’s a fair compensation for your effort and proven abilities.”

“Yuren …”

With eyes shining like the moonlight, Yuren looked at me and said.

“Would you accept this reward for my sake?”

One of the new things I learned after coming here was that Yuren was different from my imagination. 

He exceeded my expectations. 

He was not only impressive and capable but also kind to everyone and recognized my efforts. 

Professor Howard wasn’t a bad person either, but he never made me feel this happy about being acknowledged.

Holding back tears of gratitude, I answered.

“Yes! Yuren, I will work even harder to repay you with fun games!!”

“Good. I’m counting on you.”

That day, Sora vowed to do anything for Yuren. 

And Yuren, smiling inwardly, thought, ‘Everything is going according to plan.’

Thomas Kart, created by Sora, achieved sales on par with Super Thomas and became another popular IP game for us. 

The most significant point of this game development was that it wasn’t a game initiated by me but by someone else and still achieved great success. 

Until now, all the games created at the Irene School started with me. 

But Thomas Kart was different. 

Although I provided some support, the fundamental beginning was with Sora. 

This meant that for the first time, a game came out with a Project Director other than me.

Sora’s existence would serve as a good model for my other disciples, like Jiren, Karen, and Noirin, who had the ability to handle other projects but hadn’t tried yet.

However, there was a problem. 

According to Sylvia, the chaos in the Yura Republic’s Magus Society was starting to settle down. 

Once the turmoil was over, they would definitely try to take Sora back. 

To prevent losing such a treasure, I decided to give Sora a special performance bonus and acted quickly. 

In this world or the next, the way to win people’s hearts was simple: fair ‘recognition’ and fair ‘compensation,’ and nothing else.

“Sora, I will work even harder to repay you with fun games!!”

Just as planned, Sora, on the verge of tears, said to me. 

Heh, everything was going according to plan. 

Another solid pillar to support the Irene School was established.

Having settled such a big matter, I was pondering what game to create next when the door to my lab opened. 

It was Sylvia.

“Sylvia, what’s up?”

“Yuren, are you busy right now?”

“Not too busy, why?”

Sylvia always wore a calm expression, but today, she seemed a bit shy. 


What could it be?

“Then… would you go on a date with me?”

“A date!!”

So, that was it!!!

 Suddenly, another mission fell into my lap.



 
  
    Chapter 94: Date with Sylvia


The Nova family, known for producing the empire’s hero, Karuga Nova, is a gracious family that willingly lent its name to the legendary fighter. 

This family, a great noble house holding lands in the East and managing the roots of the World Tree in that region, has invited Sylvia and me to participate in a memorial ceremony honoring Karuga Nova.

“So, since that’s settled, let’s prepare together today, Yuren,” Sylvia said.

“Do we really need to prepare this much?” I asked.

“Of course! Did you think we could attend the Nova family’s invitation looking like this!?”

‘Gulp!!’

The memorial ceremony of an otherworldly family was not a heavy event like the ancestral rites in my previous life. 

It was more akin to a noble event where aristocrats invited their networks to maintain connections. 

I thought I could just casually wear a tuxedo, but Sylvia seemed to think it was not something to be taken lightly.

“Yuren and the Irene school is essentially a major noble family in the South. Moreover, we are partners with the Edward family. We must present ourselves accordingly.”

“But I don’t know anything about those formalities.”

“Don’t worry. Just follow me today.”

And so, I was dragged by Sylvia to a tailor shop in Zephia. 

As soon as we entered the store, filled with high-end clothing, a gentlemanly middle-aged man with blonde hair greeted Sylvia.

“Hello, Lady Sylvia. It’s been a while.”

“Aldrick, it’s been a while. Are the preparations ready?”

“Of course. Everything you requested has been prepared.”

Sylvia seemed to have a close relationship with the tailor. 

Since I had no experience with such self-improvement in my previous life, I could only stand there blankly, staring at Sylvia. 

She spoke up.

“Then, Aldrick, please take care of Yuren.”

“Understood, Lady Sylvia. Now, Yuren, this way, please. The suit is ready.”

Following Aldrick, I found myself in a vintage and spacious fitting room. 

Displayed were tuxedos, belts, boots, and other items made from what appeared to be incredibly expensive fabrics.

Do otherworldly nobles select their clothes like this?

“Now, Yuren, please try this on.”

I quietly put on the clothes Aldrick handed me. 

When I stepped out in a black tuxedo with a silver coat, Sylvia was waiting for me, seated.

After scrutinizing me with a keen eye, she said, “I think you could wear slightly brighter boots.”

Following her advice, I changed my boots and stepped out again. 

Sylvia inspected me once more and said, “Let’s change the coat and buckle to something a bit more elaborate to match Yuren’s image.”

“Yes, Lady Sylvia.”

For nearly an hour, I became Sylvia’s doll, trying on all sorts of clothes. 

I couldn’t tell if I was wearing a coat or pants anymore, and it reminded me of the shopping trips my married colleagues had complained about in my previous life.

This must be what Taekwang was talking about.

After an hour, I was dressed in a dazzling outfit, combining a black tuxedo with a white coat, looking like an exotic prince.

“As expected, with a good figure, it looks perfect. Lady Sylvia?”

“Yes… indeed. You look handsome, Yuren.”

Sylvia blushed as she complimented me. 

Though it was tiring, I felt grateful for Sylvia’s attention and said honestly, “Thank you for taking such good care of me, Sylvia.”

“It’s nothing. You’re my partner, Yuren.”

As my outfit neared completion, Aldrick spoke up, “Lady Sylvia, the dress you ordered has also arrived. Would you like to try it on?”

“Sylvia, you ordered a dress too? I’d love to see it.”

Sylvia usually wore modest, non-revealing clothes, but otherworldly dresses tended to be a bit more revealing. 

Imagining Sylvia in such a dress as a man, I couldn’t help but be curious.

“Well, if it might not fit, I should try it on.”

Sylvia went into the fitting room with a female maid. 

After about five minutes, she emerged.

“How do I look, Yuren?”

“Oh…”

Sylvia was dressed in a sapphire-like dress that suited her perfectly. 

The silky, soft fabric clung to her body, revealing her figure without restraint. 

The most surprising part was how much of her back was exposed, almost entirely bare.

Isn’t it cold with that much exposure?

I recalled hearing that otherworldly dresses were quite revealing. 

For the first time, I thought it was great to be reincarnated in this world.

“Say something, Yuren.”

“Ah, sorry, you’re so beautiful…”

Entranced by Sylvia’s beauty and dress, I finally spoke up. 

Sylvia blushed, turning her head as she responded.

“Well… if that’s the case, I’ll forgive you.”

I took in Sylvia’s dress from various angles, committing it to memory. 

I would definitely incorporate it into a game later.

After that, the date under the guise of preparation continued. 

I learned table manners from Sylvia and how to select gifts for the Nova family. 

After six hours of this march, I was exhausted in the carriage.

“Are you okay, Yuren?”

“I… I feel like I’m going to die.”

With zero energy left, I could barely move a finger.

“With clothes, etiquette, and gifts… aren’t you tired of all this, Sylvia?”

“It’s just a part of my daily life.”

Sylvia spoke casually but with a hint of a sad smile.

“But lately, these noble events are starting to feel a bit tiring.”

“Tiring?”

Sylvia looked out at the setting sun, showing a rare glimpse of her ordinary self.

“Yes, before I was with you, Yuren, it was just a normal part of life… but now, it feels like a bothersome event.”

I had taken it for granted, laughing and chatting with Sylvia while working on game development. 

I had forgotten that this world, being a medieval noble society, inevitably involved many political issues. 

And it was Sylvia who had resolved all these problems, allowing me to focus on game development.


“It’s strange. I find game events with you to be fun.”

“Sylvia…”

I felt sorry, realizing Sylvia had been enduring it alone. 

Wasn’t there something I could do to make her happy?

“Oh! Sylvia, have you been to the game arcade lately?”

“Hmm… no, I haven’t been recently.”

“Then let’s go together!”

“Now?”

Before Sylvia could say anything, I told the coachman, “Take us to the Zephia arcade right away.”

“Yes, sir, Yuren.”

We changed direction and headed to the Zephia arcade. 

Upon arrival, Sylvia looked surprised.

“Yuren! What is this?”

Outside the Zephia arcade, a huge screen was installed, broadcasting a race of dozens of people playing Thomas Kart together in real time.

Vroom! Vroom!

“Yes! Go, Bean!!!”

“Don’t lose even in the event race!!!!”

People were watching the race broadcast on the big screen, cheering and enjoying themselves. 

This was the new look of the arcade transformed by Thomas Kart.

“With Thomas Kart, dozens of people can play together, so the arcade has changed like this. On weekdays after 3 PM and on weekends from 11 AM, they gather at the arcade every hour for races.”

With network play and competitive racing through Thomas Kart, gamers started gathering at the arcade to hold race tournaments. 

There was no prize money, just events for fun, but that alone was enough to fuel the gamers’ competitive spirit.

“Did Yuren or anyone tell them to do this?”

“Not at all! Do you think I’d bother with something this troublesome?”

“True, Yuren, you hated repetitive events like this.”

While I enjoyed planning big events, I hated daily bothersome events. 

Sylvia watched the people racing and enjoying themselves, then said, “It’s really amazing. 

Before the game came out, people gathering like this in Zephia happened only about twice a year. 

Now it’s a daily occurrence. 

Your game is incredible, Yuren.”

My game had to be incredible. 

It was the culmination of countless know-how from the gods of games in my previous life. 

But the truly amazing ones were my family, who helped bring this result to the world, and Sylvia, who recognized the value of the game.

Holding Sylvia’s hand, I said, “I didn’t do it alone. We did it together.”

Sylvia’s hand was very warm, and she couldn’t meet my eyes, her face downturned. 

Even as someone clueless about romance, I knew. At this moment, it was best to stay silent and wait.

“Please continue to take care of me, Yuren.”

“You too, Sylvia.”

With a face blushing as red as the sunset, Sylvia spoke, and I replied with a smile.


This should be fine. Yes, the us, I know will keep moving forward like this.

“Shall we head back?”

“Yes… let’s go back and prepare.”

And so, our date ended. It wasn’t quite sweet, but it was a satisfying date for both Sylvia and me.





 
  
    Chapter 95: Nova Family


Invited to the memorial of the Nova family, Sylvia and I set off for the eastern lands of the Nova estate. 

Every preparation was perfect. 

Our matching clothes, the etiquette learned from the restaurant, and the gifts—all were meticulously planned. 

What I hadn’t anticipated was…

“A trip after so long! This is exciting! Isn’t it, Yuren?”

“Yes, Master. It’s been a while since we all traveled together.”

“I… I’m nervous since it’s my first time.”

“Don’t worry, Sora. If any problems arise, Yuren will handle everything. Hahaha!”

It was my master’s connections.

Upon hearing that Sylvia and I had been invited to the Nova family’s memorial, my master immediately said, “Going to the Nova family? I want to go too, my student!”

“Master, we’re going for a memorial service, not for leisure.”

No matter how much my master pleaded, I couldn’t grant this stubborn request. 

However, my master, with a serious expression, said, “My student… I was a friend of Karuga.”

“…Really?”

“It’s true. You can confirm it.”

This sudden revelation left not just me but even Sylvia speechless. 

Wasn’t Karuga from 500 years ago? 

Yet, somehow, it seemed possible with my master.

“Karuga was a man like a warrior. He sought me out, asking to learn magic, and we became friends after fighting.”

Master gazed into the distant sky with a nostalgic look. “The days of sparring with Karuga were joyful. I was really saddened when I heard he died saving the empire.”

“Then why didn’t you mention it when we created the Legend Fighter last time?”

“There were… circumstances.”

Master avoided my eyes with a wistful look. 

It didn’t seem like a lie. 

So…

“Master… you forgot, didn’t you?”

“N-no! I remember clearly, my student!”

I had heard that elves sometimes recall things late due to their long lives. 

With a sigh, I contacted the Nova family. 

They quickly responded.

“There is a record! Our ancestor had a friend who was an elf. He called him Ren. To think that Ren is Sage Irene… this is destiny!”

“Then, can my master also attend?”

“Of course! As many as you wish. Our Nova family always welcomes the family of friends!”

The eastern region had warm weather and was a coastal resort area. 

Starting with my master, more and more people wanted to come, and before I knew it, half of the Irene school was on this grand trip.

“I’m sorry, Sylvia.”

“It’s okay, Yuren. I felt it was too peaceful anyway.”

Feeling guilty about turning a noble event into a family trip, I apologized to Sylvia, who had prepared diligently. 

However, Sylvia just smiled, seemingly not too bothered.

“This suits us better, don’t you think?”

“Yes, that’s true.”

Sylvia had become a full-fledged member of the Irene school before I knew it.

***

“Wow…”

“This house is huge, Yuren!”

Two days after departure, we arrived at the Nova estate, greeted by a grand mansion set like a painting on the lush green fields, reminiscent of a Windows background. 

In front of the mansion awaited numerous maids, servants, and the current head of the Nova family.

“Thank you for coming such a long way, Mr. Yuren and Ms. Sylvia.”

“It’s our honor to be welcomed by the renowned Nova family, Mr. Arga.”

A handsome young man in his mid-thirties with blonde hair—he was Arga Nova, the current head of the Nova family, who granted me the right to freely use the name of Karuga Nova. 

Arga was a fan of our Irene school’s games and, in return for the use of the name, I regularly sent him invitations to our game events, maintaining a good relationship.

After greeting me, Arga turned to my master. 

“Thank you for coming such a long way for our ancestor, Sage Irene .”

“It’s nothing, Arga. I’m sorry for visiting so late to see an old friend.”

Master received Arga’s greeting seriously. 

Seeing my master in serious mode never ceased to amaze me.

“Everyone, the memorial will start tomorrow morning. Until then, please rest well. We have prepared rooms in the annex.”

With Arga’s words, maids and servants took our luggage and guided us to the annex. 

As everyone was being led to the annex, Arga approached Sylvia and me.

“Mr. Yuren and Ms. Sylvia, please follow me.”

Guided by Arga, we entered his room, a spacious, sunlit room with a blue hue. 

Suddenly, Arga’s demeanor changed!

“Mr. Yuren! The latest game was really enjoyable!”

“T-thank you.”

No matter how often I saw it, I couldn’t get used to it. 

Arga, a severe gaming fanatic, would change completely when there were no eyes around. 

He took out a crystal ball from his desk drawer and held it out to me.

“While we’re at it, could you sign this Thomas Kart crystal ball?”

“Of course.”

For the sake of my game fan and our purpose of visiting the Nova family, I signed my name. 

Arga then turned to Sylvia.

“Ms. Sylvia, could you sign it too?”

“M-me too?”

“Yes, in a few years, this Thomas Kart first edition with both your signatures will be an irreplaceable treasure as a couple’s collection.”

Arga’s words left me flustered. 

A couple’s collection? 

We’re not even dating!

“A couple’s collection!? But we’re not…”

Sylvia, equally flustered, blushed and waved her hands. 


Arga, looking disappointed, spoke again.

“Well, if Ms. Sylvia doesn’t want to…”

“I don’t mind!! Give it to me!”

Startled by Sylvia’s sudden outburst, Arga and I watched as she hastily signed the Thomas Kart crystal ball. 

What made her so obsessed with this?

After the brief commotion, we got to the main point.

“Thank you, both of you, and Sage Irene, for attending my ancestor’s memorial. The Nova family will not forget this kindness.”

Our purpose for coming to the east wasn’t just to strengthen connections. 

We aimed to stabilize the magical energy of the world tree’s roots in the east to complete the network. 

The current world tree network was unstable due to some issue with the eastern root’s magical energy. 

We needed to stabilize it and tailor the magical circuits for game play.

After explaining the situation, Arga nodded seriously. 

“I see.”

“Will it be alright?”

Arga seemed to be deep in thought.

 What is he contemplating so seriously? 

After a moment, he spoke.

“I have a request as well.”

“Are you referring to a usage fee?”

“No, not money… would you have time after the memorial tomorrow?”

This unexpected request for time puzzled Sylvia and me, but we nodded. “Yes, we have time.”

“Then I’ll tell you then. Rest well tonight, and we’ll talk tomorrow.”

Thus, the conversation ended, and the next day arrived. 

Numerous nobles attended the memorial, which proceeded smoothly. 

The ceremony itself was simple, with Arga delivering a grand eulogy, and participants laying white flowers before Karuga’s portrait. 

Watching my master’s troubled expression, I felt the urge to hear more about Karuga one day.

After the ceremony, Sylvia, our Irene school members, and I followed Arga. 

Initially, I intended to go alone, but Arga insisted the more, the merrier. 

He led us to a maze-like garden behind the mansion.

“What is this place?”

“This is our Nova family’s training ground. In this forest-like area, we train to fend off surprise attacks from our masters.”

I could understand the purpose, even though I hadn’t experienced it.

“And now, it’s used as a survival game field.”

“What? A survival game?”


I doubted my ears, thinking I misheard. 

Arga opened a box at the entrance of the training ground, revealing magic tools shaped like guns.

“I want you, Mr. Yuren, to create a game called ‘Gun Survival’ that every gamer in the empire can play. That’s my request.”

I was stunned. 

An otherworldly person asking me to develop a first-person shooter game?



 
  
    Chapter 96: Gun Survival


In this world, there were no guns. 

The reason wasn’t that the people were less intelligent than modern humans, but simply because they felt no need for them. 

Magic bullets from magical tools could easily pierce through bricks, and a grand mage’s ‘Metea (Meteor Magic)’ could destroy a city. 

Even I could easily blast away a log with “Pao (Flame Magic)” without a staff. 

Given such a world, it was natural that guns hadn’t appeared.

Then came ‘Eternal Fantasy’, and with it, soldiers and companions wielding guns appeared in the game. 

Initially, these guns were just for show and game merchandise, but people discovered something interesting while using them. 

It turned out that gun magical tools, which specialized in quick activation at the expense of power, were superior for preemptive strikes compared to any other magical tools or spells.

While not very useful in warfare due to their lower power and range, in escort missions and urban combat where life hung in the balance in an instant, these gun magical tools showed great potential. 

As a result, knights and warriors in this world slowly began to adopt guns, and that’s the history of guns in this world.

Why do I know this so well? 

Because the Irene school was profiting from the patents related to guns in Eternal Fantasy. 

However, I was merely lending out the patent rights for the guns that appeared in the game, and since military supplies were not my area of interest, I didn’t follow how guns spread in this world afterward.

To my surprise, gun culture had advanced to the point where survival games were being played. 

This was a future I hadn’t foreseen even in my dreams.

“It all started during a survival training session,” Arga explained to set the scene. 

“I was training the family’s children in survival skills, and during a break, my nephew Arima brought this paintball gun toy.”

Arga showed me a small pistol. 

It was painted blue to indicate it was a toy, but it had a design similar to a Beretta, a gun that appeared in Eternal Story for which I had granted the patent.

“And then they suggested we play a survival game with these guns.”

“A survival game?”

“Yes, it’s a trend among kids these days. They form teams, and if you get hit by a paintball, you’re out. The last one standing wins.”

“Ah… I see…”

I remembered playing rubber band gun fights in the orphanage in my previous life. 

People are really similar wherever you go.

“I thought just survival training might be too tough for the kids, so I agreed to play the game. And it turned out to be incredibly fun!!!”

At that moment, Arga’s eyes sparkled with excitement, like someone experiencing traditional Korean games for the first time.

“The thrill of life-and-death in a split second with a gun! The exhilaration when hitting a moving target in one shot!! When I hit Arima in the head, it was so much fun!! I felt sorry for my life for not knowing this game until now.”

Umm… hearing an uncle rejoicing over headshotting his nephew made me feel dizzy. 

Was this how the nun felt watching me, a game-obsessed kid in my past life?

“But preparing for the survival game required too much. It’s hard to gather the family often, and maybe because I won too much, my nephews stopped coming. Playing with the servants lacked thrill as they seemed to hold back against me.”

Well, obviously. 

Even in a game, no one wants to shoot their boss in the head and deal with the consequences, so they’d naturally go easy.

However, Arga, addicted to the thrill, tearfully grabbed my hands and pleaded.

“Please, Yuren! I’ll cover all the development costs and cooperate with the World Tree’s roots, so please create a survival game that everyone can enjoy! I beg you.”

Even as a game lover, I never felt so desperate to make a game. 

Naturally, I wanted to meet Arga’s enthusiasm as a game developer, but first, I wanted to try something.

“Arga, before we discuss game development, can we play a round of ‘gun survival game’?”

“What!? Sure, but do you also…”

“Yes, I do.”

Indeed, in my previous life, I was a fanatic who loved paintball survival games. 

Playing such a game in this world after a long time was irresistible.

Arga happily agreed and took us to his private warehouse. 

There, numerous guns were hanging.

“This is my collection! Feel free to use them! They’re all paintball guns, so don’t worry about safety!”

Seeing the guns, Barren, our school’s biggest gun enthusiast, went wild with excitement. 

Today seemed to be a day of many excited people.

“Wow! Look, Yuren! This is the ‘Red Dog’ that Vincenzo used!”

Barren showed me the red pistol used by Vincenzo in Eternal Fantasy. 

The reproduction was impressive. 

Arga must have modified it further.

“Unbelievable! This is the [M3K] used by the Shinra soldiers! And this is the sniper rifle [Balders82]!!”

The walls had numerous guns, including the M3K, similar to an M16, and the anti-material sniper rifle Balders82 from the game. 

There were many more I didn’t recognize, and Barren eagerly explained each to us. 

When did he study so much about guns?

“I’m impressed by your disciple knowing the value of my collection, Yuren.”

“Indeed. I’m proud.”

I felt pleased thinking about having Barren create FPS game guns.

After selecting our guns, we split into blue and red teams, and the first gun survival game of the irene school began.

***

Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!

In the Nova family’s survival training ground, made like a maze of grass and trees, gunshots echoed as Sylivia, Julia, and Sora fled from the blue team’s pursuit.

“Oh no!”

“How dare you! Ganging up on three frail women!”

Julia fired back while retreating. 

But the blue team pursuers, Jiren and Noirin, easily dodged and continued chasing.

“Strategic planning!”

“And calling Julia frail is just wrong!!”

Jiren, still holding a grudge from martial arts training, voiced his resentment. 

He was living the saying ‘A gentleman’s revenge is never too late’ from Yuren.

Chasing Julia, Sora, and Sylivia to a corner, Jiren, Noirin, Barren, and Loren were ready for a final strike. 

Sylivia, Julia, and Sora were out of magic bullets, and Jiren prepared to finish them with a machine gun-type magical tool.

“Nothing personal. Now then…”

Just as Jiren aimed to finish them off, Yuren’s voice echoed.

“No hard feelings, my brothers.”

“What!?”

Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!

Suddenly, Yuren appeared behind and mercilessly shot paintballs at the four.

“Ahhh! What the!?”


[Jiren/Noiren/Barren/Loren eliminated!]

Their names appeared in the air, signaling their elimination. 

But for Sylivia, Julia, and Sora, that wasn’t the most shocking part. 

It was Yuren’s outfit.

“Yuren, what’s with the black coat and sunglasses?”

“And why are there pigeons?”

Yuren, in a black coat and sunglasses, wielding dual pistols, and surrounded by pigeons under a hypnosis spell, was a sight to behold. 

Sylivia and Julia were speechless at his eccentric preparation.

“It’s a man’s dream.”

Dual-wielding pistols in a black coat was a dream for many men who watched that movie. 

Yuren hoped Sora would understand his dream.

“Yuren! You look great! But… dual pistols reduce accuracy, so they’re less effective.”

“The important thing isn’t winning, it’s the ‘dream’.”

Yuren was disheartened by Sora’s practical comment. 

Sylivia sighed.

“Yuren is sometimes more childish than kids.”

“Anyway, follow me! I’ll lead, cover me!”

Yuren charged his dual pistols and instructed the three. 

They did the same and responded.

“Got it.”

“Understood!”

“Leave it to us, Yuren!”

“Then… let’s go!!!”

Yuren, with his dual pistols, coat, and pigeons, led them into battle, eager to show the tactical taste of dreams.

Bang!

[Arga eliminated!]

“Y… Yuren, you’re really strong.”

“Not at all, Arga. You were amazing too.”

After a fierce battle, Yuren’s blue team lost everyone but Yuren. 

The red team also had one remaining.

“Just need to find the master. Where could he be?”

The master, the most feared on the blue team, hadn’t shown up once. 

Overconfident in his abilities from the survival game, Yuren failed to notice a crucial detail.

Bang!

“Ah…?”

[Yuren eliminated!]

Feeling a shot from 100 meters away and the pain in his chest, Yuren realized the master had sniped him from beyond the magic detection range.

“Not yet, my student!”

Irene, happily reloading her [Balders82], savored her victory. 

Yuren, dejected, thought, “Who knew my master was a sniper…”

After the enjoyable survival game, evening came. 

Back at the Nova mansion, those involved in game development gathered in Arga’s office. 

Arga, barely containing his excitement, asked me.

“So, Yuren, what kind of gun game will you make?”


“I’ve actually had a game in mind for a while.”

“Already!? As expected of you, Yuren! What game is it?”

I began to explain the game to Arga.

Yes… finally, in this world…

‘Doomguy is coming.’



 
  
    Chapter 97: Doom(1)


December 10, 1993, University of Wisconsin, USA

A shareware game was released.

The school server, which could accommodate 125 users, crashed due to the overwhelming demand from over 10,000 users trying to download the game.

The game had a simple storyline: Marines, exiled to Mars, shoot demons that have been unleashed. 

It marked a historic moment as the first game to crash a server since the dawn of the internet. The game became legendary almost instantly.

That game was none other than the father of all first-person shooters (FPS), the one that popularized the FPS genre worldwide, and the game that taught us the best way to kill demons was not with a cross or holy water, but with a double-barrel shotgun — Doom.

Doom wasn’t technically the first FPS game. 

The first FPS game was Maze War released in 1974, and Wolfenstein, another FPS game by the developers of Doom, id Software, involved fighting Nazis. 

However, Doom was the game that engraved the essence of FPS in the minds of gamers globally.

One of the reasons for Doom‘s phenomenal popularity was its [intensity].

***

One Skull-Splitting Shot with a Double-Barrel Shotgun

The ultimate weapon of the Doom series, the ‘BFG9000’! 

The variety of weapons and the thrill of massacring demons captivated the hearts of men at the time. The second crucial element was [network play]. 

Doom was the first FPS game to offer network play. If shooting demons alone was fun, how much more fun would it be with friends? 

The answer was, of course, incredibly fun.

College students would stock up on Red Bulls and connect to Doom with friends on Friday nights, shooting each other and having a great time. 

The popularity of Doom, upon its release, was immense. 

It quickly amassed 15 million downloads and spread like wildfire.

This number was so staggering that there were more copies of Doom installed than Windows at the time, prompting Microsoft to seriously consider acquiring id Software, the game’s developers.

***

Doom‘s symbolism in the gaming world was absolute. 

The game was worshipped almost like a religion, with fans following its developers, John Carmack and John Romero, and practically worshipping them wherever they went. 

Given this legendary status, it was only natural that one would want to recreate Doom in another world.

Some might think it’s too extreme to release a violent game about brutally killing demons in another world. 

However, in a world where wild monsters regularly threaten people and basic hunting skills are taught from childhood, such violence was actually a good form of entertainment.

***

“…I want to create this game!”

I explained Doom to Arga.

Arga, having grasped my plan, responded in a deep voice.

“So, you want to create a gunfight game where you blow up demons’ heads with massive guns and occasionally meet friends for battles?”

“Yes! Exactly. And it’s called an FPS, not just a gunfight game.”

“Yuren…”

Arga, trembling as he spoke my name, suddenly cheered, his eyes sparkling!!

I knew he would love it!!

“You are truly a god of games! A genius!!! Hahahaha!!!”

“I’m flattered! Hahaha!!!”

Arga, practically ready to sell the foundation of the pillars, said to me.

“Wait a moment. There’s one more thing I’d like to ask.”

While thinking of Doom, I had an idea to arrange it to suit this world. For this, I needed Arga’s cooperation.

“Anything you need. If I can help, I will.”

“Then…”

Upon hearing the magic word “anything,” I made a real request.

“What!?”

“How about it, Arga? Can I count on your cooperation for this as well?”

“Hmm… this is a bit…”

Though his reaction was as expected, it was time to switch to Plan B.

“If you help with this, it will become the greatest FPS game ever.”

“But…”

I knew what I was asking was dangerous, but it was necessary. 

I appealed to Arga’s instincts.

“Don’t you want to see a game where gamers always connect and engage in eternal gunfights?”

“For that, we absolutely need your final cooperation, Arga!” I said, not quite threatening, but definitely pressing with the game to make a game.

Arga, wanting to play the game, found himself being pressured by the game. 

To a third party, this scene might seem ridiculous, but to us, it was a very serious moment.

After much deliberation, Arga finally made up his mind.

“E… Eeh! Let’s do it! I’ll cooperate, Yuren!” he declared.

“Thank you, Arga!”

With a determined look that seemed to light up the dark wilderness, Arga stood up. 

This was the moment Arga and I shook hands, deciding to develop the game of Doom.

For the next three days, we were treated with the utmost hospitality at the Nova Mansion.

We visited famous tourist spots in the East, swam at the eastern beaches, and enjoyed the sights. 

We also set up magic adjustments at the roots of the World Tree, making it possible to play multiplayer without issues even in the East.

With all the preparations complete, as we were about to depart for home, Sylvia asked in the carriage.

“Yuren, are we going straight into developing that game called Doom now?”

I wanted to, but there was something I needed to make first.

“Sylvia, could you possibly recruit a skilled dwarf artisan for me?”

“A dwarf artisan? What do you need one for?”

But I needed more than my own strength to make those things. 

To create the symbols of Doom, I needed an artisan to shape the magical tools.

“I’m trying to make a means to communicate with demons.”

“D-Demons!? You’re not planning to dabble in black magic, are you, Yuren?”

“No way! Why would I do something so crazy?”

Black magic, which involves borrowing the power of demons at the cost of one’s life, is a dangerous magic that I wouldn’t even consider learning.

I reassured Sylvia, though I admit my words could have been misunderstood.

“Anyway, please get the artisan for me!”

With Sylvia’s help in recruiting the dwarf, I created tools that didn’t yet exist in this world. 

It wasn’t easy, but with the dwarf artisan’s help and my accumulated knowledge from my past life, I completed the tools in just a few days and demonstrated them in front of everyone.

“What’s this, my pupil?” my master asked.


“It’s an electric… no, a magic chainsaw, Master.”

My first Doom tool was a magic-powered chainsaw.

“Master, what is this magic chainsaw used for?”

“When you infuse it with magic, the saw blade starts to spin, and you use it to cut wood.”

Viiiiiiing!!!

I held the magic chainsaw and demonstrated it. 

The rapidly spinning blade quickly cut through a tree branch.

“Ah, so it’s like an axe. But if it’s just for cutting wood, isn’t using an axe much easier?”

“You don’t get it! When hunting demons, it’s common sense to use this magic chainsaw!”

In this world, the magic tools used for logging were usually axe-shaped, enhanced with magic to increase cutting power. 

A chainsaw-like logging tool didn’t exist.

I understood the logic. 

Axes were cheaper to produce and easier for people in this world to use. 

But there were some common-sense rules one had to follow, even if they were inconvenient.

One of those rules was, “A demon’s body must be disassembled with a chainsaw.”

Viiiiiiing!!!!!


“Yuren, this feels amazing! I love it!”

As expected, Sora was pleased.

As I was demonstrating the magic chainsaw, Noirin pointed behind me and asked, “Yuren, what’s that?”

“Ah! This is the special weapon for demon extermination… the ‘Double Barrel Shotgun.'”

This was the moment the “Double Barrel Shotgun” made its appearance in this world.
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Double-Barrel Shotgun.

The double-barrel shotgun, a weapon with two barrels attached together, has a long history that dates back to the musket era. 

It is one of the iconic weapons symbolizing the Doom series, particularly suitable for testing the skull strength of demons.

With the help of a dwarf artisan, I managed to create a model as similar as possible to the shotgun from my previous life. 

Initially, I tried inserting magic cores infused with wind or fire magic, just like with other guns. 

However, there was a problem when I used it.

*Pew!*

“This isn’t right!”

The simple recoil from the magic discharge did not provide the satisfying feel of a shotgun. 

In the end, to capture the true essence of the shotgun, I had to make the shotgun ammunition myself. 

Having never made a gun in my previous life, I shaped it roughly and received considerable help from the dwarf artisan. 

I replaced gunpowder with red slime powder, which had the same effect, and made bullets out of lead balls. 

After various small tweaks and experiments, I improved the shotgun, and the result was successful.

*Boom! Crack!*

“Wow! Yuren! This is incredible!”

“Isn’t it? The feeling is amazing, right?”

The large explosion and the heavy mass of lead bullets flying through the air created a sound of destruction that echoed in this world, similar to what I remembered from my past life.

“Yes! This is what a shotgun should feel like!”

Noirin was stunned by the unexpected power as he saw the target disintegrate into dust from the shotgun he fired.

“Yuren! I want to try it too!”

Seeing Noirin shoot the shotgun, Sora threw down her magic saw and ran towards me, her cat ears twitching eagerly.

“Alright! We have plenty of bullets. Just wait a moment.”

“Okay!!”

I took the shotgun from Noirin and taught Sora how to load and aim it.

Safety was always the top priority when handling firearms. 

Following my instructions, Sora loaded the shotgun and aimed at the second target.

And then…

*Boom! Crack!*

“Wow! This is amazing, Yuren!”

Sora seemed to love the feel of the shotgun as she watched the target shatter spectacularly. 

As expected from the developer of Unreal Fighter, she knew what a good feel was.

“I want to shoot it too, my disciple!”

“Me too, senior!”

It’s natural for wizards to want to try out new magical tools. 

Especially if there’s a tool designed to capture the feel and impact intentionally. 

Wizards couldn’t resist such a toy.

*Boom! Boom! Crack!*

That day, the back garden of the Irene School was filled with the constant sound of explosions. 

The noise was so loud that it drew complaints from the villagers, who assumed we were conducting another strange experiment.

AAA-level FPS game developers send their developers to shooting ranges so that users can experience the true feel and impact of guns in the game. 

For Eternal Fantasy, we used already-made guns for shooting experience, and for weapons like the double-barrel shotgun, we made them ourselves to gain shooting experience. 

Now, I felt confident about implementing the shooting feel and was ready to start game development, but a problem arose.

“Yuren, are you sure about using this design for the demons?”

The issue was the design of the demons. 

For monsters, which were like wild beasts, designing them was straightforward. 

However, demons were a different story. 

The designs of Doom’s demons, as I knew them, appeared to be ordinary monsters to people in this world. 

We needed designs that matched the demons of this world. 

The problem was that using real demon designs would involve religious implications. 

Moreover, the current setting resembled the medieval era, where religion held significant power. 

A wrong move could cause serious trouble.

“What should we do, Yuren? Should we just make them ordinary monsters?”

“No, the ones in Doom must be demons.”

Hunting ordinary monsters wouldn’t be Doom. 

Desperate to include demons in the game, I sought advice from Sister Miranda, who ran the Southern Orphanage and cared for me and other priests during our childhoods. 

Her advice was unexpected.

“Yuren, don’t worry about it and formally request help from the Crea Church.”

“Formally?”

Sister Miranda, whose hair was now turning white, suggested I formally request assistance from the Crea Church, the religion with the most followers in this world. 

Taking her recommendation letter, I sought help from the church. 

Surprisingly, I received a swift response.

“You’re making a game to hunt demons?”

“Yes, Father Raul.”

I met Father Raul, the person in charge of Section 13, which dealt with demons. 

With short brown hair and a kind smile reminiscent of priests from my previous life, he welcomed me. 

However, his muscles, which couldn’t be hidden even by his priestly robe, intimidated me a bit.

“Can you tell me more about the game?”

He asked for more details, and I explained Doom passionately. 

Though his muscles twitched at every mention of hunting demons, I managed to finish my explanation. 

After a moment of silence, Father Raul spoke.

“Yuren, I’ve heard much about your reputation, but I never knew you were so devoted to faith.”

“Excuse me?”

Father Raul, with a gleam in his eyes, started speaking fervently. 

Was it my imagination, or have I been seeing that passionate look more often since starting Doom?

“To let the world know the dangers of demons and that they should be shot dead! This is the first time in my 30 years of faith that my heart has been so full.”

“I see… hahaha!”

He seemed to mistakenly believe I was making this game out of deep religious devotion. 

It seemed beneficial not to correct him.

“So, I need materials on demons for the game. Could you assist me with that?”


“Of course! I will inform the ancient texts department to provide you with everything. Please include as many demons as possible in your game to help people hunt them.”

“Alright.”

Father Raul seemed ready to offer all the church’s resources. 

His intense interest was a bit overwhelming.

“If you need anything else about demons, let me know. We have information on demon types, weak points, hunting methods, and even dissection techniques.”

“That won’t be necessary.”

“Don’t hesitate. By hunting demons, you fulfill God’s will, making you my brother. The Crea Church will fully support Irene School’s demon-hunting game. Amen!”

With a resounding prayer, Father Raul saw me off. 

Though this issue was resolved favorably, I had a feeling that using demons could lead to serious complications.

With all preparations complete, the development of the Doom game began smoothly. 

The current crystal sphere graphics were equivalent to the Game Station 2 standards from my past life. 

The graphics were far superior to the mixed 2D and 3D pixels when Doom first appeared. 

However, the improved graphics meant that scenes of blood and gore could be more gruesome. 

Therefore, only senior priests aged 19 and above participated in this game development.

“So, we can’t join this game development, Yuren?”

“Yes, this game is very violent, so you young ones need to understand.”

The young priests were very disappointed at my words. 

Sorry, kids, it’s for your own good.

“Too bad. I wanted to shoot some guns.”

“So we can’t use guns either? I wanted to hunt monsters with a gun.”

“Oh, that’s fine.”

The excitement for shooting seemed to have spread even among the young priests. 

Shooting was perfectly fine. 

Monster hunting was one of the essential skills to learn in this world, and it was just a matter of using guns instead of spears and bows.

“But always secure the safety lock and make sure to hunt with me or the senior disciples. Got it?”


“Yes!!!”

With all the troublesome issues handled, it seemed like smooth sailing from here on out. 

However, another problem soon arose.

“Uweeek!!!”

It was 3D motion sickness.
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3D motion sickness refers to the physical symptoms that arise from a mismatch between visual and vestibular senses when playing 3D games. 

The primary symptoms include fatigue, headaches, and nausea, akin to motion sickness experienced during travel, hence the term “3D motion sickness.”

The exact cause of 3D motion sickness remains unclear. 

While it is generally attributed to the dissonance between visual and vestibular inputs, not everyone is affected. 

Some individuals remain unaffected despite significant dissonance, whereas others suffer severe symptoms from minor movements. 

Take Baren, for example.

“Uwaeeekk!”

When the prototype of Doom was created and tested, the feared symptoms of 3D motion sickness began to manifest. 

Those trained in levitation magic and combat experienced little to no symptoms. 

Unfortunately, Baren, who was obsessed with guns, succumbed to severe motion sickness, vomiting repeatedly.

“Baren, are you okay? Maybe we should stop.”

“No, Yuren. I can keep going,” Baren insisted, determined to play the Doom prototype despite his inability to handle motion sickness.

He would play for ten minutes, vomit, play for another ten minutes, run to the bathroom, play for another ten minutes, then lie down briefly. 

It was a sight too painful to watch.

“Sora, how are you holding up?”

“I get a little dizzy after an hour, but I’m okay, Yuren.”

“And you, Julia?”

“I’m perfectly fine! Remember when you were learning levitation magic as a child? That was much more dizzying. Ha ha ha!”

Based on our experience:

– 40% were fine.

– 30% felt slightly dizzy.

– 20% felt very dizzy.

– 10% wanted to die.

These percentages likely reflect the general gaming population. 

Though it might be tempting to move forward since 70% of users were unaffected, I wanted to ensure that even the remaining 30% could play the game comfortably. 

We needed a solution.

“Uwaeeeekkk!!!”

“Oh no, another failure…”

A week had passed since we began working on mitigating 3D motion sickness. 

We undertook various improvements: minimizing camera shake, reducing visual confusion during sudden viewpoint changes, and incorporating wide spaces to alleviate feelings of confinement. 

These efforts were informed by a 3D motion sickness improvement seminar I recalled from my past life as a brief FPS game developer. 

Thank you, NDC, for being helpful in unexpected ways.

These improvements significantly reduced the feedback on 3D motion sickness. 

However, Baren still suffered greatly.

“Ughhh…”

Seeing Baren collapsed in bed after another test, we pondered our next move. 

Solving the issue for the “kill me now” 10% group, represented by Baren, seemed impossible. 

Just as we considered giving up on this 10%, Julia spoke up.

“Yuren, do we really need to solve this within the game?”

“What do you mean?”

Julia continued, seeing my confusion, “If we can’t solve it inside the game, what about solving it outside the game?”

“Outside the game? Ah!”

I understood what Julia was suggesting. 

We immediately moved on to the next experiment with Baren. 

Apologies, Baren, but bear with us a little longer.

Julia used a certain magic on Baren, who then resumed playing the Doom prototype. 

Suddenly…

“Julia, I don’t feel dizzy anymore! I don’t feel like throwing up! Ah, the undizzy world is so beautiful… I’m so happy.”

Baren exclaimed as he fought demons in the game, surrounded by blood and gore.

With a confident smile, Julia said, “This is a magic our grandfather taught us, created to help fishermen suffering from seasickness: the ‘anti-sickness spell.’”

Julia’s simple but brilliant solution was to prevent gamers from experiencing motion sickness through a spell, rather than changing the game itself. 

A simple solution I had overlooked due to my fixation on game development.

“Will this be okay?” Silvia asked, watching Baren happily play Doom.

There was one catch. “This method causes users to tire more quickly because the magic draws energy from the user’s own strength,” I explained.

“Isn’t that a big problem?” Silvia asked.

Game magic typically uses mana stored in crystals and the user’s own mana. 

Activating the anti-sickness spell, an additional magic, would naturally consume mana faster than usual.

“Even a child with the weakest mana can play for about two hours. Isn’t that better than getting sick?”

I pointed to the remnants of Baren’s vomit, still in buckets by his side. 

The choice was clear: early fatigue from playing or severe sickness and vomiting. 

The answer was obvious.

“True… better than that,” Silvia conceded.

“Right?”

“Okay, Yuren. Let’s go with that.”

With Julia’s successful suggestion, the issue of 3D motion sickness was resolved. 

We should also thank Jewel, who taught Julia the spell.

As the development of Doom progressed smoothly, the gaming industry witnessed an interesting turn. 

The magus Society released a new game, “Out Racing,” a more realistic racing game compared to “Thomas Kart.” 

Playing it, I was amazed at the quality, a stark contrast to the subpar mass-produced games of Blue Shock.

How did this happen? 

Was there still talent left in the Magus Society?

“This game is amazing. It must be Professor Howard’s work!” Sora explained.

Sora told me that the former head of Blue Shock, Einhardt, had been dismissed and replaced by her former superior, Professor Howard. 

Professor Howard wasn’t as prolific as me in game creation, but he was a good person and the first to believe in Sora.

From Sora’s description, I could tell he was a competent, supportive leader who recognized his limitations and backed talented individuals. 

Had Sora stayed with him, things could have been different.

“You’re not planning to go back, are you?”

“Of course not! I’m already part of the Irene faction. Don’t worry!”

Sora drew closer, signaling she wanted praise. 


I petted her head as I contemplated our next move. 

With the Magus Society back in action, it was time for us to proceed with our plans.

“Shall we proceed with the next phase?”

“What do you mean, Yuren?”

Sora, unaware of the plan, looked at me with curiosity. 

I explained to her the new game service we were preparing alongside Doom’s success: 

Shareware.

It was the dawn of the demo era, where players could try games before buying them. 

The day came when Doom’s demo was released. 

Crowds gathered at game stores, holding unused crystals.

“Is it out yet, shopkeeper?”

“Should be. The announcement said this time. Why isn’t it showing?”


The shared [Game Institution Crystal] used for game reviews had another function.

“It’s here! It’s here!!”

“Everyone, the ‘Doom Demo’ is available on the crystals!”

Through the World Tree Network, players could download the demo onto unused crystals. 

This marked the public unveiling of Doom and the first time a demo was downloaded by the masses.
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The news of the free ‘Doom Demo’ spread among gamers like a plague. 

Countless gamers, holding their unused crystal balls, lined up to get the Doom Demo, causing another ripple effect.

“What is this line for?” 

“They say you can get a game spell for free.” 

“For free?!”

While gaming had become a popular culture, it was not a cheap hobby by the standards of the otherworldly people. 

But getting it for free? 

There’s even a saying in this world that if something is free, even a dead body would come back to life. 

So, even those who didn’t play games lined up to get the Doom Demo in their unused crystal balls.

This led to a positive effect of increasing the number of gamers, but it also caused some disasters.

“Ahhhhh!!!!” 

“Why did you bring home such a brutal game for the kids?!” 

“I didn’t know it was this kind of game!!”

Just as Super Mario and Nintendo once symbolized games in North America, the most popular image of gaming in the otherworld was Yuren’s masterpiece and the face of the Irene school, [Super Thomas]. 

Many people, thinking the Doom Demo was a similar game, picked it up without reading any descriptions or looking at the promotional posters. 

They started the game in front of their families and children, expecting a bright, fairy-tale-like game.

What they saw instead was a game filled with violence and bloodshed, where you drove lead into demon skulls from hell, leaving unforgettable memories for many children. 

Later, one child would turn those memories into music, pioneering a new genre called ‘death metal,’ but that’s a story for another day.

Of course, most gamers knew what kind of game Doom was and downloaded the demo accordingly. 

Edward’s advertised Doom with a poster of ‘Doom Guy’ wearing armor made with future technology, hunting demons with a chainsaw and a shotgun, accompanied by this tagline:

[Demons have resurrected. Only you, as the Doom Slayer, can protect humanity from the demons.]

The poster and tagline were as cheesy as a 90s movie, but considering Doom’s gameplay, it was appropriate. 

And importantly, the otherworld was still developing its culture. 

Their emotional level was akin to the 90s, so this kind of promotion was fitting. 

The real issue was the gamers’ unfamiliarity with guns. 

Unlike spears, swords, and magic, guns were an unfamiliar weapon to the people of the otherworld. 

Though introduced through the game Eternal Fantasy, that game was turn-based and didn’t convey the feel of using a gun. 

Doom was the first real gun game they experienced, and this aspect was new territory even for Yuren.

When gamers encountered guns, they went: Bang! Bang! Bang! Boom!! Kueeeeek!! 

“Yes! Die!! You demons!!”

They experienced a new world. 

Tetris and Super Thomas were good, fun games, but very wholesome. 

They didn’t provide the primal, violent thrill. 

Male gamers in their twenties especially felt something was missing, a certain emptiness despite the fun and desire to keep playing.

It’s said that people don’t know what they want until they see it. 

Today, many male gamers realized exactly what they had been missing.

Bang! Bang! Bang! Boom!! Kuaaaah!!! 

“Hahaha!!! These dying demons are trash!!!”

Shotguns, chainsaws—these were weapons they’d never seen before, but it didn’t matter. 

The goal was clear: use these tools to hunt demons. 

Every shot from a gun blasted holes in the demons’ bodies. 

Every use of a shotgun blew off demon heads. 

Swinging a chainsaw splattered demon blood everywhere.

Yes, this is what they had been waiting for. 

This is what they wanted. 

Bang! Bang! Vrrrrr!!! Kueeeek!!!! 

“Die!!! You demon scum!!!! Amen!!!!!”

Those who craved a gory, flesh-splattering game were completely captivated by Doom’s brutal charm. 

They wanted to immerse themselves forever in this world of demon hunting. 

But wasn’t there something they had forgotten?

What you are playing is… 

A ‘demo.’ [The demo ends here. Please purchase the full version.]

“What… what is this?!”

The ‘Doom Demo’ only allowed access to two stages and one multiplayer match per day. 

It was content you could clear in just 30 minutes if you hurried. 

Naturally, since it wasn’t sold for money but provided as a free version, Yuren’s consideration was evident in allowing one multiplayer match per day in the free version. 

But this consideration ended up tormenting the gamers even more.

“Ahhhhh!!!! It’s so tantalizing!!!!!” 

“Please sell it now!!!! I’ll buy it at double the price, just let me play more now!!!!!!”

The demo teased gamers with incomplete combustion, ending just as they were getting fired up. 

Five days remained until the full release, so gamers took drastic measures.

“What are you doing?” 

“Waiting in line to buy Doom.” 

“Doom releases in four days, you know?” 

“I know.”

They started camping out in front of game stores to be the first to buy Doom. 

A line that began with one or two people grew daily, and by the third day, dozens were queuing. 

In cities, this was manageable, but in rural areas, staying outside at night risked attacks from wild monsters. 

To prevent any unforeseen incidents, Edward Consortium decided to release Doom a day early. 

This marked the first game in history to be released early due to its immense popularity.

“What’s going on…” 

“Shut up and give us Doom!!!!”

On the day of Doom’s early release, game store employees remembered the scene as: ‘It looked like demons buying a game about hunting demons.’

People, weary from waiting, bought Doom immediately and dove into its world. 

Naturally, one of them was there too.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

 Bang! Bang! 

[Arga – Win]

“Yes!!! This is it!!! This is the thrill I was looking for!!!!!!”


Arga, a tester and patron of Doom, had provided much cooperation. 

However, after the prototype test, Arga refrained from playing the game to avoid spoiling his fun when it was officially released. 

Enduring months of torture, he now played deathmatch mode in multiplayer with countless other gamers, feeling genuinely grateful for being alive and shedding tears of joy.

“Yuren! The latest issue of Zers Gamer has arrived!!” 

“Great? Let’s take a look!”

Doom started off smoothly with a rating of 9.4. 

But what about the magazine review? 

I looked at the Doom review in the Zers Gamer magazine Sora brought.

[The Irene School pioneers a new genre with FPS. Where will their limits be, always embarking on new challenges, we salute them.] 

[Experience a new world of action games with the new weapon of guns. It’s twice as fun together.] 

[The demon inside me whispers to hunt the demons.]

Satisfied with the expected review scores, I closed the magazine and focused on the party. 

To celebrate Doom’s release, the Irene School was hosting a rare all-night gaming party.

“Here we go! This time the Red Team will win!!”

“No way!!”

The disciples, split into Red and Blue teams, were enjoying the deathmatch mode in Doom. 

Seeing them happily blasting each other with lead reminded me of the heartwarming(?) scenes from PC cafes in my past life, bringing back fond memories.

“But Yuren, are we really okay?” 

“What do you mean?”

Sora seemed worried about something and approached me.

“Though Doom is fun, it’s quite violent. I’m concerned there might be complaints…” 

“There probably will be, that’s why we included ‘that’ in the story.” 

“Do you think ‘that’ will be enough?”

Doom was arguably the most brutal game we had ever made, and possibly the most brutal game ever created. 

Unlike the simple pixel graphics of the original Doom, we made it with Doom 3-level graphics, which could make the brutality even more provocative. 

I, too, was worried about the criticisms we might face because of this.


“It should be fine, we have ‘them.'” 

“Them?”

I thought of those far away, the unexpected helpers who had greatly supported us, and the most reliable backers who could address the issue of Doom’s violence.

They were none other than… 

“The Holy Church of Crea.”
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The Church of Crea.

The Empire’s state religion and the most renowned faith in this world, the Church of Crea, had origins markedly different from those of the Catholic Church in my previous life. 

While Jesus, the founder of Catholicism, began as a revolutionary figure, the genesis of the Church of Crea was rooted in war.

Approximately 1,500 years ago, demons from the Abyss invaded the mortal realm. 

At that time, magic was still in its infancy, and humanity seemed powerless against the demonic onslaught. 

Despair loomed large.

It was then that Solar Crea, said to have been chosen by the divine, began teaching people the holy magic “Nuben”, which boasted unparalleled might against demons. 

With this newfound power, they repelled the demons and saved mankind.

In spreading the teachings of the divine and preparing for future demonic invasions, Solar Crea established a religion: the Church of Crea.

To be honest, until I created “Doom,” I had little interest in what kind of religion the Church of Crea was. 

Their teachings, such as “Love thy neighbor” and “Do not doubt the words of the divine,” echoed the Catholic doctrines from my previous life, leading me to assume they were similar.

However, Father Raul’s reaction exceeded all expectations, prompting me to delve deeper. 

What I discovered was startling.

“This is just like Doom Guy’!”

The ideal believer they aspired to mold was a zealot who would hunt demons to the very ends of hell.

In a word, they envisioned the protagonist of “Doom,” the ‘Doom Guy’.

Unintentionally, I had crafted a game for the Church of Crea that manufactured their ideal devotee.

***

At that very moment, Father Raul was in the midst of conducting mass. 

With a benevolent smile that contrasted his muscular physique, which seemed capable of tearing a man apart with bare hands, he began:

“Beloved brothers and sisters, today I bring you joyous news.”

Reaching into his pocket, Father Raul produced a crimson Doom Crystal Orb, displaying it to the congregation.

“Our brother, Yuren, has released a game called ‘Doom’ to the world, and countless souls are engaging with it.”

Among the faithful present, none were unfamiliar with “Doom.”

Its popularity was undeniable, but more so because the church was adorned with “Doom” posters and advertisements at every turn. 

To gamer-believers, it was hard to discern whether they stood in a church or a game store.

“Since that day, much time has passed, and people have forgotten the terror of demons.”

With sorrowful eyes, Father Raul gazed heavenward. 

Whom did his sadness mourn? 

The modern folk who regarded demons as mere legends? 

Or perhaps himself, resigned to the inevitability of such forgetfulness? 

What was clear was that Father Raul grieved deeply.

“We, who should always be prepared to battle demons, began treating them lightly, akin to goblins, entrusting their extermination to adventurers and mercenaries.”

Demons were still sporadically sighted. 

Yet, their eradication was predominantly handled by adventurers and mercenaries, following the Demon-Type Monster Extermination Manual. 

Only when exorcisms were required did the Church of Crea typically intervene.

“But that ends today. Many, who had forgotten the dread of demons and neglected their readiness to combat them, are now taking up arms, stepping forward to fight. What a beautiful sight this is.”

In such times, “Doom” emerged. 

It rekindled the forgotten fear of demons and showcased the righteous image of us battling such evil. 

Father Raul believed that all members of the Church of Crea should emulate the protagonist of “Doom.”

“The divine proclaimed, ‘Oh, lost lambs, even if you lose your way in life, never forget your hatred towards demons.’ Let us all remember these words as we engage with ‘Doom.'”

It wasn’t just Father Raul who was moved by “Doom.” 

The entire Church of Crea viewed the game similarly, encouraging believers to play it. 

Father Raul even used his own funds to purchase copies of “Doom,” gifting them to financially struggling congregants.

“Um… Father?”

“Yes, Sister Christina, please speak.”

However, no matter how fervent the endorsement, the game’s violence was a concern. 

Christina, a mother of a young daughter, cautiously approached Father Raul.

“Well… Isn’t it too gruesome for children?”

Christina’s concern was valid—at least, it would have been in Yuren’s previous life. 

Father Raul fixed her with a cold stare.

“Sister Christina… Are you denying the act of demon hunting?”

The Church of Crea’s ascendancy as a major religion stemmed from its righteous teachings. 

It preached that all beings on earth were creations of the divine, brothers and sisters alike, fostering unity among diverse races. 

However, the Church was unforgiving towards demons and their collaborators—the heretics.

“Oh! No, that’s not what I meant! It’s just… my daughter is frightened by the color red!”

Sensing the dangerous trajectory of the conversation, Christina hastily clarified. 

Relieved, Father Raul’s familiar gentle smile returned.

“Is that so? Fear not. Brother Yuren has incorporated a feature allowing the blood to appear green for those sensitive to such imagery. Hunt without worry, Sister Christina.”

“Yes, haha…”

While medieval witch trials were a thing of the past, being labeled a heretic could still lead to significant troubles, potentially ruining one’s life in a moment. 

Though many had reservations, they chose to listen silently to Father Raul.

“Mass is concluded. Let us all hunt demons and once again recall the teachings of the divine. Aaaaaa-men! Let’s go!”

With that, the mass ended. 

Congregants received the crimson crystal orbs from Father Raul and returned home. 

Watching them, Father Raul’s face beamed with satisfaction.

In truth, Yuren’s strategy to preempt potential violent outbreaks wasn’t rooted in religion. 

The influence of the Church was merely a bonus. 

The real masterstroke lay elsewhere: the identity of the protagonist.

***

Bang! Bang! Bang!

“Kueeek!”

“Alright, only the final boss remains!”

“Doom” consisted of 15 stages. 

As players progressed, they delved deeper into the abyss, culminating in the final stage where they faced the “Demon Lord”, the king of the Abyss.

Contrasting the futuristic equipment wielded by the “Doom” protagonist, the Demon Lord donned armor and wielded a sword reminiscent of this world’s medieval weaponry. 

Even deploying the ultimate weapon of the “Doom” series, the “BFG”, posed a formidable challenge against his overwhelming power.

After exhausting all weapons and depleting ammunition, resorting even to the chainsaw, the “Doom Guy” engaged in a bloody battle with the Demon Lord. 

The protagonist’s armor, hitherto unblemished, began to crack under the strain. 


As he delivered the final blow to the Demon Lord, his armor shattered, revealing the concealed identity of the “Doom Guy.”

Players were left in utter shock at the revelation.

“No way… Is it true?!”

The “Doom Guy” was none other than Karga Nova. 

The very same Karga, a legendary general akin to Admiral Yi Sun-sin, and protagonist of “Legend Fighter,” had received a prophecy about the demons’ resurrection. 

To thwart this, he sealed himself, awakening in the distant future to combat the demonic invasion.

Hints were scattered throughout. 

The “Doom Guy’s” chainsaw boasted infinite energy, and traces of “Legend Fighter” were evident in various places. 

Most dismissed these as mere Easter eggs from the same developer. 

But the reality held a grander twist.

The trope of shared universes was a first for the people of this world, making the impact profound. 

Societally, the effect was even more significant.

Those who had reservations about “Doom’s” violent content were many. 

Even Sylvia had her concerns, and the master had advised caution when allowing disciples under ten to play. 


Yet, the issue never became public.

How could one bring it to the fore? 

Propose banning a game because it’s violent, even though it features the national hero, who resurrected in the future to save the world from prophesied demons as per the Church’s teachings? 

Especially when it had the endorsement of both the hero’s lineage and the Church?

“Doom” effectively preempted all avenues of criticism from factions seeking to undermine it.
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It had been a long time since I last visited Mr. Brown’s arcade. 

What began as a modest space, had grown to a size comparable to the large PC bangs of my past life. 

It has become a haven for countless kids and teenagers. 

He even had a sign now.

“Brown’s Arcade – The First Southern Arcade Certified by the Irene School”

The sign had the vibe of something an old-timer with too much to say might put up. 

It seemed that some things were the same no matter where you went.

“Hello, Mr. Brown.”

“Ohoho! Who do we have here! Isn’t this our little treasure, Yuren! Hahaha!”

Mr. Brown welcomed me with great enthusiasm. 

The reason was simple.

Mr. Brown had made quite a bit of money by jumping on the Irene School’s gaming business bandwagon. 

Although I had helped by revealing the games early for testing, his success was entirely his own doing.

“Are you here for a game today?”

“Yes, I could play in the lab, but it’s more fun to play here.”

“Of course! Games are more fun at an arcade! Take any seat you like.”

The atmosphere of the arcade had changed too, especially since the advent of multiplayer games like Doom and Thomas Kart. 

Gamers had discovered the joy of gathering with friends to play these games together, rather than just moving from one game to another. 

Now, they stayed put, playing Doom or Thomas Kart for hours on end.

“Hey! Beck! They’re coming from behind!”

“I got it!”

This was the beginning of the PC bang culture. 

Comfortable, sofa-style seats were set up around Doom and Thomas Kart stations to accommodate long gaming sessions.

I took my usual seat at the Doom station and ordered from Mr. Brown.

“Mr. Brown, could you give me ‘that’ thing you made for me last time?”

“That thing you liked so much, right?”

“Yes, that one.”

“Got it! Just give me a moment!”

Mr. Brown went into the kitchen and soon returned with the dish. 

A rich, spicy aroma filled the arcade, drawing the attention of everyone playing.

“Here it is! The ‘ramen’ you ordered!”

“Wow, the smell is amazing! Thank you! Slurp!”

There were two main reasons I frequented Mr. Brown’s arcade these days. 

One was to observe the reactions of other gamers while playing with them. 

The other was to enjoy this ‘ramen.’

It all started when the arcade first began transforming into a PC bang. 

After a late-night game testing session, we were all feeling a bit hungry.

 Hearing this, Mr. Brown, who used to be a chef, offered to cook us a snack and asked what we wanted.

Since Mr. Brown’s arcade was originally a pub, and Mr. Brown himself was a chef, he spoke with the confidence only a chef could. 

And I, remembering the most delicious dish I used to have at PC bangs in my previous life, thought of one thing—’ramen.’

Of course, not being a cook myself, I only described the key points: ‘spicy,’ ‘oily,’ ‘chewy noodles,’ ‘rich broth,’ and so on. 

Mr. Brown nodded and disappeared into the kitchen, emerging later with a dish.

“This… this is!?”

The soup was red, with a spicy, aromatic scent and bouncy noodles. 

It was the very dish I’d dreamed of.

“How is it? I made this ‘ramen’ just as you described. Give it a try!”

“Yes!”

The taste was incredible. 

The ramen was more like a spicy Chinese soup, using this world’s chili powder, beef fat, garlic, and green onions in abundance. 

But it was perfect. 

Just eating a bowl of hot, spicy noodle soup in a PC bang was enough to bring tears to my eyes.

“Gulp. Senior… Can I have just one bite, please?”

“Me too, please!”

Jiren and Sora, who were with me, couldn’t resist after seeing me enjoy the ramen so much. 

After that, I started coming to Brown’s arcade regularly, playing games and eating ramen.

“Slurp, slurp!”

“Gulp!”

“Ah… Mr. Brown! What’s that he’s eating?”

“That? It’s called ramen.”

“I’ll have one of those ramen, please.”

“Me too!”

Naturally, the ramen’s intense aroma also caught the attention of the other gamers. 

With their hunger stirred by the rich, spicy scent, they started ordering ramen one after another.

As I was happily watching this unfold, I heard a voice behind me.

“Yuren, here you are!”

“I told you, he’d be here.”

“Slurp, slurp… cough, cough!”

I turned around to find Sora, Julia, Jiren, and Noirin standing there, looking at me like mothers who had just caught their child in an arcade.

“We wondered where you went without eating dinner… and of course, here you are, Yuren.”

“You left us to deal with Karen, didn’t you?”

“Listen, guys, it’s like this…”

Karen was also in charge of the Irene School’s cafeteria. 

Naturally, being Karen, she insisted on a strict health-conscious diet. 

While it made our bodies healthier, our taste buds often felt neglected, making us crave something as stimulating as ramen.

Not just me, but everyone.

“Yuren, we have one demand.”

“We’ll let this slide if you say you had to bring us here for game testing.”

“Me too, Yuren!”

“Same here, Yuren!”


“Deal!”

And so, that night, we ate ramen together and played Doom deathmatch mode until dawn. 

Of course, when we returned home, we all got scolded by Karen.

This was one thing that didn’t need to be the same as my past life…

Just when Doom was at its peak, someone from the Edward Trading Company arrived with Sylvia. 

A nobleman who appeared to be in his 30s, with slicked-back blonde hair like Sylvia’s, came into view. 

He was none other than Rebek Edward, who was in charge of the magical tools division at the Edward Trading Company.

“Hello, Yuren. It’s been a while.”

“Yes, Rebek. Long time no see.”

Rebek was Sylvia’s cousin and was responsible for the magical tools division. 

He had a particular fondness for making magical weapons, making him one of the most talented members of the Edward family. 

He had become obsessed with firearms after seeing Eternal Fantasy and had asked Sylvia to introduce him to me.

Thanks to him, about 60% of the guns produced and spread around were because of his efforts.

“I’m here today because of the shotgun.”

“Because of the shotgun?”

After guns, now a shotgun?

Rebek showed me a shotgun that his magical tools division had developed.

“Yes, our wizards believe that this shotgun could revolutionize [Anti-Magic Combat].”

The shotgun Rebek brought was much more refined and elegant than the crude one I had made. 

It had a walnut handle and a well-polished metal body—truly the work of a master craftsman, with a design that evoked the feel of a medieval musket.

“Hmm… Anti-Magic Combat, you say…”

As I held the shotgun, I remembered the time I had tested it. 

I had a feeling then that it would be incredibly useful in battles against wizards.

Seeing my expression, Rebek continued.

“You felt it too, didn’t you, Yuren?”

“Yes, as I was making it, I thought it could be useful in that way.”

I had some experience in magical combat and could sense what others might have felt, but since weaponry wasn’t my specialty, I had simply let the thought pass.

“Hmm…”

“Please, I implore you to share the patent. The lives of many warriors and wizards depend on your decision.”

In this world, aside from magic itself, patents weren’t all that significant. 

Even if they created the shotgun without my approval, there wasn’t much I could do about it. 

Rebek asking for my consent was more about maintaining the good relationship between the Irene School and the Edward Trading Company, as well as considering Sylvia’s feelings.

In other words, even if I objected, if this was the ‘trend’ of the times, someone would eventually make a shotgun and use it in the way I had envisioned.

“Alright, Rebek. I’ll share the patent.”

“Thank you so much, Yuren!”


Rebek was overjoyed as he shook my hand. 

Was he really that excited about the development of the shotgun?

I lightly agreed to cooperate in the shotgun’s development, and a few weeks later…

I found myself facing off against Grey with a shotgun in hand.

…?



 
  
    Chapter 103: Trial by Duel (1)


The Grey Bell.

Grey Bell, the owner of the Grey Trading Company, was a notorious figure. 

She had deceived Irene, leading to Yuren’s creation of the game that brought about the empire’s downfall. 

A grand wizard by nature, he had plotted to assassinate Prince Lethers, hoping to spark a violent conflict between the empire and the Kingdom of Ra.

However, this plan failed, and in a twist of fate, Yuren stripped her of her lands.

Since losing his territory, Grey had been enduring a grueling period. 

One of the strengths of the Grey Trading Company was its ability to produce affordable combat magic tools, thanks to the materials sourced from her lands. 

But with the loss of her estate, this advantage vanished. 

The once-mighty trading company was now on the verge of collapse. 

Yet, Grey clung to what remained.

The Grey family was known as the creators of Beria—dark magic. 

Through the business of crafting combat magic tools imbued with this dark magic, the company managed to survive. 

However, the success of Yuren’s game, Eternal Fantasy, ushered in a new era of magic tools, with [Guns], the rapid-fire attack magic tools, gaining immense popularity. 

This innovation, prioritizing speed and accuracy over power and range, swiftly replaced the Grey Trading Company’s Beria daggers in the empire’s military supply, dealing a devastating blow to Grey’s business.

“Yuren!!!!!” 

Grey screamed in rage, but her voice fell on deaf ears. 

Yuren, having exacted his revenge by taking Grey’s lands, paid no further attention to her, focusing solely on his game development. 

Little did Yuren know that the Grey Trading Company had suffered greatly due to the success of his game.

But Grey was different. 

Convinced that Yuren was bent on their destruction, she decided that he could no longer afford to endure this. 

When the imperial army announced a new magic tool bidding, Grey saw her chance. 

With the large-scale battles now a thing of the past, the imperial army was focusing on small-scale combat situations, such as those involving foreign mages, criminals, or high-level monsters.

The world needed magic tools that were not only more powerful than guns but also specialized for close combat. 

The empire placed an enormous bid on this competition, and in the end, it came down to the Edward Consortium’s [Shotgun] and the Grey Trading Company’s [Dark Sword].

And then…

“The magic tool selected for the empire’s close-combat armament is… the Edward Consortium’s [Shotgun].”

Thud! Thud! 

The moment the bid was announced, Grey felt as though the sky had fallen. 

Without this contract, her company faced ruin. 

Overwhelmed by the despair that Yuren and Irene had once felt, Grey lost her composure and shouted, “This is absurd! I cannot accept this! I object!”

Grey charged forward, lodging her objection, but the onlookers quickly restrained her.

“What is this insolence, Grey?”

“Our Grey Trading Company has supplied combat magic tools to the imperial army for the past 200 years. I cannot believe that our tools are inferior to those born from some frivolous game.”

The imperial army’s judges, hearing Grey’s words, felt their blood pressure rise. 

Even in this world, the defense industry was half based on connections. 

Naturally, the judges had their ties to both the Grey Trading Company and the Edward Consortium.

Grey’s outburst was nothing short of an insult to the judges aligned with the Edward Consortium.

“Are you insulting the imperial judges?”

“I am not insulting anyone. I simply believe this decision is unjust.”

But the judges had their defense as well. 

The shotgun had demonstrated clear advantages in close-combat magic battles during performance tests, which was why it was chosen. 

However, Grey refused to believe it and took drastic measures.

“I, Grey Bell, challenge the person responsible for the Shotgun to a ‘Trial by Combat.’ If the Shotgun is truly a useful combat magic tool, it should have no trouble defeating me!”

Trial by Combat.

In the Zerse Empire, where it was believed that the gods granted victory to the righteous, the Trial by Combat was a sacred right that people could invoke. 

Especially in the imperial army, which was closely tied to the god of war, refusing a Trial by Combat was nearly sacrilegious. 

Thus, the functionality of the magic tools would be proven through combat.

However, there was a problem.

“But who exactly should we bring to represent the Shotgun?”

The head of the Shotgun project at the Edward Trading Company was Rebeck Edward. 

However, he was not the owner of the Shotgun’s license. 

The rightful owner, the one responsible for introducing the Shotgun to this world, was the creator of the game, Doom—the true owner of the Shotgun license.

That owner was…

“So, I’m the one who has to fight Grey in a Trial by Combat?”

“Somehow… it turned out this way. I’m sorry, Yuren!”

“I’m sorry, Yuren.”

Rebeck and Silvia bowed their heads, apologizing to me. I wasn’t angry, just… incredulous.

What is this? 

I had stopped paying attention to her after hearing she was suffering from losing her estate, but now she’s walking right into the fire on his own? 

Was life getting boring?

“So, what happens now?” my master, who had been listening beside me, asked Silvia.

“If Yuren accepts the Trial by Combat, he will have to fight Grey in front of the imperial army’s observers. Of course, Yuren is under no obligation to accept.”

“If Yuren declines, we will simply re-evaluate the magic tools. But that is something we can handle, so there is no need for you to worry,” Rebeck added, trying to reassure me. But I knew what was at stake.

If I refused the Trial by Combat, the Shotgun would likely be seen as a cowardly magic tool, which would negatively affect it in the next evaluation.

My master was the real concern. 

While it would be satisfying to exact revenge on Grey, my kind-hearted master might oppose such an act.

Hmm… What should I do?

As I pondered, my master took my hand and spoke.

“Yuren…”

“Yes, Master?”

I looked at my master. And then…

For the first time, I saw a cold, stern expression on his face as he looked at me.

“I… want Grey to suffer more.”

If that’s what you wish, then the decision is easy.

My master had declared a holy war.

It was time for battle!!!

One week later, the day of the Trial by Combat arrived. 

For the first time in a while, I set aside my game development and focused on training in combat magic. 

I headed to the trial grounds, where a large crowd had already gathered, turning the event into a spectacle.


In the center of the trial grounds stood Grey. 

Instead of her usual black dress, she wore a combat-ready black cloak and carried a black sword that appeared to be one of her trading company’s magic tools. 

It looked like the Dark Sword—a weapon said to be crafted with Veria, dark magic.

As I approached with my shotgun, Grey, who had once been so confident, now greeted me with a stiff, grim expression.

“It’s been a while, Yuren.”

“Not calling me ‘kid’ anymore?”

Grey simply stared coldly at me, no longer displaying the arrogance she once had.

“I have to admit, you did land a serious blow on me.”

“Well, that’s touching. Thank you.”

Grey, clearly still bitter, gripped her sword tightly, glaring at me.

“But remember, the most dangerous beast is the one that’s wounded.”

I didn’t know what Grey had gone through, but she spoke as if she were the victim.

It was laughable. 

Everything had started with her little prank.

Should I say something?

Back in my old world, there was a saying: Mess with the wrong person, and you might lose a hand. 

Be careful with your hands.

With that, I walked to my designated spot.

Once Grey and I were in our positions, the judge of the Trial by Combat entered. 

Dressed in the robes of the Holy Church, he announced to us, “Now, let the sacred Trial by Combat begin. May the gods grant victory to the rightful.”

With those words, the judge tossed a coin into the air. 

The trial would begin the moment the coin hit the ground.

Both Grey and I focused on the falling coin and each other, ready to strike.


The coin fell to the ground with a ting!

And in that instant…

Bang!!!

The flames of my shotgun roared to life as the Trial by Combat began.

Now… the moment of judgment has come.



 
  
    Chapter 104: Trial by Duel (2)


The Magician

A being who freely wields magical power, blessed by the World Tree.

In another world, they were troubleshooters who solved people’s problems, doctors who healed the sick, and strategic weapons that could annihilate an entire army single-handedly.

All of this was possible because they were transcendent beings who manipulated the laws of the world through magic.

However, they were not superhumans or absolute entities.

They were living creatures who, like anyone else, would die if their hearts stopped.

They, too, were bound by their own rules.

The most popular defensive magic currently in existence is the spell called “Shieldron.”

It could resist almost all elemental magic while being manipulated to serve as a physical shield.

However, turning Shieldron into a solid barrier significantly increased the consumption of magical energy based on the area it covered.

Until now, the basic strategy for battle was to attack extensively with elemental magic, such as fire and lightning.

This was the most reliable method for causing damage not only to magicians but also to ordinary soldiers in war.

Thus, the usage of Shieldron naturally evolved to fit this strategy.

To survive a sudden firestorm that could come from anywhere, magicians were trained from a young age to specialize in elemental magic defense and use Shieldron to protect their entire bodies as quickly as possible.

Grey was one of those magicians.

In other words, the defensive magic of current magicians was vulnerable to “mass attacks.”

As soon as the duel began, I fired my shotgun at Grey without hesitation.

The lead bullets, propelled by the explosion of Red Slime powder, flew toward Grey.

Sensing the incoming attack, Grey hurriedly deployed the “Shieldron.”

But…

Crash!

“Argh!!!”

Grey’s Shieldron shattered like glass, and he was flung backward.

This was the potential of the shotgun in the magician’s battle.

The defensive magic from another world, designed to counter elemental magic, was highly vulnerable to mass attacks, like the shotgun’s wide-spread shots.

Of course, magicians knew this and used combined magic like water and ice spells for such mass attacks when fighting among themselves.

However, these spells naturally required casting time and could be easily detected and countered by a skilled magician.

But the shotgun was different.

It was a weapon that fired lead bullets using the explosive power of Red Slime, not magic or spells.

It showed no flow of magical energy and could be fired simply by pulling the trigger, allowing for a mass attack faster than any spell or magical tool.

It was truly a weapon—no, a magical tool—revolutionizing modern magical combat.

“Grrr…”

“Of course, if it ended like this, you wouldn’t be a witch.”

Grey, who had been blown away by the shotgun, stood up, bleeding.

It seemed the first shot, using 25 buckshot pellets, aimed for a wide-area attack, had inflicted injuries but no significant wounds.

“You’ve created a truly dreadful weapon, Yuren.”

“Not as dreadful as you, Grey.”

Grey used a Dark Sword as a staff to support herself as she rose, licking her bleeding lips.
She spoke.

“I just know the true nature of humanity better.”

“The true nature of humanity, my foot! You corner people into hopeless situations and force them to make those choices, and then you call it their true nature?”

After my encounter with Grey, I investigated her guild and learned about her many vile deeds.

She manipulated people bit by bit with the power of money and violence, destroying countless nameless guilds and individuals.

Undoubtedly, I, too, would have been one of her targets for destruction.

And yet, she dares to speak of the true nature of humanity?

It was utterly absurd.

“That’s not the ‘true nature of humanity.’ It’s your true nature.”

I loaded the pump-action shotgun I brought as an excellent tool for both conversation and magical combat.

Click!

“Let’s finish this quickly. I don’t have much time before my ranked match tonight.”

“Oh my, we finally agree on something. I don’t have much time either!!!”

Whoosh!

She swung the Dark Sword, and its black blade extended, flying toward me.

This was her magical tool, the Dark Sword, a whip-like weapon that could extend freely, endowed with dark magic on its blade.

To be fair, the Dark Sword wasn’t a bad magical tool.

It could cover both close and mid-range, and its dark magic, being mass-based, could penetrate light defensive spells.

However, there were unavoidable limitations to magic that relied on magical power.

From my perspective, the Dark Sword was too slow, and its attacks were too obvious.

“Here we go.”

Dodging the Dark Sword’s attack with ease, I noticed Grey began chanting a spell.
Just as I expected.

“『Beria (Dark Magic)!』”

Dark magic began to envelop Grey like a cloak.

It solidified quickly, forming countless spikes that flew toward me.

“You’re doing that again?”

I had encountered Grey’s magic during the first-grade exam.

It was a type of magic that created the non-existent darkness and shaped it into various forms.

Back then, she had also sent spikes flying at me, and the countermeasure was simple.

Fwoosh!

Flames erupted from the empty air.

『Unincanted Fireball』 – Five consecutive shots.

Due to its nature, dark magic was weak against fire and light spells, and it was more vulnerable to repeated collisions with multiple spells than a single powerful one.

Back then, I had burned away her dark magic like this and won, and I thought it would work again this time.

But…

Whoosh!

“You withstood that!?”

Black spikes pierced through the flames and flew toward me.

Caught off guard by the unexpected assault, I hastily deployed the “Shieldron” defensive magic, but it was a bit late, and a spike hit my arm.

“Ahhh! Yuren!!”

“Ugh!!”

Sora, watching from the stands, screamed.

I quickly stepped back, burned away the black spikes, and healed my wound.

Grey, seeing me in such a state, returned to her arrogant gaze, as she always had.

“What’s the matter, little Yuren? You’ve lost that calm look on your face.”

Something was off.

The magic Grey used back then wasn’t this powerful.

It was then that I sensed an odd flow of magical energy emanating from Grey.

“You… did something, didn’t you?”

“Hmm? I can’t quite hear what you’re saying!”

That crazy woman!

I had thought she’d prepare something against me, but she came here after doping!

“Hehehe… Don’t worry, little Yuren. I’ll keep your head safe… forever, that is.”

“Really, no matter how many times I see it, you truly are a crazy woman.”

Bang!

The shotgun fired again, spitting flames.

The pellets spread wide, flying toward Grey.

But Grey wasn’t going to stand still.

“Do you think I’d fall for that again!?”

Grey’s dark magic enveloped her completely, forming a black sphere around her for protection.

This was her specialty and her strongest shield, a physical barrier created with dark magic.

Enhanced by the buff from her drugs, it was much sturdier than before, and the shotgun’s pellets were deflected.

Ping! Ping! Ping!

“Hehe, your proud shotgun is nothing special, Yuren.”

Grey’s voice came from within the black sphere.

I didn’t answer and continued to close the distance, firing in succession.

Click… Bang! Click… Bang!

“No way, little Yuren!!”

Despite two more buckshot shots, the strongest shield remained unscathed.

If my attack ended here, she would likely turn her strongest shield into an attack and counter.
But would she really get such an opportunity?

Just as Grey knew me and prepared with doping, I also knew her well.

I had anticipated that her “strongest shield” might block the shotgun.

Would I have come unprepared?

As I closed to the proper range, I loaded the shotgun’s last round and concentrated all my magical energy into the final shot, aiming at Grey.

Click…

“Listen, because I’m saying this out of courtesy—goodbye.”

The last round loaded into the shotgun wasn’t an ordinary shell.

『Slug Shot』

Instead of scattered pellets, this shotgun shell contained a single, large, spindle-shaped lead bullet.

Packing all its kinetic energy into one big bullet, it boasted enough power to tear through even the highest-grade bulletproof vest.

I had also applied an acceleration spell to maximize its force and fired it straight at the strongest shield.

Boom!


With a deafening roar unlike any previous shotgun blast, the massive slug bullet hurtled toward the strongest shield.

And then…

Crash!

“Aaaaah!!!”

The dark magic shattered into pieces from the impact of the slug bullet.

With a sound like tearing metal, the strongest shield shattered, and Grey was flung backward.

Judging by the tattered state of her left hand, which seemed to have attempted a last-minute defense, she had paid the price for her games.

Blood was pouring out.

It was the moment she paid for her mischief.



 
  
    Chapter 105: Trial by Duel (3)


Grey’s appearance was wretched.

Blood flowed from the wounds riddled with holes from buckshot, and her left hand was nothing more than a shredded piece of cloth, bleeding profusely.

The outcome of a duel trial was decided when one side died or could no longer continue the duel.

From the judge’s perspective, Grey’s condition had already surpassed the point of continuing; her life was in danger.

The judge seemed poised to declare my victory.

“The duel has been decided. The outcome is in favor of Yuren…”

“Wait a moment.”

But I interrupted the judge before they could declare my victory.

The judge’s gaze demanded an explanation, and I spoke, still staring at Grey.

“She still intends to fight.”

The judge finally looked not at Grey’s wounds, but into her eyes.

Despite her labored breathing, she glared with a fierce, venomous gaze. 

The judge, noticing her determination, hesitated and held off on the decision.

“Huff… huff… why… do you think I’ll keep fighting…?”

“I told you, I’ve dealt with many like you. People like you always struggle at the end, refusing to die alone, with those eyes of yours.”

I had met many evil bosses who toyed with people, believing they would never fail.

And they all met similar ends.

They’d be ensnared by their own schemes, desperately clinging on until their final breath, dying disgracefully.

Grey had that same look in her eyes.

That was all.

“You really… know me well… This is… almost flattering…”

“Don’t be flattered. It’s not a human emotion.”

‘Gratitude’ and ‘Revenge.’

These were the principles I swore to live by in this world.

I would help anyone who helped me.

But I would make anyone who wronged me pay dearly.

To me, Grey was someone who deserved revenge.

“You insulted my mentor and put my family in danger. And you wasted the last chance I gave you.”

I loaded the shotgun for the next battle.

There was no rage or intense emotion in the mechanical action of reloading.

Naturally.

To me, Grey was just like a boss monster in a game — an enemy to be defeated for a rightful retribution.

That was the extent of her existence, and that was the extent of my sentiment toward her.

“The feeling I have toward you right now is nothing more or less than I’d feel toward a boss monster in a game.”

Personally, I didn’t dislike villains with a story.

Villains with conviction, proper reasons, who remained true to their beliefs without redemption, even to the bitter end — those were the kinds I liked.

But Grey wasn’t that kind of villain.

She was the dregs of a war era, longing for a war she’d never truly experienced.

That was ‘Grey.’

Click!

“Come on, bring out your final move, whether it’s transforming or self-destruction.”

I had prepared myself for whatever Grey might do.

Grey, seeing me ready, suddenly began to laugh maniacally.

Was she just laughing because she was already crazy?

Anyway, she laughed like a villain about to use their last trump card.

“Hehehe… cough! Cough!”

“Why are you laughing?”

“Do you think I’m the type to explain everything? … I’ve already used it, Yuren.”

Wuuuuung…

As soon as Grey finished speaking, the blood flowing from her wounds began to glow.

To be precise, the blood glowed as it moved on its own, forming some kind of magic circle.

What is this?

“That’s…”

“Do you know what that is, Irene?!”

Irene, who had been observing the duel trial, was the first to notice what Grey was doing.

She recognized the magic Grey was using at a glance.

“That’s one of the dark magics, ‘Memento (Demonic Possession Spell).’”

“Memento! Isn’t that a forbidden magic!?”

“That’s right, Sora, my student…”

‘Memento (Demonic Possession Spell).’

A spell that summons a demon from hell to possess one’s own body, temporarily granting immense power.

But over time, the possessed demon erodes both body and soul, ultimately turning the user into a mindless demon obsessed only with destruction — a self-destruct spell in essence.

During the war era, this magic was forced upon prisoners sentenced to death, used to send them to enemy nations to commit acts of terror, which led to it being banned by the Holy Church.

Crack! Snap! Crackle!

Grey’s body began to change rapidly.

Black flesh and muscle swelled all over her body, healing her wounds, doubling her size.

A sharp tail sprouted, and black horns emerged from her head.

In one word, she looked like a [demon].

『Kraaaaaaa!』

“I expected this, but… you really went this far, Grey. You’ve truly crossed the final line.”

『If I couldn’t win the duel trial, everything I achieved would be over anyway. So, why not enjoy it like this, a proper war to the very end?』

Grey’s voice, distorted yet strangely familiar, emanated from a demonic head that barely retained her original form.

“Kyaaah!”

“Ah… A demon!! A real demon has appeared!!!”

Panic erupted among the spectators of the duel trial.

People began to scream and run in panic.

My eyes met those of my master seated in the audience. She started to gather his magic to intervene, but I shook my head. 

There was no need for him to get involved in hunting a demon.

“Let’s begin!! Yuren, you little brat!!! War!!!!”


Thud! Thud! Thud!

Grey, now transformed into a demon, charged at me like a tank, his massive body barreling forward. 

I used flight magic to narrowly evade his attack and soared into the air.

Then, I fired a slug round at Grey’s feet.

Click… BOOM!!!

“Aaargh!!!!”

Grey’s demonized knee burst like black jelly. But at the same time, the wound began to heal.

Ssshhhh!

“Heh heh… If it were that easy to kill me, I wouldn’t be called a demon, would I, little Yuren?”

“Then, how about this?”

I flew directly towards Grey’s head.

And then…

Click-BOOM!!! Click… BOOM!!!!

“Aaaargh!!!!!!”

I blasted Grey’s head with slug rounds. 

Her head exploded like a watermelon. 

Even for a demon, losing his head must have been excruciating; his ear-splitting screams echoed throughout the arena.

Ssshhhhhh!

“This isn’t enough to kill me!!! Yuren!!!”

“I know, I was just buying time.”

From Grey’s head, flesh began to burst out, and her head started to reassemble. 

Meanwhile, I discarded the shotgun and began chanting a spell.

“No, it can’t be… That incantation!?”

Realizing what kind of magic I was about to use, Grey charged at me. 

But it was already too late.

“『Nuben Chain (Holy Chains of Light)!』”

Whoosh!!!

As I finished the incantation, golden chains erupted from the ground and bound Grey. 

The Holy Magic, “Nuben Chain,” was a spell I learned from Father Raul while receiving advice during the creation of Doom. 

It was one of the Sacred Church’s renowned holy spells, wielding absolute power in subduing demons.

That is, if used by a devout believer.

Crack! Crack!!!

“You think you can stop me with this!?”

Grey’s overwhelming strength began to crack the chains I summoned. 

She roared as if she would tear through the chains and rip me apart at any moment.

I responded calmly.

“I know that too. This is just another way to buy time.”

“What!?”

I had heard long ago from Minerva, the Chancellor, that Grey might use his final trump card and undergo demonization. 

She warned me to be careful, as it seemed like she had been dabbling in dark magic. 

I had suspected something like this might happen in today’s duel.

So, what should I do?

“I am just an ordinary ‘game developer.’ Hunting demons is not my area of expertise.”

I wasn’t a hero.

I was just a ‘game developer’ used to managing countless projects. 

If the enemy was a demon, I could always outsource the job to someone specialized in demon hunting.

Boom!!!

At that moment, the doors burst open, and they appeared.

“Enjoy your last moments, Grey. The professionals have arrived.”

The doors swung wide, revealing Father Raul and a dozen members of the Sacred Church’s 『Order 13』.

Order 13 was a special unit within the Sacred Church, specializing in demon hunting.

“Our Father in heaven, hallowed be your name on earth as it is in heaven; bless our holy hunt…”

I had asked Father Raul for help, knowing that there might be heretics who had sold their souls to a demon. 

Upon hearing that, Father Raul had come running, along with the new armaments.

Click! Click! Click! Click!

The priests accompanying Father Raul were all armed with shotguns. 

The bullets they loaded were imbued with holy magic, highly effective for hunting demons. 

And Father Raul himself…

Vrrrrrrrrrrrr!!!!!

“Aaaaameeeeeen!!!!!!!!!!!!!”

…wielded a power saw made with holy chains blessed by the Sacred Church. 

With his immense muscles and the shrieking noise of the power saw, he looked like a character out of a certain horror movie, though he was undoubtedly the most righteous ally we could have.

“Who are you?! Don’t interfere with the war between me and Yuren!”

“Shut up, demon witch!”

Father Raul dismissed Grey’s words with a single retort and raised his power saw, shouting.

“Did you think you could perform demonization in our Sacred Church’s blessed duel arena and go unpunished?”

The blade of Father Raul’s power saw spun even faster, and the other priests of Order 13 began to encircle Grey.

Vrrrrrrrrrrrr!!!!!

“You will perish not with a whimper, but like a mayfly, dying swiftly and without purpose. Aaaaaameeeen!!!!!!!”

“Perish!!!!!!”

What followed was a one-sided slaughter.

Grey’s demonized attacks were all blocked by the holy magic shotguns. His limbs were dismantled one by one by Father Raul’s power saw, losing her means of attack. 

The wounds inflicted by holy magic healed slowly, and even if they did heal, Father Raul would laugh maniacally and cut them off again with the holy power saw.

At that moment, I…


“My disciple, should you really be here?”

“The professionals are handling it well; it’s fine.”

I quickly retreated and, alongside my master and Sora, watched Grey’s end.

I’ll give you this, Grey:

You went out in style.



 
  
    Chapter 106: Doom – Intermission


The case of “The Duel Trial: Demon Summoning Incident” came to an end with its eradication by the 13th Division of the Holy Church.

Grey was torn into seventeen pieces by Father Raul’s magic saw and reduced to a heap of demon flesh before being incinerated. 

As a result of this incident, the Grey Trading Company had all its assets seized and went bankrupt.

Ironically, Grey’s desperate attempts to prevent the auction of the shotgun only ended up proving its effectiveness.

Orders flooded in not just from the Imperial Army but also from the Kingdom of Ra and the Yura Republic. 

The duel between me and Grey, vividly recorded for the court’s evidence, was now being used as a new combat training manual.

Even the Holy Church placed additional orders.

The equipment that the 13th Division armed themselves with this time was a gift I had presented to Father Raul, partly as a test, partly to establish a connection.

But following this demon extermination, the “Holy Magic Shotgun” and the “Holy Magic Saw” were officially chosen as suitable weapons for combat against demons.

May the demons who will be shredded by the magic saw in the future rest in peace.

And as for me…

Whirrrrr…

“Yuren!!! That was reckless! What if something had gone wrong?”

“Sylvia is right!!! On top of that, you didn’t tell us anything. That was too much!!!”

I had returned home to have the wound on my arm, inflicted by Grey, treated by my master, while enduring the scolding from Sylvia and Julia.

I hadn’t mentioned to anyone but my master that something like this might happen during the duel trial.

I had feared they would oppose it out of concern for my safety.

After returning from the duel trial, where I had fought a demonized Grey and sustained a large wound on my arm, the two of them continued to reprimand me.

Honestly, I had no excuse.

“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you, but… I really wanted to handle this on my own.”

“Sigh… I understand. But still, at least talk to us a little. If something were to happen to you, I wouldn’t forgive myself for not knowing and letting it happen.”

“I feel the same!”

“Alright, I’ll make sure to tell you next time.”

The two were genuinely angry, and I sincerely apologized.

During this, my master’s treatment finished.

“Yuren! The treatment is done! As long as you don’t overexert yourself for about three days, you’ll be fine!”

I moved my treated arm.

Except for a bit of muscle stiffness, there was no pain at all.

“As expected of Master. I feel like I could jump into another duel right away!”

“Ahem!!”

My master’s healing magic was indeed remarkable.

If it were up to me, it would have taken a week for a full recovery.

Zing! 

Zing!

At the mention of a duel, Sylvia and Julia glared daggers at me.

Faced with their eyes, sharper than Grey’s thorns, I had no choice but to back down.

“It’s just a figure of speech, ha ha ha…”

Why, when I haven’t even married yet, do I feel like I understand the heart of a married man?

It was a sad moment when I felt the weight of responsibility without the joy.

That night, while everyone else was asleep, I sneaked up onto the roof with a bottle of wine.

On a night like this, I wanted to quietly have a drink.

“It’s a good night for a drink.”

I popped the cork of the bottle and took a sip.

The fragrant wine moistened my throat, mingling with the fragrant night air.

“Gulp… gulp… Ah, that’s good.”

Someone once said that revenge is futile,

But I don’t think so.

I believe that there is no better way to regain one’s self-esteem than revenge.

The most straightforward and satisfying method is to erase the person responsible completely,

But if I became a murderer because of that, it would sadden my master.

Yes…

There was only one way I could conclude my revenge.

This was the only way that would allow me to finish it without causing grief to anyone.

You endured well, Yuren. 

You did well to hold out until the end.

Tonight’s drink was a reward for myself.

“Yuren.”

“Master?”

At that moment, I heard my master’s voice.

I turned my head and saw my master, in her pajamas, flying through the air.

She calmly floated to my side.

“So you were here after all. Can’t you sleep?”

“No, I just wanted to enjoy this feeling of relief a little longer.”

“Is that so, my disciple?”

My master sat quietly beside me.

As I sat next to her, looking up at the night sky, a warm air enveloped me.

Was it because I’d been so focused on things like revenge, doom, and shotguns?

This warm air felt incredibly sweet.

As we enjoyed the moment, my master spoke.

“Yuren…”

“Yes, Master.”

She stroked my head, speaking gently.

It had been a long time since I felt my master’s warm hand.

“I’m sorry. And… thank you.”

“I should be the one to thank you, Master.”

I felt like a child again, feeling my master’s hand.

It seemed like I would be able to sleep soundly tonight for the first time in a while.

In the Genros Empire’s Gwor Military District, at the border where three nations meet, there lies a peculiar city.

This city began in an underground cave beneath a cliff, outside the reach of any nation’s influence, where criminals and vagrants who could not live in any of the three countries were gathered.


The forsaken,

The homeless,

The criminals,

And those who took advantage of them.

As such people gathered and gathered, that group grew into a village and eventually became a city.

That place was the city of debauchery and crime, “Triad.”

And deep within that city was the meeting room of “The Connected Ones.”

For the first time in a while, their meeting was convened there.

“Is everyone here?”

An old voice echoed through the meeting room of “The Connected Ones.”

However, there was no human presence there.

Only orbs of various colors, like gold, red, blue, and green, were present.

The voice of an old man came from the golden orb, and everyone confirmed their attendance.

Thus, the meeting began.

“So… the Grey Witch is dead?”

“Yes, she lost in the duel trial, turned into a demon, and was eliminated by the Holy Church.”

A gentle young man’s voice responded from the blue orb to the voice from the golden one.

At the news, a brash voice, sounding like a punk, came from the green orb.

“That woman really went out with a bang. Demonizing in the middle of a duel trial? She’ll be the talk of the town for a hundred years.”

“Maybe that was the future she wanted.”

A young woman’s voice responded from the red orb to the green one’s comment.

The woman in the red orb continued with a resolute tone.

“Grey loved war, after all.”

Even among “The Connected Ones,” Grey was particularly a war enthusiast.

No, she was so unusual that starting a war wasn’t a means to an end for her, but the end itself.

The old man from the golden orb spoke.

“That was her problem. We’re not lunatics who start wars without profit.”

A brief sound of sipping coffee could be heard.

Whether from regret or the bitterness of the coffee, the old man’s voice held a tinge of sourness.

“From the moment war became her goal and not a means, the downfall of ‘Grey’ or the ‘Bell family’ was already determined.”

“So, Gold, what will you do now?”

A rational question was asked from the blue orb.

In a way, it was an obvious question.

The only reason “The Connected Ones” were connected in this way was for one thing:

Profit.

Talking about future gains was the most natural conversation to have.

“Is there any need to do anything? The hunter who caught the Grey Witch has already presented us with a new job.”

Information about the new magical tools, or more precisely, the opportunities created by Yuren, had already been shared among everyone here.

“I thought he was just a clown who made simple toys, but it seems he created something quite useful.”

“[Gun, Shotgun, Magic Saw] all seemed pretty practical.”

“But he’s selling them too honestly. You have to sell weapons in a dirtier way to make a bigger profit!”

They were experts in weapon sales.

It wouldn’t be difficult to bypass a patent and imitate Yuren’s magical tools.

“Indeed, if new weapons create a new market, it’s the best scenario for us.”

“That woman did a good deed before leaving, after all.”

They knew that Yuren’s magical tools were selling like hotcakes within the Imperial Army through the Edward Trading Company.

However, it was still limited to the central region of Zephia in the Empire.

There were still plenty of markets left in the provinces, the Kingdom of Ra, the Yura Republic, and other countries.

Moreover, the game called Dune and the incident caused by Grey had heightened interest in guns and shotguns.

From the perspective of “The Connected Ones,” it was as if they had been given the perfect stage to start their business.

The owner of the golden orb felt immensely grateful to both Yuren and Grey for creating this situation.

“Now… business is important, but Grey was once our comrade, wasn’t she? Let us all raise a glass in her memory.”

In the orb-less meeting room, the sound of glasses clinking filled the air, and each spoke a few words.

“To Grey.”


“Farewell, madwoman.”

“Goodbye, Grey.”

And finally, the last voice came from the golden orb.

“Farewell, Grey.”

With the final words from the golden orb, their meeting concluded.



 
  
    Chapter 107: Loan(?)


With the success of our Irene School has once again made a lot of money.

But it wasn’t just through the game.

We made an enormous profit from the gun-type magical devices that began with Eternal Fantasy and were perfected in Doom.

The gun-type magical device business earned money in a slightly different way than the game.

With the help of Silvia and the Ministry of Finance, I integrated guns and shotguns into a separate patent license called 『Gun-type Magical Device』.

The patent was owned by the Irene School, the manufacturing was handled by the Edward Trading Company, and certification was done by the Ministry of Finance. 

This system allowed us to supply the Empire’s army and the Holy Church.

The reason for creating such a complicated system instead of monopolizing it was to ensure stable profits.

Unlike the game, in the world of magical devices, many companies were more skilled than I was in both production and business. 

If I had greedily tried to monopolize the business, patents could easily become meaningless in this world.

But what would happen if I created these connections and tied them to power?

If someone carelessly tried to interfere, the Ministry of Finance could step in.

Or perhaps a high-ranking official in the Empire’s army could get upset.

Or maybe the Holy Church would come charging in, shouting “Amen!”

Any one of these could happen.

It was much easier to make the gun-type magical devices properly and pay the rightful fees.

Of course, the money we had to share was substantial, but it was worth it.

We received significant patent royalties, which we might have missed if we had tried to monopolize the market.

Besides, we had already made so much money from the game and magical devices.

Enough to experience something like this.

“Hello, Branch Manager Robert, it’s been a while.”

“Yes, hello, Mr. Yuren. It’s really been a while. You’ve become even more handsome in the time we haven’t seen each other.”

“Haha, thank you for the (obviously seen through) compliment.”

The brown-haired banker with a monocle, this was none other than Branch Manager Robert of the Southern Bank.

He had been a great help to us when the Irene School was struggling by giving us loans.

Especially when we needed the final one billion gold to create Tetris, he provided the funds, and we repaid the favor by paying double the interest and depositing a considerable portion of our assets with the bank.

“But what brings you here so suddenly, Branch Manager?”

A few days ago, he had expressed a strong desire to meet with me.

He mentioned something important related to loans, and since I was idle, recovering from an injury, I decided to meet with him.

“The truth is, Mr. Yuren, I came to talk to you about a loan.”

“A loan?… Karen, do we have any loans left?”

“No, Mr. Yuren, all debts of the Irene School were cleared four years ago.”

We had once had some debt.

Not only did the Irene School have its own debt, but my master and I had also borrowed a significant amount of money personally to run the school.

We had also received small favors from many people around us.

After hitting it big with the game, the first thing I did was repay all of those debts.

But the mention of a loan made me frantically wonder if there was some debt I had forgotten to repay.

That’s strange.

I even paid back ten times what I owed to old man Brown for the meals he gave me, so what’s left?

“That… that’s not the kind of loan I’m talking about. What I mean is that our Southern Bank would like to formally request a loan from the Irene School.”

“The bank wants to borrow money from us!?”

This was something I hadn’t even imagined.

I listened to Branch Manager Robert’s explanation.

The situation was roughly like this:

There were bonds related to Gray in the Southern Bank, and those had recently become worthless, causing significant damage.

To patch up the situation, they wanted to borrow the necessary funds from us.

“But why did you come to us?”

“Well, Mr. Yuren, we have a long-standing relationship, and currently, the Irene School is the wealthiest entity in the Empire, if not the entire South.”

Wealthiest entity? What’s he talking about now?

As I struggled to understand the situation, Karen jabbed at my side.

“Mr. Yuren… just a moment…”

“Ah, got it, Karen. Branch Manager, could you give me a moment to talk?”

In the back room, Karen explained the recent financial situation of the Irene School to me.

After completing the land purchases, we hadn’t decided how to invest the remaining money, so it was all just sitting in the warehouse.

While I had been obsessed with Doom, the Irene School had turned into a treasure goblin for the bankers.

Life really is full of surprises. Who would have thought there’d come a day when we’d lend money to a bank?

Once I understood the situation, I returned to Branch Manager Robert.

Even though we had a good relationship, this was still business, so the conversation took on a different tone.

Drawing upon the ruthless business tactics I had learned in my past life at [Dragonmountain], I asked the Branch Manager,

“So… how much are you looking to borrow?”

I wasn’t sure how he saw me, but I was ready to show him the business acumen I had honed through simulation games.

Thus, I engaged in a loan simulation game through the Branch Manager.

As I experienced this banking loan incident, I realized it was finally time to move forward with something.

The grand project of the Irene School, and my own dream.

The 『Irene Land』 project.

The project itself was a simple plan to create a specialized city using the games developed by the Irene School.

But there was a lot to do to make it a reality.

We needed to create rides and attractions based on the games, and we would also need people to manage them.

Naturally, housing and various facilities for those people would be required.

Thinking about all these details made me wonder where to even begin, so I started by purchasing the land, the most basic part of the plan.

But now, we had more than enough money, and the Irene School’s games had spread their fame across the world.

It was time to move forward.

I convened a meeting.

I believed the first step was to build an amusement park, so I explained my vision of the park to everyone.

“How about we create rides like ‘Water Sliding,’ based on Super Thomas’s Sea Stage, or motorcycle racing from Eternal Fantasy? What does everyone think?”

Jiren, who had been listening to me seriously, spoke up.

“Hmm… Senior Brother, don’t you think we should build houses first?”

“Houses?”

Jiren began to suggest that building houses should come before the rides.


“Yes, the disciples are growing up, and we can’t stay in our rooms forever.”

“I totally agree with Jiren, Oppa! Yuren Oppa, I want a house of my own too!!”

Lauren, who had been quietly listening, jumped in with excitement, supporting Jiren’s idea.

I hadn’t expected Lauren to be so eager to own a house.

“What kind of house do you want, Lauren?”

“A house with a red roof, five rooms, and a swimming pool by the river would be perfect. I even drew up a design, would you like to see it?”

Lauren confidently showed me her house design.

As expected of a graphic designer, the house looked beautiful and cozy.

It seemed a bit too big for one person, the windows were facing north so there wouldn’t be much sunlight, and being by the river, there was the risk of flooding from the swimming pool. 

But aside from that, it looked like a nice place to live.

Barren, who had been watching quietly, chimed in.

“I don’t need a house that big, but I would love a shooting range.”

“I want a circuit or a road to practice riding bikes, Yuren.”

Noiren, who had recently become obsessed with bikes, wanted more diverse tracks to ride on.

Jiren and Karen then shared their thoughts as well.

“I’d like to see more bars, Senior.”

“We need more clothing shops, Mr. Yuren.”

Suddenly, what started as a city-building discussion began turning into a wish list.

Even our master joined in the conversation.

“Is there not going to be an ice cream shop, Yuren?”

“Of course, there will be an ice cream shop, Master.”

With that, everyone began sharing their wishes.

Houses, clothing shops, amusement parks, circuits, shooting ranges, and ice cream shops.

The categories were different, but one thing was clear—everyone had something they wanted.

“What should we do, Mr. Yuren?! It seems like everyone has a lot of desires,” Sora said, looking caught between everyone’s wishes.

Come to think of it…

“What about you, Sora? Is there anything you want?”

“I’ve already received so much! … But if I had to choose one thing… I’d like a house next to yours, Mr. Yuren.”

As Sora blushed and spoke, Julia shouted.

“Aah!!! Sora, that’s so unfair!!! Then I claim the house to the left of Yuren’s!”

Julia cried out and glanced at Sylvia.

The triumphant look in her eyes was as if she was a victor gazing upon a defeated foe.

But Sylvia remained calm.

“I’ll just borrow a room in Yuren’s house. Since I’ll only visit occasionally, that much is enough for me.”

What!? This method!?

Julia and Sora were left speechless, their jaws dropping in disbelief.

“S-Sylvia!!! That’s so unfair!”

“How could you even think of that… Sylvia, you’re a genius!”

As I found myself unknowingly ‘forced’ to lend out a room in my house, everyone continued discussing the houses and the city they wanted.

It was time to bring some order to the situation.

“Alright! Quiet! Quiet! I’ve heard all of your requests.”

“So, Senior Brother, what will you do now? Are we just going to proceed with everything?”

Jiren asked, sounding concerned.

In the past, similar discussions had grown too big and fizzled out without any concrete results.

“We have to, but if we start without a plan, it’s definitely going to be a mess.”

“Then what should we do?”


Noiren, equally concerned, asked, and I replied, recalling that game.

“Let’s test it out first, with a game.”

“A game!?”

There was a game that fit this situation perfectly.

『Build and Manage Your Own City Empire…』



 
  
    Chapter 108: Sin City (1)


In 1989, a game was released in the United States.

This game, released on PC, had a unique concept that was unheard of at the time.

It was a game about building a city.

This game, which spread through word of mouth due to its distinct concept, sold about one million copies and became so popular that it spawned 12 spin-off titles, turning it into a beloved series.

This game was none other than the origin of countless simulation games and the masterpiece of Will Wright, often called the father of simulation games: SimCity.

However, the SimCity most people know isn’t the original SimCity Classic.

The first SimCity Classic was a 2D, top-down game that made it hard to feel like you were truly managing a city.

The game that truly introduced SimCity to gamers came four years later in 1993, with SimCity 2000.

It featured a quarter-view perspective, showing three-dimensional buildings and cities, and revamped the interface to make city-building and management much more convenient.

All the SimCity games that followed can trace their origins back to SimCity 2000, to the point where it wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say that.

Like many other gamers, I was introduced to SimCity through SimCity 2000, and I quickly became addicted to the fun of simulation games that could make time fly by.

The joy of simulation games, in a word, is the fun of experimenting with your imagination.

Many games satisfy a gamer’s imagination, but I believe simulation games are the pinnacle of that experience.

The patterns of players who enjoy simulation games are often similar.

At first, they follow the missions and campaigns provided by the game.

In doing so, they learn the rules of the game and how to play, and eventually reach the ending using what they believe is the most efficient method.

But that’s when the real fun of simulation games begins.

Linus Pauling, an American chemist who won the Nobel Prize twice, once said:

“To satisfy curiosity is one of the greatest sources of happiness in life.”

I believe this quote perfectly defines the appeal of simulation games.

Anyone who plays simulation games has these thoughts:

“Will this work?”

“What will happen if I do this here?”

“I think this could work if I try it this way.”

As you play, these curiosities naturally arise, and unlike other games that are structurally limited, simulation games let you try out these ideas.

And at that moment, a whole new type of gameplay emerges, created by the player themselves.

I was no different.

“What would happen if I cut off the water supply to the city?”

“How many people would die if I built a nuclear power plant in the middle of the city and caused it to explode?”

“How many floors would be submerged if a tsunami hit?”

Curious about these things, I experimented with them in SimCity.

I watched as the stress levels rose, leading to riots, which I suppressed by sending in the military when the water supply was cut off.

I built four nuclear power plants in the heart of the city and detonated them all at once, observing the tens of thousands of casualties that followed.

As for the tsunami, I made it so intense that the entire city was submerged, and it was like watching a scene straight out of a movie.

The same applied to other simulation games.

In the zoo management simulation Zoo Land, I would throw guests and staff into the animal enclosures to watch them get eaten.

In the roller coaster simulation RollerCoaster Land, I’d toss vomiting people into the water or start operating without building the proper tracks, creating catastrophic disasters.

It’s not because I’m a psychopath that I played games like this.

Anyone who plays simulation games ends up experimenting like this, chewing, tearing, tasting, and enjoying the experience.

…It’s true!

“Let those who have never killed a single guest in RollerCoaster Tycoon cast the first stone!”

Anyway, what matters is that no game was more suitable for those of us who wanted to create something while hoping to build a successful city than SimCity.

Now! It’s time for some fun game development.

With a sudden declaration of game development, Yuren’s game plan presentation began.

As Yuren was presenting on SimCity and simulation games, Lauren, watching from the side, turned to Jiren and said,

“Jiren…”

“Hm?”

“Wasn’t today supposed to be our day off?”

“Yes, it was…”

“Then why are we having a game development meeting?!”

It was Saturday, a holiday, which meant it was supposed to be a day of rest.

The meeting wasn’t even supposed to be about game development. 

The original topic was meant to be [Gathering Ideas for Our Fun Fantasy Life and Town Development], a session meant for flexing our creativity.

But before anyone realized it, the flex session had vanished somewhere, and a game development meeting had taken its place.

At Lauren’s words, Jiren sighed deeply and replied weakly,

“Well, this is the Irene School, and that’s Senior Brother Yuren, so…”

In Jiren’s eyes was a glint of weariness.

Lauren grew up watching Jiren, who always energetically escaped from Senior Brother Yuren just to have some fun.

Seeing Jiren’s hollow expression now, Lauren thought that it might be her own future.

For the first time in her life, Lauren felt fear.

“Yeah, I think our school is insane. From now on, I’ll be working as a freelancer!!”

Lauren tried to bolt out of the meeting room, but she couldn’t move, as if a pressure three times her own weight was pinning her down.

Startled, she looked to her side, only to see Jiren, who had cast a micro-gravity spell on her.

“You, who gets caught by me in ten seconds flat, think you can escape from Senior Brother Yuren? Dream on…”

“If you give up, life becomes easier, Lauren. I gave up last year.”

Julia, who had come over unnoticed, chimed in to back up Jiren.

Julia’s eyes were just as empty.

“And besides, if even one of us bails, the rest will suffer.”

“Exactly, so just give up and accept it, Lauren.”

Lauren felt another wave of fear wash over her as she looked into the eyes of the two who had not only given up, but seemed to have reached a level where they were actually enjoying their defeat.

Is this what brainwashed people look like?

In the end, Lauren couldn’t hold it in anymore and exploded.

“Waaaah!!!! I just want to have fun!!! I want to play!!! Waaaah!!!”

Julia quickly covered Lauren’s mouth, silencing her outburst.

Hearing the brief commotion, Yuren looked over and said,

“Hm? What’s wrong, Jiren? Do you have something you want to add to the game?”

“It’s nothing. Senior Brother, don’t worry about it and just keep going.”

“Yeah, Yuren, don’t mind us. Just continue with your presentation.”

As Jiren and Julia quietly subdued Lauren out of sight, they spoke to Yuren.


Through long experience, they had learned one thing:

Letting Yuren satisfy his game development urges was actually the easiest way for them to have some peace.

Lauren’s silent scream for fun echoed through the meeting room.

The development of the SimCity game proceeded surprisingly quickly.

There were three reasons for this.

First, Yuren had declared that they wouldn’t start building their own homes until they finished the SimCity development.

Since their future homes were on the line, everyone’s motivation to work seemed to shoot up to 200%.

Second, everyone had accumulated so much game development experience by now that it was overwhelming.

Even without me having to say a word, everyone was diligently doing their tasks.

In fact, they even anticipated the improvements I would suggest, showcasing them on the spot, leaving me with nothing to critique.

It was remarkable. 

Even disciples like Noir and the others, who I didn’t expect to reach this level, had become part of this incredible ‘game development weaponry.’

Third, everyone found the development of a simulation game far more fun than I had imagined.

As we implemented the simulation content, people began to add all sorts of things they thought of.

For example:

“We should definitely include the Demon King’s resurrection as a disaster event, right?”

“It’s probably a good idea. Even though it happened centuries ago, it’s one of the most well-documented disasters.”

“How many demons should we summon when he resurrects?”

“Hm… at least ten thousand, don’t you think?”

Jiren and Karen casually added another disaster event without batting an eye.

Upon later review, I discovered that the event involved the Demon King’s resurrection, a volcanic eruption, and ten thousand demons spilling out to annihilate nearby villages.

Honestly, a nuclear power plant explosion seemed more merciful in comparison.

“Hey, if the magic concentration gets this high, people are going to explode!”

“Grandfather said there’s something like this in volcanic areas. We need to add it for authenticity!”

One of the key environmental factors in this world was the magic concentration.

However, in areas with excessively high magic concentrations, unless you were an elf or a well-trained mage, you could absorb too much magic, causing your magic core to rupture or go berserk.

I didn’t ask them to implement that, but somehow, Julia had gone ahead and added it.

“Um… why do we need a weapon shop in a city-building simulation game?”

“Well, the mercenaries and adventurers need weapons, don’t they?”

“Do weapon shops only sell guns these days?”

“Well… that’s…”

Jiren had built a weapon shop.

A weapon shop that only sold guns, at that.

“Sora, my disciple, have you implemented the roots of the World Tree?”

“Yes! Master Irene!! I’ve placed them all beneath the ground!”


“As expected of you, Sora!”

Was Sora and my master the only ones developing the game normally?

I knew it… I’m not wrong!

This is just human nature at work in a simulation game!

Once again, I felt that people are all the same, as I eagerly pushed forward with the development of SimCity.



 
  
    Chapter 109: Sin City (2)


After a month of work, 『Sin City』 was completed, but it had a structure quite different from the Sin City I knew.

Several original elements were added to fit the otherworldly setting.

New races like humans, elves, dark elves, and dwarves were introduced.

The natural environment of this world, such as the density of magic, was also incorporated.

Moreover, historical disaster events, like [the Demon King’s resurrection and the revived sealed wizard’s meteor], were added as disaster events.

On top of that, elements from other simulation games like 『Roller Coaster Land』 were also included.

The most important and largest feature of these types of simulation games, the editor function, was greatly enhanced.

The focus was placed on allowing players to create and simulate houses, natural environments, and buildings by utilizing the terrain and components of the otherworld.

It almost surpassed the level of a 『game editor』, reaching the level of a 『game engine』.

Naturally, this was the purpose of creating Sin City in the first place.

With Sin City completed, before releasing it to the world, we decided to each create our desired city and show it off.

***

An hour later, we gathered and started presenting.

“Shall we start with Lauren?”

“Of course! Here!! Take a look and admire it! The most beautiful city in the Empire, ‘Lorend’!!”

As expected of Lauren, a graphic designer, she created a city that was truly beautiful and green.

It was so well-made that it was hard to believe it was the same city I had created. 

The city was so pretty, with a red-roofed house by the river, and a swimming pool that utilized the river water, just as she described.

“Oh~ It’s beautiful.”

“How is it? Isn’t it gorgeous? Isn’t it amazing? Why not just use this as my city?”

Lauren seemed proud of the city she had created.

But then…

Swoosh!!

“Ah!! Lauren’s house!!!”

“It’s a flood!!!!!”

Lauren’s city, Lorend, which focused on aesthetics and paid no attention to drainage systems, was instantly hit by a flood.

Especially the house by the river—it was the first to be submerged, with only the red roof barely visible, signaling that this was Lorend.

“You should’ve considered the rainy season. You’re disqualified!!”

“Waaah!!! My Lorend!!!”

Next up were Noirin and Karen.

“Yuren, we made ours together.”

“Wanna take a look?”

“You two?… Well, let’s see.”

I looked at their city with a sense of foreboding.

What unfolded before my eyes was a city armed with gun shops and shooting ranges, all connected by dense roadways.

“The total road length is 32km! Is this a racetrack!?”

“A racetrack? No! We just tightly connected everything with roads.”

“And why are there so many gun shops and shooting ranges!?”

A city prepared for external invasions by arming itself and building fortifications…

But before facing any foreign forces, I could already see the Prime Minister clutching his neck and Mineva leading an army towards them.

Naturally, I disqualified them since creating a city like this was essentially declaring war on the Central Army.

“Next is Jiren, right?”

“Yes! Please take a look. This is the city of my dreams and hopes!!”

I looked at Jiren’s city.

Interestingly, Jiren had set the time to night.

When the simulation started… fireworks exploded.

Jiren’s city appeared under the dazzling lights and fireworks.

Between those lights, casinos and performance halls were perfectly placed.

But instead of dreams and hope, the city exuded an aura of debauchery and pleasure.

Well, it did have one advantage.

The citizen satisfaction rating reached the highest level, beyond MAX.

Every single citizen was in a state of euphoria.

“Um… Jiren…”

“Yes! What do you think?”

“Erase it. Before Karen sees it.”

“Huh?”

I had a lot to say, but I tried to be considerate of Jiren and gave him this advice.

But…

“It’s already too late, Yuren.”

Whoa, that scared me.

I heard Karen’s chilling voice from behind me.

“What is this, Jiren?”

“Well, you see, Karen, this is…”

Knowing Karen’s scolding was about to begin, I quickly escaped the scene.

Next was my Master’s city.

It was a cold, desolate city.

“What!? I definitely built a restaurant, Yuren.”

My Master had indeed built a restaurant.

But along with it, they had built 132 ice cream shops.

In the end, everyone’s cities were disqualified, and I finally revealed my city to everyone.

The true city of dreams and hope, 『Irene Land』.

With countless rides like those found in Super Mario World, this city was the embodiment of our hope!!!

Confidently, I unveiled my version of Sin City to everyone.

And then…

“The houses are way too shabby.”

“Where’s the clothing store, Yuren?”

After reviewing the latest records, I noticed 268 recommendations and several comments.

“No matter what, making half the city an amusement park was a bit too much.”

My city had been sunk by everyone’s opposition.


What went wrong?

It was a perfect city…

Just as I was lamenting the downfall of all the cities, the meeting room door opened, and Julia, Sylvia, and Sora walked in.

“Sorry we’re late!”

“Our city was just finished. Hahaha!!”

“The three of us made this city together. Everyone, take a look.”

Along with everyone else, I looked at the city the three women had created.

“This… This is!!?”

The city they had created… was astonishingly ordinary.

“Here is the residential area, and over here is the commercial district. We thought it would be better to maintain the buildings of the Irene School rather than relocating them, so we left them as they were.”

“To prepare for the summer monsoon, the residential area was built away from the river. The floodplain near the river could be used as farmland in the fall and spring.”

“We also placed amusement facilities, shops, warehouses, restaurants, and taverns in what we thought would be the most suitable locations based on Zephia’s standards.”

The city was incredibly normal, with a structure similar to our current village.

But maybe that’s why?

Watching the simulation screen gave me a sense of calm.

During the day, people worked in the buildings of the Irene School and at their respective jobs.

On the weekends, they visited the relatively small, but enjoyable, amusement park to have a good time.

It was an ordinary, yet uniquely special, everyday life.

“This is pretty good, isn’t it?”

“I think it’s great too. What do you think, disciples?”

“I… I’m satisfied with this.”

With everyone in agreement, we decided to go with the city that Julia, Sylvia, and Sora had built.

This was the beginning of the southern city, Irene Land.

“Julia! Where is our house?”

“I’ve placed everyone’s houses here in the residential area.”

In the designated residential district, everyone had their own house already set up.

Each person found their house, changing its design and decorating it to their liking.

I went to find my house too, but…

“Uh… Guys, where’s my house?”

I couldn’t find my house.

No matter where I looked in the residential area, there was no nameplate with my name on it.

What’s going on? Where did my house go?

“This is your house, Yuren.”

“This one!?”

Sora pointed to the largest house at the edge of the residential area.

It was a mansion, roughly three times the size of the other houses, around 200 Gold.

“Why is the house so big? It’s like three times bigger than the others.”

“Well, of course! It’s because we combined our three houses into one.”

“You combined them!?”

It was only then that I noticed the nameplate on the mansion.

When I touched the nameplate engraved with… [Yuren, Sylvia, Julia, Sora], all of their names appeared.

No wonder I couldn’t find it earlier.

“We thought there was no need to build a house close to Yuren.”

“So, we built your house like this,” they said.

Before I could say anything to the three of them, my master spoke up.

“Hey, kids! I want to live in Yuren’s house too.”

“Anticipating that, we made a room for you as well, Master.”

“Oh! Really? Thanks, Sylvia!”

With that, Sylvia showed my master the room inside the mansion.

It was beautifully designed, identical to the room my master currently had in the Irene School building.

“I placed your room close to the kitchen so you can have ice cream anytime you want.”

“Really!? Thank you, Sora!”

***

The three of them proudly showed my master around the mansion, engaging in lively conversation.


It was a very warm and pleasant atmosphere.

Except for one person…

“Um… guys… What about my personal privacy?”

That day, I became the owner of a mansion with three + one residents.

But could I even call this a personal residence?



 
  
    Chapter 110: Sin City (3)


Although it was created for home renovations, “Sin City” was an incredibly enjoyable game even when viewed purely as a game. 

Everyone had fun creating various cities to their liking, unleashing disasters, and playing with it enthusiastically. 

However, since it wasn’t a mainstream game, we released “Sin City” with a light heart.

“This time, the Irene Academy has released a new game.”

“A city management simulation, you say? That’s an unusual game.”

“Shall we give it a try?”

Naturally, the first ones to encounter Sin City were gamers. 

These users enjoyed a variety of games such as action, RPG, fighting, racing, and FPS, but they hadn’t yet delved into simulation games.

With the introduction of a game that allowed managing various cities of the empire, users seeking new entertainment listened with pounding hearts.

“Oh, so it’s a game where you manage a city to achieve goals.”

Users encountering the game for the first time naturally knew nothing. 

Through tutorials and campaigns designed for such users, gamers learned about Sin City one step at a time.

“So this is how you build structures.”

“Building taverns and shops increases happiness? What good is it when happiness increases?”

“People work hard and taxes have increased!? So this is how you manage a city!”

Through the basic campaigns, gamers who understood what the game was about began to challenge more difficult campaigns. 

And they started to feel the injustices of the world.

“Oh no, a flood at this timing!!?”

“Some crazy bastard has summoned the Demon Lord in our city!!!”

Insufficient budget, infrastructure, happiness, education, healthcare, taxes, roads, traffic, pollution, security—the myriad issues one must worry about when managing a city. 

Add natural disasters like floods, droughts, storms, earthquakes, meteors from passing wizards, and the Demon Lord resurrected by a sealed dark magician. 

Gamers learned that running a city or village was incredibly challenging.

But that wasn’t the only problem.

“Lord, awaken!!”

“I’m so hungry, I can’t live!!!!”

If something went wrong with happiness, food, education, security, diplomacy, etc., the citizens would riot.

While riots caused by incorrect policies in the early stages of the game were understandable, seeing riots demanding responsibility for natural disasters like floods made gamers feel a dictator awaken inside them.

“Ah… I want to kill everyone.”

When gamers experienced game over due to riots by citizens, not their own mistakes, they felt deep frustration. 

But what could they do? 

It was the responsibility of the one who wears the crown to endure.

Users who had nearly cleared all of the game’s campaigns and understood it began to develop curiosity one by one.

“But… what happens if the Demon Lord descends in a city where wizards are gathered like this?”

“What would happen if a riot breaks out in a city inhabited by elves and dwarves?”

“Is there a way to train adventurers into an army to prevent citizens’ riots?”

Only then did gamers start to notice the edit mode and began experimenting with their curiosities. 

They increased the magic concentration to the maximum in a city gathered with wizards, then summoned the Demon Lord to pit all of humanity’s wizards against the resurrected Demon Lord. 

They created a city inhabited by elves and dwarves, then blocked food to incite riots, making elves and dwarves fiercely fight for survival. 

A gamer who had hired adventurers as security forces to suppress citizen riots saw the security forces rebel, leading to his character’s death helplessly, thereby learning the importance of power distribution.

Many users were thrilled by the new aspects of Sin City. 

It didn’t create a cultural shock on the level of “Doom” or “Legend Fighter,” but Sin City recorded sufficiently respectable sales, maintaining Irene Academy’s pride as a game. 

And from there, the legend of Sin City began in another sense.

The beginning was a finance department employee who enjoyed Sin City. 

Managing the central western city [Tex], this finance employee was enjoying implementing his managed city into Sin City.

“Huh? This… the tax figures are so different?”

The tax figures he saw in Tex were so different from those appearing in the game. 

Taxes in the noble era inevitably were lost or couldn’t be collected depending on connections and class, and this was known by all finance department employees. 

They were accustomed to a certain margin of error, but the taxes generated in Tex were as much as 30% less. 

An enormous figure of 30%, not even 5–10%, was alarming. 

The employee, Bean, thought he had misread the figures and checked the numbers repeatedly. 

However, the figures Bean inputted were not wrong, and he felt there was a big problem he didn’t know about. 

And it wasn’t only Bean. 

Other gamers in the empire also discovered such problems while simulating the empire’s cities, whether for profession or curiosity.

Naturally, Minerva of the Finance Ministry, a true gamer, also learned of this news, and it was reported to Minister  Herness Serban.

“How fitting… the ones who added to my gray hair were right there.”

“What should we do, Minister?”

Minister Herness calmly took a sip of his coffee. 

His voice carried a quiet fury, and the many white hairs on his head were evidence of the stress-induced aging he had endured.

“We’ll investigate thoroughly and make sure they understand how costly it is to have added to my gray hairs.”

With that, the chancellor’s thorough investigation began, revealing widespread, organized tax evasion across cities throughout the empire.

The fact that such large-scale tax evasion had gone unnoticed for so long was due to two main reasons.

The first was that they had taken advantage of the chaotic period following the war twenty years ago. 

The tax system created during those turbulent times was full of loopholes, and those flaws had become ingrained, making them difficult to detect.

The second reason was that eight noble families from the upper echelons of the empire had deliberately planned and executed the scheme. 

By exploiting the differences in tax collection dates across the regions, they managed to make their recorded income appear much smaller than the actual profits.

Naturally, the smaller the recorded income, the less tax they had to pay. 

And thus, they quietly pocketed the remaining taxes.

Over the course of twenty years, the amount of tax evasion accumulated to a figure comparable to the empire’s annual treasury—a truly staggering amount. 

From the empire’s perspective, it was an act akin to rebellion.

The eight families were, of course, obliterated. 

The heads of the families responsible for the evasion were executed, and the remaining family members and estates were forced to pay massive fines and relinquish their lands and rights.

As soon as everything was settled, the empire’s treasury increased by over 30%, and—

In a very real sense, a single game had shaken the empire to its core.

While such chaos was erupting in the capital, Zephia, Yuren was completely unaware of it. 

Having taken a break from game development, he had begun planning a city construction project and was preparing for the construction with everyone.

As he reminisced about his days of labor in his previous life, wielding a shovel once more, the news reached him only after everything had concluded.

“Yuren.”

“Mineva? What brings you here?”

Yuren, in the midst of construction, felt both glad and worried at Mineva’s sudden visit.

What’s happened this time?


Before he could ponder further, Mineva quickly got to the point.

“You’re being called to receive an award.”

“Huh? An award!?”

“Yes, Her Majesty wishes to honor you for your contributions and has decided to bestow upon you the ‘Imperial Hero Medal.’”

“Wait, me?”

The ‘Imperial Hero Medal,’ given only to those who had made significant contributions to the empire.

Even when Yuren defeated the prince of the Ra Kingdom, he hadn’t received this medal, so he was utterly baffled.

What? 

What did I do to deserve this?

“For your great dedication to the prosperity of the empire, I bestow this medal upon you.”

“Wooooooah!!!”

Yuren had no idea why he was receiving the medal. 

Even after it was explained to him, he still couldn’t fully comprehend it.

“So, by creating Sin City, I increased the empire’s revenue by 30%?”

“Yes. To put it simply, that’s correct.”

“Isn’t there a lot missing in that explanation…?”

For once, Mineva could completely empathize with Yuren’s confusion.

After all the events had settled, a secret deal was taking place in the chancellor’s office.

“Do you know what this is?”

“It’s a picture of me cosplaying as Curie at a game tournament.”

The photo clearly showed Mineva dressed as Pink Curie at the game tournament. 

Herness held the photo up with a serious expression.

“You understand what needs to happen for this photo not to be leaked, correct?”


“Yes… I will make sure never to mention that you used Meteor to blow up the imperial palace while playing Sin City.”

“And that you did it twice.”

Herness nodded, satisfied with her answer.

“Good. You may leave now.”

Mineva quickly bowed and exited the office, and with that, yet another secret vanished into the darkness.



 
  
    Chapter 111: Sin City – Intermission


In the basement of the Irene Academy’s main building, there was an unused conference room, dark and dim, reminiscent of a prison. 

Slowly, the door creaked open, and four shadows slipped inside. 

Cloaked in black robes and relying on the flickering glow of candles, they closed the door behind them and removed their hoods.

As their faces emerged from the shadows, Sylvia, Julia, Sora, and Irene became visible in the dim room. 

The four sat around a round table, and Sylvia quietly began to speak.

“Then… let us commence the seventh ‘Yuren Capture Strategy Meeting.'”

Sylvia was the first to realize the gravity of the situation.

Having grown up in the ruthless worlds of merchants and nobles, Sylvia had learned to navigate a world where warm smiles often hid cold calculations of profit and gain. 

And just as her heart began to grow colder in that world… she met Yuren.

At first, he was merely a capable and trustworthy partner. 

But as they continued working together, Sylvia grew increasingly puzzled by Yuren’s actions. 

He would help her without expecting any profit, show concern for her well-being, and place trust in her.

Such kindness shook Sylvia’s heart. 

In a world that thrived on ironclad contracts, this was the first time she encountered such pure goodwill. 

Naturally, Sylvia suspected Yuren had an ulterior motive.

In a way, he did—Yuren considered Sylvia as family.

Sylvia had experienced love from her family, but due to her position as a noble and a merchant, she never fully felt its warmth. 

She never imagined she’d find that missing affection here, and as she grew more comfortable and happy within the Irene Academy, Sylvia became increasingly unsettled.

She was the heir to the Edward Consortium. 

Becoming overly attached to the Irene Academy was dangerous for her as a future leader. 

Yet, Sylvia couldn’t deny the warmth she felt toward the Academy, a place that now felt like family.

Realizing that her growing attachment was shaking her sense of balance, Sylvia knew it wasn’t wise from her position as the guild’s successor. 

As she wrestled with how to resolve this, her father suggested she enter into a formal engagement, and an idea struck her.

‘Yes! If I marry Yuren, everything will be resolved!’

If she could be with Yuren, then her attention toward him, his attention toward her, and even the alliance between the Irene Academy and the Edward Consortium would all fall into place naturally. 

Impressed by her own ingenuity, Sylvia marked Yuren as husband material two years into knowing him.

And yet… three years passed without any progress!

Now, with her father threatening to arrange her marriage, the situation was dire.

And Sylvia wasn’t the only one facing this dilemma.

Julia, who had grown up with Yuren as a childhood friend, had spent countless moments with him. 

Although Yuren could be clueless and somewhat oblivious, he was responsible and always gave his best for his family. 

And to top it off, he was the most handsome man in the village!

Since no rivals were in sight, Julia thought she could take her time, allowing things to unfold naturally, just as everyone else in the village believed. 

She had a joyful childhood with Yuren, assuming that eventually, marriage would come naturally.

But as time went by, rivals appeared, and fifteen years had passed without significant progress!

The situation was indeed dire.

Sora, who had recently joined Irene Academy, also found herself in the competition, although her situation was slightly better. 

Despite some misunderstandings about a fraudulent marriage, Yuren remained her life’s idol and savior. 

No matter how capable she was, rebels were often despised. 

Having caused a stir in the Magical Society, Sora assumed she’d never create magic or games again.

But Yuren, who had found her at her lowest, gave her a chance, trusted her, and rewarded her efforts. 

For that alone, Sora would gladly pledge her loyalty forever—besides, he was strikingly handsome! 

Learning that imperial law permitted multiple marriages with mutual consent, Sora was determined to appeal to him, thinking she could live happily by his side even as a concubine.

She even took things a step further.

One day, in the Academy’s dormitory showers, Sora waited in the shower Yuren frequently used. 

She thought that if he saw her there, a spark might ignite between them, even if it was just a small step.

‘What if we end up spending our first night together? Eek!♡’

She stood waiting, covered by a single, barely-there towel. 

Soon, she heard footsteps echoing down the corridor.

Tap, tap, tap…

‘Now! This is it!!’

As Yuren’s footsteps neared, Sora adjusted the towel precariously around herself, and then stepped out of the shower. 

If he opened the door, she would act surprised, dropping the towel for dramatic effect.

The plan was flawless.

Just as Sora was congratulating herself on her “perfect” plan, the door swung open with a creak.

“Eek!♡”

The moment the door opened, Sora let out a shriek, dropping her towel as planned. 

Her S-shaped figure and the taut curves unique to her kind were revealed to the world, and she held her breath, brimming with the anticipation of a romantic mishap.

But Yuren’s eyes were shrouded in shadow, unreadable.

“Oh, Sora. I figured you might be here—I sensed your magical energy, so I blocked my vision, just in case. Don’t worry; I didn’t see a thing.”

“Ah… yes… thank you, Yuren.”

At that moment, Sora understood why Sylvia and Julia had never managed to capture Yuren’s attention. 

Even the mighty “Shield God’s Wall,” built by the Yura Republic to defend against the Zers Empire, seemed less impenetrable than Yuren’s resolve.

No matter the era or world, it was hard to see a rival for affection in a favorable light. 

But the situation had changed drastically, and all three women realized the same thing.

Yuren was, in a word, a “farmer who doesn’t harvest.” 

He’d scatter seeds, watch them grow, and walk away content, never reaping the fruits of his labor—a baffling kind of farmer. 

That’s how Yuren appeared to everyone who knew him.

If they kept waiting for Yuren to make a move, all three of them might grow old as single women. 

So, the trio made a decision: they would join forces to break through Yuren’s seemingly impenetrable defenses.

Thus was born the “Yuren Capture Squad” to tackle the romance-impaired Dark Lord himself.

“Sora, have you tried using ‘that’ on Yuren?” Sylvia asked.

Sora, wearing a sullen expression, replied, “Yes, Sylvia. I used the seduction perfume Julia brought from the lab and spent an entire hour with him… but there was no reaction at all.”

“Really? I heard that perfume’s scent is so powerful that even dragons can’t resist!” 

Julia added in disbelief.

Julia had acquired the fabled [Love Perfume MK.99] from her home academy, the Jewel Academy.

The longer someone inhaled it, the more effective it was supposed to be. 

But even with Sora taking the lead and challenging Yuren with it, the attempt had failed.

Nearby, Irene, appointed as the “Yuren Capture Plan Advisor,” savored her ice cream as she offered her take.


“Didn’t I tell you all? Yuren’s magical resistance is too high for that to work.”

After another spoonful, Irene added, “Honestly, Yuren’s sense of romance is like that of a teenage elf. Maybe in three hundred years, he’ll start noticing the opposite sex.”

Sylvia sighed deeply, imagining the distant future. “Three hundred years? My fifth-generation descendants might be getting married by then.”

“So, there’s only one option left…”

After listening to the trio’s pleas for advice, Irene revealed an ancient elven courting method from ages past. 

Though they were reluctant to rely on such tactics, all other methods had failed. 

With no options left, they decided to use Irene’s idea.

“Now, in one month, the mansion will be completed,” Sylvia remarked.

“Will the special room Irene mentioned be there?” 

Julia asked eagerly.

It was decided. 

On the day the mansion was complete, they would lure Yuren into that room.

“Yes… the basement of the mansion will include a ‘Room of No Escape Without Passion.’ We’ll settle this there.”

The “Room of No Escape Without Passion.”


This magical room, created by elves to foster descendants in their long lifespans, had two escape routes: solving a series of riddles and traps set by a mysterious god or… by embracing the passion that would allow them to leave.

The three women planned to lure Yuren into that room on the mansion’s completion day.

***

A chill ran down Yuren’s spine as he sat in his room, deep in a Duel Rank match.

“What’s this strange feeling…?”



 
  
    Chapter 112: Escape Room Game (1)


The construction of houses progressed as swiftly as game development.

Instead of building all homes at once, the focus was on constructing houses specifically for the core members of the Irene faction and their associates, ensuring that work moved along quickly.

Especially my house, which took up three times the land of the others, was a grand endeavor overseen directly by Sylvia, who led the project with unmatched speed and beauty.

Sylvia even dragged Edward’s top construction team to make sure the work went smoothly.

There was no way I could just sit around while my house was being built!

Determined to help, I picked up a shovel and headed out.

“Hey, Sylvia, anything I can help with?”

“Absolutely not!!!”

Startled, I froze as Sylvia shouted at me, her expression fierce.

‘What’s… Did I do something wrong?’

Clearing her throat, Sylvia softened her tone, as if realizing her mistake. “Ahem… You see, we already have highly skilled people taking care of everything here.”

“Oh… I see.”

Just then, Julia and Sora approached from behind, looking as uneasy as students caught with illicit content on their computers.

“By the way, Yuren, I heard they need more hands over at another site.”

“Yes, Yuren! I heard there’s an issue with Jiren and Karen’s house.”

They pointed me toward Jiren and Karen’s construction, looking at me with pleading eyes.

Come to think of it, they did need a lot of work done over there, too.

“Ah… Alright, I’ll go lend a hand there.”

As I walked toward the other construction site, the three women let out a sigh of relief.

To them, the moment just before had been dangerously close.

If I had come in even a second later, I would have seen it all.

“By the blessing of the mysterious deity… by the blood of the elves…” Sylvia chanted fervently in the basement of the house, carefully crafting the “Room of No Escape Without Passion.”

The other workers, unaware of the magic, simply thought she was setting up some kind of enchantment. 

But I would have noticed. 

The flow of mana would’ve alerted me to a spatial barrier magic, which would’ve ruined everything.

“Everyone, stay vigilant until the very end. Understood?”

“Got it.”

“Yes, Miss Sylvia.”

Even on holidays, Yuren was a workaholic. 

If there was no work, he’d find some.

So, the three of us constantly monitored his movements to ensure he wouldn’t discover the “Room of No Escape Without Passion” project.

Still, who could’ve predicted he’d catch us off guard at that exact moment? 

We needed to be even more meticulous about tracking his movements.

A month flew by in a flash.

During that time, Sylvia, Julia, and Sora felt as if they were part of a spy movie.

One of us would stay close to Yuren, guiding his path, while the others continued working on the “Room of No Escape Without Passion,” ensuring he wouldn’t stumble upon it.

Though the majority of the Irene faction, aside from Yuren, had noticed the strange activities of the three women, they merely thought, “The sisters are working hard for his sake,” and pretended not to see, allowing the construction to wrap up smoothly.

Finally, not only Yuren’s house but all the residences were complete, and moving day arrived.

“Wow!! This is my house!” Lauren exclaimed, eyes shining as he gazed at the house he’d dreamed of, with its red roof.

Though it wasn’t by the river as he’d imagined, and the pool was communal, Lauren’s house was exactly what he’d envisioned.

The others felt the same way.

“Look at this! Brother Noir, we have a shooting range in our house!”

“My house even has a garage.”

Everyone’s requests had been accommodated to the best extent possible, and the disciples, finally owning their own spaces, were overjoyed.

The male disciples seemed particularly thrilled for… reasons only men would understand.

Of course, not everyone was equally enthusiastic.

“Jiren, look! This is our house!” Karen exclaimed.

“Uh… yeah… it’s great…” Jiren replied, less than thrilled, staring at the spacious house with a bar and dressing room.

Had he come to realize the path of submission he was bound to walk in life?

“Jiren, aren’t you happy?”

“What? No, of course, I’m thrilled! Having our own home makes me feel like I could soar!”

Under Karen’s intense gaze, Jiren put on a brave face, forcing a smile.

To those who won beauty, bear the weight of responsibility.

And another person had a new responsibility to bear as well.

“Wow… is this my house?” Yuren’s jaw dropped as he took in the sight.

His mansion, three times—or perhaps more with the garden—larger than any other, was the most grand and magnificent he’d ever seen.

Though it might not have matched the estates of the rich and noble he’d encountered before, to Yuren, who had never imagined owning a mansion of such grandeur, this place was incomparable.

“Wow, it’s huge!” Noir shouted, awestruck.

“We could gather everyone here and have a blast!!” Lauren added, equally amazed by the grand interior.

It was evident that Sylvia had taken great care, ensuring the most luxurious design of all the homes.

“Let’s raise a toast to commemorate the completion of everyone’s homes.”

“Let’s do it!”

“Sounds good!”

Naturally, everyone gathered at Yuren’s house.

Naturally, Sylvia proposed a toast.

Naturally, Julia and Sora chimed in, and everyone lifted their glasses in celebration.

“To the future of the Irene faction and the completion of everyone’s homes…”

[ “Cheers!!!!!!” ]

Clink!

As if on cue with the toast, the pre-prepared drinks and snacks appeared, marking the start of the party.

If there was anything different about this party, it was the six pairs of mischievous eyes that sparkled without rest.

“Yuren, you’ve worked hard. Have a drink,” Sylvia offered.

“Thanks, Sylvia.”

Yuren, who enjoyed drinking, didn’t refuse when someone handed him a glass. Sylvia poured him a generous glass of his favorite wine, and Yuren accepted it cheerfully.

Pour…

“Uh… Sylvia? Isn’t that a bit much?”

“It’s just your imagination.”

Thinking, Is it? 

Yuren accepted Sylvia’s glass.


Just as he was finishing it, Julia approached him.

“Yuren! Let’s toast!”

“Sure, let’s do it.”

“Oh? Looks like your glass is empty. Let me pour you another.”

Julia filled Yuren’s glass.

Glug glug glug

“Julia, it’s overflowing…”

“It’s my love!” she replied enthusiastically.

Yuren vaguely remembered a custom about the amount of drink poured equating to one’s affection. 

Smiling, he downed the glass Julia poured as well.

Next up was Sora.

“Yuren, let me pour you a drink.”

“Thanks, Sora. But I’m drinking pretty fast, so just a small one, please.”

“Of course!”

Sora poured a light drink for him.

But as he drank it, Yuren coughed.

“Whoa! That’s strong.”

“Oh… I’m sorry. It’s from my homeland… is it too much for you?”

“No… actually, it has a sweet aftertaste. Haha.”

The drink Sora brought was a powerful spirit from the Yura Republic, known for its strength at 50 proof. 

Finishing the last drink, Yuren was beginning to feel it.

“Uh… the world’s spinning…”

Maybe he’d been drinking too fast.

Half-dazed, Yuren was soon approached by the trio again.

“Oh dear, Yuren’s had too much.”

“He needs to rest in a quiet room.”

“Yes, there’s a resting room in the basement. Let’s take him there.”

Julia, the strongest of the three, hoisted Yuren over her shoulder and quietly slipped away from the party, heading for the basement.

As they reached the stairs, their eyes met with Irene’s, who nodded encouragingly. 

The three women returned the nod, steeling themselves for what was to come.

And so, they carried Yuren toward the basement room.

***

“How long… has it been?”

I woke up, clutching my pounding head.

This familiar feeling could only be one thing—hangover.

How long had it been since I drank this much? Probably the first time since my previous life.

“Last I remember…”

I tried to recall the events before I blacked out from the alcohol.

I’d been at a party with everyone, celebrating the completion of the houses. 

I remembered them all offering me drinks.

“But where am I now?”

I looked around.

The room was made of worn stone and old wooden doors, like an abandoned dungeon chamber.

At least, that’s how it seemed on the surface.

“Judging by the flow of mana, this looks like some kind of magical barrier… Am I alone?”

Sensing the magical boundary, I opened the door and stepped out.

And there…

“Yuren!”

“You’re awake, Yuren!”

“Yuren!”

In a wide room stood Sylvia, Julia, and Sora.

“Are you all okay? And… what’s with those outfits?”

They looked fine, but the outfits… that was the problem.

Sylvia wore a blue, Julia a yellow, and Sora a white, all dressed in thin, sleepwear-like negligees.

Unable to keep my eyes on them, the three spoke up.

“We came to our senses here too.”

“Yeah, the same for us. When we woke up, we were already here.”

It seemed the three of them, just like me, had ended up here after blacking out.

Was this some prank by the remnants of Grey’s gang?

As I pondered, Sora spoke up.


“Um, Yuren… there’s something written over there. Could you take a look?”

“Written?”

I looked at the wall she pointed to.

There, in the Elvish language my mentor taught me, were the words:

“A Room You Can’t Leave Without Passion.”



 
  
    Chapter 113: Escape Room Game (2)


“A Room You Can’t Leave Without Doing It”

I had read about this room in a book from my previous master’s study.

A magical barrier designed for elf couples who lack reproductive desire, borrowing the power of [The God of Mysteries] and [The God of Prosperity and Abundance], ‘Inias.’ 

The room would trap a man and a woman inside until they either fulfilled their desires or solved the mystery within.

I had heard that only a high-ranking mage could cast this spell, requiring seven days and nights of chanting. 

So when exactly did this magic activate around me? 

With that much magical power, I would have sensed it…

For the past month, the only magical presence strong enough to cast a barrier spell had been my master’s. 

Could it be… No, my master would never use such magic. 

They probably just used it to sneak ice cream again, as usual.

Then who…?

“Um… Yuren? What’s written there?”

“I’m curious too, Yuren!”

As I pondered, Sylvia and Sora asked about the words on the wall. 

Neither they nor Julia understood Elvish, so they couldn’t read what was written there.

“Oh! Well… it says it’s a room that opens if you solve a mystery.”

I couldn’t bring myself to tell them the truth, so I shared only a partial truth.

The three of them glared at me with intense eyes.

“Is that true?”

“Really?”

“Are you sure, Yuren?”

“Y-Yes! Really!”

I was fairly certain none of them understood Elvish.

The message on the wall was inscribed in the common continental language, saying:

“A Room You Can’t Leave Without Doing It”

– To leave this room, you must solve every problem or do it. –

It seemed that the gods of mystery and prosperity couldn’t tolerate my lie.

How considerate of them.

Upon learning the truth, the three fixed me with terrifying looks.

“Yuren…”

“Yuren… you liar…”

Unable to endure their piercing gazes, I quickly changed the topic.

“L-Let’s solve the puzzle first! If we solve this, we can get out of here faster!”

At that moment, escaping the room was all that mattered. 

I turned to the wall where pieces of a picture puzzle were scattered. 

A label above read:

“Match the Magic Book”

– Complete the magic book puzzle perfectly. -“

A puzzle? 

Judging from the pieces and size, it looked like about 500 pieces. 

The three followed me to the puzzle on the wall, examining it closely.

“Is this… It seems too difficult,” Julia muttered.

“That… is… right… What… should… we… do?”

Indeed, the fragmented magic book was too intricate to make out. 

Even with extensive magical knowledge, solving it seemed nearly impossible.

“Everyone, step back a bit. When solving picture puzzles, it’s quickest to start with the key landmark pieces.”

I instructed them to step back as I began piecing together the puzzle using skills honed in my previous life, during idle days when I’d do these puzzles at home.

Little did I know they’d come in handy now.

“E…E…E…Et…”

“Um… Yuren?”

I heard a faint voice behind me, but I ignored it, focusing all my mental energy on the puzzle. 

In about ten minutes, I had completed it.

“OK! All done.”

With a soft hum, the massive stone door began to open as if it were as light as a feather.

“Oh! The door opened! Let’s go, everyone.”

I shared the good news and urged them toward the next room. 

Finally, we were on our way out of “A Room You Can’t Leave Without Doing It.”

But why… Why were those three looking at me like that?

***

Avoiding their stares, I hurriedly entered the next room. 

The four of us—me and the three women—entered the next chamber, an odd place with a blue bed, alchemical tools, and a blazing fire.

“Is it because of the fire? This room is really hot,” Sylvia noted.

“Y-Yes, it’s quite… warm, isn’t it?” 

I stammered.

Sylvia and Julia, sweating from the heat, fanned themselves. 

Their bodies became visible through their sheer nightgowns, glistening with perspiration. 

Desperately, I averted my eyes.

“Wow, this bed is cool!”

Sora exclaimed as she sat on the blue bed, feeling the coldness radiate from it.

As the women drifted toward the bed, I approached the alchemical table.

There was a note on it that read…

“Make the Potion of the Fire Dragon.”

“Combine the following ingredients to create the Potion of the Fire Dragon and pass through the flames.”

Upon reading the challenge, Yuren spoke as if he already knew the answer.

“So, it’s this kind of test this time.”

The Potion of the Fire Dragon, said to allow one to pass through fire unscathed. 

Yuren had learned how to make this potion while preparing for the first-class exam in the past.

Using his alchemy tools, Yuren eagerly began to brew the potion.

“Um… Yuren? This bed is quite cool. Why don’t you join us…?”

“It’s done!!”

In no time, Yuren finished making the potion, took a swig, and even tested it by immersing himself in the flames to make sure it worked.

“I made potions for everyone. Let’s head to the next room quickly.”

“Yes, let’s go…”

“Let’s do it…”

“Alright…”

The three companions took Yuren’s potion like zombies and walked through the flames.

Left alone in the blazing room, Yuren felt a bit awkward.


After that, they encountered various rooms with different challenges.

The “Ancient Coin” required mathematical knowledge.

The “Voice of the Forest Spirit” required perfect pitch.

The “Yura Kingdom Rune Deciphering” required knowledge of ancient rune characters.

In the beginning, Julia and Sora managed to avoid solving them, but by the end, they were genuinely stumped by challenges they couldn’t solve. 

However, Yuren somehow managed to solve everything, using every bit of his past life’s knowledge and current magical experience to clear each room.

‘Are we never going to get out of here?’

Just as this thought crossed his mind, a challenge appeared that surpassed all expectations.

“Kiss between a woman and a man.”

As if the god of puzzles were pleading, ‘Just do this, please,’ the three companions couldn’t hide their relief and excitement at the sight of the challenge.

But at that moment, Yuren…

“Well, I suppose there’s no other choice…”

He suddenly began taking off his shirt.

“Y… Yuren!? What are you doing right now?”

“Y… Yeah, this is a bit sudden.”

Julia, who had secretly hoped for this moment, was flustered by the abruptness of Yuren’s action.

“Oh! Don’t worry, I just need to gather my mana.”

“Mana? Yuren?”

“Yeah, I’m going to break this barrier now.”

Yuren’s declaration to destroy the barrier shocked the three companions.

“What!?”

“Destroy… it?”

“The barrier’s weakened quite a bit from us solving these challenges. I think I have enough mana to break it head-on.”

With a serious expression, Yuren began to gather mana in both hands.

Realizing he was genuinely about to blow the barrier away, Sylvia, who had been holding back her frustration, finally lost her patience.

“Si… Sylvia?”

Suddenly, Sylvia wrapped her arms around Yuren and pressed herself close, scattering his mana into the air.

While Yuren tried to grasp the situation, Sylvia looked up at him with glistening eyes.

“Yuren… do you dislike us?”

“That’s right, Yuren… do you hate the idea of being with us that much?”

Julia, clinging to him from the other side, also pressed Yuren.

Unable to hold back his true feelings anymore, Yuren shouted.

“How could I hate it?! I’ve been holding back so much!!!”

“Then why won’t you do something passionate?! Let your lower brain take over like a man!!”

Julia and Sylvia looked at Sora in shock as her words plunged the room into silence.

“Sora…”

“Sora…”

“Sora, you…”

‘Wow.’

Even the watching deity was stunned by Sora’s outburst, drawing everyone’s attention.

Finally realizing what she had just blurted out, Sora’s face turned beet red as she wished for a hole to hide in.


“Well… what I meant was…”

Just as Sora’s face seemed ready to burst with embarrassment, Yuren stepped forward and wrapped her in a comforting embrace.

“I’m sorry, Sora. I didn’t mean to push you this far.”

“Y… Yuren?!”

In that moment, all their hearts were connected to Yuren’s.



 
  
    Chapter 114: Escape Room Game (3)


“If that’s the case, then why don’t you act more… manly! Let your lower half’s brain take control if you’re a man!!”

Sora’s unexpected shout snapped me back to reality, and I quickly understood what kind of situation I was in.

And then, all the signals I’d been oblivious to started surfacing in my mind. 

Sylvia inviting me for a glass of wine alone and her hand wandering over my leg… 

Julia pressing close to me at dinner, her chest practically against me… 

Sora coming to my lab in the middle of the night, wearing nothing but a thin nightgown… 

Looking back on it, I realized I’d been tempted quite a lot.

How did I manage to miss all that until now? 

Could it be… am I really that oblivious?

Hmm… but feeling a sudden rush in my chest as I held Sora now, I was pretty sure that I wasn’t entirely unresponsive.

“Sylvia, Julia, I’m sorry!!!” 

I shouted, suddenly bold.

“Kyah!”

“W-what are you doing, hugging all of a sudden?!”

After hugging Sora, I turned to Sylvia and Julia, pulling them into my arms too. 

The faint scent of flowers filled the air, making me acutely aware of their presence.

“But, you know… it’s not right to show favoritism.”

“S-so, do you really think that’s going to make anyone happy at this point?”

Despite her words, Julia’s face was bright with laughter, as though she couldn’t stop smiling. 

If she had a tail, she’d probably be wagging it. 

Well, maybe her swaying chest was the closest equivalent.

As the flurry of hugs finally settled, Sylvia cautiously looked at me, breaking the quiet moment.

“So… does that mean… you really like me, Yuren?”

“I do, Sylvia. To be honest, I fell for you from the very first moment I saw you.”

“T-truly?!”

Sylvia blushed deeply at my confession. 

I shared everything I’d kept hidden for so long.

“Every time you looked at me with those cold eyes, you were so beautiful I felt like my expression was going to betray me, and I had to work hard to keep it under wraps. When we worked together, especially when you were sweating during the launch of Super Thomas, I wanted to confess right then. Watching you care for the other trainees when I couldn’t, I couldn’t help but think about marrying you someday. Every late night we worked, just glancing at you from the side made my heart race. Thinking back on it now, it’s amazing I held out for so long.”

“T-that much detail isn’t necessary!”

Sylvia turned away, clearly embarrassed by my heartfelt confession. 

I found her adorable like this.

As soon as I’d finished with Sylvia, Julia leapt in.

“Yuren! And what about me?!”

“I’ve always liked you, Julia, since we were kids.”

“Then why didn’t you say so sooner?”

With her bronze skin blushing red, Julia looked thrilled. 

Riding the wave of confessions, I told her everything about my feelings for her too.

“Ever since we played by the river as kids, I’ve liked you. Especially when you’d jump into the water and your wet clothes would cling to you—I had a hard time controlling myself then. Every time you hugged me from behind, feeling your chest made my head spin. Julia, you’ve always been there, laughing and having fun with everyone like family, and I’ve always adored that about you. Sorry for telling you this so late.”

Julia’s eyes narrowed as she stared at me.

“Why… does it seem like you keep bringing up certain body parts?”

“That’s just your imagination.”

Finally, Sora looked at me with expectant eyes.

“S-so… does that mean… I’m included too, Yuren?”

“Of course, my dear Sora.”

“Kyah!”

Watching Sora gaze at me like a kitten waiting for a can of tuna, I couldn’t help but laugh.

“Thanks to you, Sora, who always knew exactly what I wanted without me saying, developing games together has been a joy. Stroking your hair was so soft it felt like therapy. And when you’d sneak into my lab at night in those thin clothes, I had to recite the Heart Sutra just to keep focused. But I’m grateful for those ‘services,’ Sora.”

“Honestly, you didn’t have to hold back~”

Sora nuzzled closer to me, clearly the happiest of the three. 

I could see once again just how open-minded she was.

Then, with moist eyes filled with hope, she looked up at me and whispered, “So… are we… really going to do this?”

“Um, that’s a bit—”

“What?! Again?! You said you liked us!!”

Sora’s voice echoed in the room, a shout of pure frustration. Suddenly, another line of text appeared on the wall:

『Are you really that oblivious?』

There’s a god watching us here. 

Really? 

Now?

With all the dignity I could muster, I explained my intentions to everyone.

“You’re all precious to me, so I don’t want to be… connected in this way here, in this place.”

“What if we’re okay with it, Yuren?”

Julia whispered cautiously. 

She was usually so headstrong, so perhaps I really had been a blockhead all this time. 

But I had my reasons.

“Are you truly fine with this? Our first time, with some mysterious god watching us, in a… group situation?”

I stated confidently. 

I may not know about their experiences, but I believed that a first experience should be something meaningful.

Forcing it here, in a dungeon, with a god as our spectator?

No, that wasn’t right.

『・・・・・・・・・・・・Don’t mind me.』

Another line of text appeared on the wall.

“We mind very much.”

“Certainly…”

“I think Yuren’s right… It feels strange to show my bare self to anyone but Yuren…”

All three of them seemed uneasy after reading the god’s words. 

After all, who would want to be watched by some divine being in such a vulnerable moment?

“I want to face each of you honestly, with sincerity, because you’re my cherished family.”

“Yuren…”

“Yuren…”


“Yuren…”

I meant it. 

In my past life, I never experienced a proper romance. 

If I was going to, I wanted to do it right, with each of them.

Sylvia was the first to gather her thoughts and, clearing her throat, said, “Alright, I’ll follow your lead, Yuren.”

“Sylvia…”

“But I have one condition.”

“What is it?”

Sylvia stepped closer, a glint in her eye.

“First, from now on, every weekend, you’ll take us on dates. We’ll decide the rotation.”

“There’s a ranked match this weekend…”

Zap!

Sylvia’s gaze, along with everyone else’s, pierced my heart.

“…Understood.”

As I reluctantly agreed, Sylvia leaned in closer and said,

“And the second thing is…”

Smooch.

It happened in an instant. Sylvia closed the distance between us, her lips meeting mine.

“A kiss should be fine, right?”

A kiss with Sylvia, brief yet eternal. 

She pulled back with a playful wink, and chaos erupted around us.

“Sylvia!!! That’s not fair!!!”

“Right, Sylvia!!”

“Hehe, business is a battle for position. If you’re upset, secure your spot first next time.”

Sylvia looked satisfied as she teased them, while the other two, less so, moved closer to me.

“Ugh, Yuren, do it with me too!!”

“Me too!”

“Alright, calm down, both of you.”

Julia, who approached first, grabbed my shoulder firmly.

‘This…feels like the roles have reversed here,’ I thought.

“Then… here we go…”

Smooch…

Julia’s soft lips met mine. 

Softer than I’d imagined, not quite as springy as I’d expected.

“Yuren’s lips… so soft…”

“Same with you, Julia. It’s different from what I imagined.”

“…What exactly were you imagining?”

“That’s… a secret.”

Finally, Sora approached, wrapping her arms around me.

“Yuren, I’ll do it too. Is that alright?”

“Of course.”

“Then…”

Sora’s lips, small and cat-like, inched toward mine until they touched. 

Her soft hair brushing against my face was undeniably Sora.

And then…

Smooch, smooch, smooch.

Smooch, smooch, smooch, smooch!!

…The kiss didn’t end.

“Isn’t this a bit much!?”

“Stop it! Sora!! Anything more is against the rules!!!”

『Countdown finished.』

After nearly a dozen kisses, Sora backed away, speaking in a refreshingly bright voice.

“Yuren, I’m sorry for making your lips feel so sweet♡”

They say tigers are part of the cat family, and I could feel the tiger-like energy within Sora. 

I’ll have to be careful when working with her at night from now on.

Buzz.

With the last kiss, the door opened, revealing the portal’s glow.

“Alright, shall we all head out?”

Everyone nodded and entered the portal. And thus, our “Room You Can’t Leave Without Getting Sexy” room escape game ended with kisses.

By the time we escaped the room, dawn had broken. 

It felt like six hours had passed, though barely one had actually gone by. 

The party had ended, and everyone retired to their rooms to sleep, myself included.

Back in my room, however, someone was already asleep.

“You’re here… Yuren…”

My master had occasionally come to sleep in my room for a long time now.

“I went ahead and fell asleep since you took so long.”

“Don’t get up. I’ll be sleeping right away, too.”


Still half-drunk and exhausted from using my brain in the escape room, I collapsed beside my master. 

I was drained.

“Good night, Master…”

“Yes, you sleep well too, Yuren. Smooch♡“

Feeling the warmth of my master’s lips, I drifted off into sleep.



 
  
    Chapter 115: Finally, It has come


A new life had begun in the new house.

Officially, the house was mine, and everyone else was just a cohabitant. 

Julia belonged to the Juel School by birth, but she moved all her personal belongings to our home, effectively relocating. 

At first, I wondered if this was allowed since Julia was still affiliated with the Juel School. 

However, Lord Juel had granted permission, saying, “Consider it an early send-off for my grandson’s son-in-law.”

Still, Julia was the successor of the Juel School by title—was this acceptable? 

Meanwhile, Sora had moved her belongings from the Irene School dormitory into her own room in our house. 

Until now, since the dormitory wasn’t her home, she had been living modestly.

But this time, Sora decided to decorate her space properly, treating it like her own home. 

She bought a lot of furniture she liked and furnished her room meticulously. 

It was peculiar that after coming to the empire, Sora’s first “my home” was my house.

I thought it was fine, but… was it really okay, Sora?

As for Sylvia, due to her work, she had to stay in Zephia, so she hadn’t decorated much. 

However, she had taken the teleportation carpet directly and moved it to our house.

The teleportation carpet was great, but it had the issue of making a loud clanging noise when activated. 

Because of that, Sylvia and others…

“Ah… Sylvia has arrived. You came early today,” I heard someone say, something like that.

And the master said…

“Yuren’s house is warm, which is nice.”

She started living here almost immediately, saying that my house was warmer than her own.

Then…

“Executioner, I’m here.”

“Yuren, I’m here too.”

After finishing work in the evening and having dinner, two or three priests like Jiren, Lauren, Noirin, or Karen always visited our house.

“Why are you coming to our house instead of staying at your own?”

“Well, Executioner’s house has the biggest screen.”

When I decorated the house this time, I installed an extra-large screen magic tool in the living room. 

It was made from the shell of a crystal turtle called Shellcrusher, which lived in the deep eastern sea, and was larger than the screen in our lab. 

To put it in terms of TV sizes from a past life, it was about 200 inches—a true movie theater screen size.

Playing games on this screen provided a different level of immersion, which made other priests come over to our house to play games.

“Jiren! Back! Back!”

“Executioner! Front!! Front!!!”

“Both of you, retreat for now.”

“I’m hungry. Karen, is dinner ready?”

“It’s ready. Everyone, come eat now.”

In the living room, we played games, someone read books, someone ate ice cream, someone read magazines. 

What was it, just my imagination? 

It seemed no different from the usual appearance of the Irene School dormitory.

Whisper

While thinking such thoughts, Sylvia quietly sat next to me and leaned her shoulder against mine, saying:

“Can I always rely on you?”

Earlier, I took back what I said. 

Something had changed.

It was the eyes of the women. Sylvia, Julia, and Sora continuously sent me hot glances. 

Especially, this week’s date was won by Sylvia as the result of the rotation meeting. 

Sylvia sent me signals with very expectant eyes, and I responded as a man should.

“Of course!”

“Hehe, I’m looking forward to it ♡”

Sylvia said that, gave me a light kiss on the cheek, and went to have dinner.

Of course, if you ask whether I had prepared for the weekend date, I hadn’t prepared at all.

I was sulking. 

Maybe because of that, I was playing games exceptionally well.

“7 kills in a row, I’m really on fire today!”

“Cheer up, Executioner.”

“…Thanks.”

Only Jiren, who knew everything, nodded understandingly, as if he understood my pain. 

Jiren himself was on an 8-kill streak now. 

Could this guy…?

I silently patted Jiren’s shoulder. They were married men.

I tried to go to Harmon Game Store like when I dated Julia, but after getting an uppercut from Julia and regaining consciousness, with Sora’s help, I reserved a table at the Yura Republic restaurant—a place only those who were going could know—and decided to go on a date with Sylvia. 

However, upon hearing the desperate news that all reservations were full, I wondered, “How can I tell Sylvia without getting scolded too much?” Feeling like I was climbing the executioner’s scaffold, I headed to Zephia.

And then…

“You have arrived, Yuren.”

As soon as I arrived in Zephia, I was summoned to the Prime Minister’s office. 

And with Sylvia…

“Sylvia? Why is your expression like that?”

“…It’s nothing, Prime Minister.”

Sylvia was wearing the coldest, soulless expression I had ever seen, so much so that even Prime Minister Herness was taken aback.

“The interruption of your personal time seems unavoidable. I’m sorry, but there’s someone who wants to meet you, so I called you here.”

“Yes, it’s okay. Thank you, Prime Minister.”

“Why is your expression like that?”

“…It’s nothing.”

I breathed a sigh of relief inwardly, thinking that I had been living honestly, but it seemed to show on my face.

Managing my expression once again, I tried to think sad thoughts to mimic Sylvia’s expression.

A sound came from behind.

Knock, knock.

The door opened, and Minerva, whose name ‘Pink Curie’ now came to mind first, entered.

“Prime Minister, Marshal Odilson has arrived.”

“Bring him in.”


Minerva bowed her head and exited.

Moments later, she escorted a sturdy old man.

“You’ve come, Marshal Odilson.”

“Ha-ha, Prime Minister Herness has arranged such an important meeting; of course, I had to come.”

The old man, who appeared to be around sixty, entered the office with a large gray beard and an eyepatch over his left eye. 

Despite his friendly, grandfatherly appearance, there was a sharp aura concealed beneath.

“Everyone, greet Marshal Odilson Van, current marshal of the Imperial Army.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, young friends. My name is Odilson Van.”

I knew I had heard that name somewhere before, and now I remembered.

He was one of the most powerful figures in the country, second only to the Queen and the Prime Minister—a hero at the pinnacle of the Imperial Army and known in the south as the one-eyed general, Odilson Van.

“Marshal Odilson has a very high opinion of what you created, this ‘Sin City.’ He insisted on meeting the person behind it, so I arranged this meeting.”

“It’s an honor, Marshal.”

“No, no, the honor is mine. Meeting the young hero who defeated the Mad Dragon and resolved the corruption of the Eight Families, filling the empire’s treasury—ha-ha.”

The atmosphere grew heavy.

If the air became heavier in proportion to power, Sylvia and I would probably have been crushed.

“No, I’m just an ordinary game developer,” I replied humbly.

At my words, the marshal stroked his beard and spoke.

“Game… yes, that game you created, Sin City—I played it and found it very enjoyable.”

“You, Marshal?”

“Yes, my grandson was playing it. It looked fun, so I took it from him.”

As if recalling a pleasant memory, the marshal laughed, giving off a vibe similar to a neighborhood grandfather.

“But it was a bit disappointing that the AI was clumsy. If I were fighting, I’d be a lot more fierce.”

“Oh… is that so?”

I’d heard rumors, but it seemed he really had fought before. I’d just acquired one more bit of information I didn’t need to know.

“I have something I’d like to ask you. Would you mind?”

“Please, go ahead.”

The marshal’s remaining eye turned serious as he looked at me.

Was it finally time to get to the point?

I steeled myself.

“Your game allows for management simulations. Then, is it possible… to simulate warfare?”

“Warfare… you mean?”

My heart sank for a moment.

Seeing my reaction, the marshal continued.

“While playing your game, I had this thought: if it’s possible to simulate management, then perhaps simulating warfare could greatly aid the Imperial Army.”

“It’s possible to make it. But may I ask you something?”

“What is it?”

In that instant, several troubling thoughts crossed my mind.

To dispel my anxiety, I took a slight risk and asked.

“What do you hope to achieve by experimenting with a war simulation game?”

The marshal laughed heartily, as if understanding my concern from my expression.

“I see. I understand what worries you.”

The marshal looked at me knowingly, his face expressing that he knew it all.

“My father once told me, ‘A wise man does not provoke war, but he is always prepared for it.'”

The marshal, as if recalling a horrific memory, touched his eyepatch with a troubled expression.

“I only truly understood those words after losing one eye over twenty years ago. Does that answer your question?”

“Yes, sufficiently.”

If it were for defensive purposes and not invasion, I was willing to cooperate.

I understood the need for the military, after all.

Feeling reassured, a new question arose in my mind.

“Oh! May I ask one last question?”

“A young man with many questions—I don’t dislike that. Go ahead; what is it?”

As a game developer, I asked the marshal.

“Would it be acceptable for the war game to include races that don’t exist in reality? For instance, aliens.”


“Aliens? What kind of race is that?”

In a world that already had elves, dwarves, and beastfolk, aliens did not exist.

But I knew of war games where such races were included.

In that moment, a voice echoed within me.

‘My life for Aiur!’
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