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    Chapter 1: It’s just a game


“Bored.”

“Young Master? Is it perhaps because my skills are lacking…?”

“Don’t worry about that.”

Brushing off the butler’s polite inquiry, I moved a piece on the board game. That ended my turn. 

It was now the butler’s turn, but with all my pieces already surrounding his king, the game was over.

“I concede, Young Master. You truly are the best in the family.”

“The best, huh.”

With the butler’s declaration of surrender, I frowned and started to put away the pieces.

How many times have we repeated this routine? 

It must have been dozens of times just today alone.

Nearly 20 years have passed since I was hit by a suddenly approaching car and reincarnated into this medieval fantasy world where magic exists.

Born into a prestigious noble family, I’ve lived a life without lacking anything, yet I was filled with discontent.

“Shall we play another round?”

“Let’s stop. You don’t have to humour me anymore.”

“Humor you? As long as you enjoy it, Young Master, I am happy to oblige.”

But I’m not enjoying it.

I accepted that I had no talent for swordsmanship or magic. 

I was so thoroughly untalented that I couldn’t even enter the Imperial Academy, but I was fine with that.

However, the position of the third son was more boring than I could have ever imagined. 

Unlike my older brothers, I couldn’t involve myself in the family’s affairs, nor did I have the talent to attend the Academy.

I just spent my days wasting the family’s money like a good-for-nothing.

It was the life of a rich white man that I dreamed of in the original world, but it’s been like this for a few years now, and time is really flying by.

In the midst of that, I discovered this board game resembling chess.

“I’m tired of this too.”

No matter how much of a classic chess is, if you play it endlessly, you’ll inevitably get bored. 

Initially, I put a lot of effort into it and even won several tournaments, thinking it might be my calling.

But winning or not, the lack of enjoyment sapped my motivation.

Having frequented board game cafes daily and enjoyed numerous board games in my previous life, this one game didn’t satisfy me.

“Is there another game?”

“Another game… you mean? Is there another game besides this one?”

“No.”

Moreover, in this damned world, almost no other board games existed besides this chess knockoff. 

There were other entertainments like circuses, magic shows, and duels, but… in the end, only board games could truly fulfilll my desire.

‘Should I just go ahead and create one?’

It was a thought I had occasionally, but it seemed the time had come to actually put it into action. 

The chess knockoff had somewhat satisfied me until now, but I wanted to enjoy a variety of board games.

“Butler, I have a favor to ask.”

“No.”

“I haven’t even said what it is yet?”

“Are you thinking of creating another dice game and turning the knights into gambling addicts like last time? Absolutely not. The head of the household specifically warned against it.”

“…”

Was it my fault that those knights started betting on the Yacht game I made for casual fun? 

The board game itself isn’t to blame.

Even if I tried to use my winnings to fund it, the butler would never allow it.

The position of the third son is a double-edged sword. 

It’s nice in some ways, but frustrating in situations like this when I have no real power in the family.

‘Wait a minute.’

Therefore, my objective is to design a board game that has a minimal chance of being associated with gambling, unlike Yacht. 

However, I am uncertain about what alternative concept I should pursue.

Board games aren’t something you can just make on a whim. 

They require specific game boards, cards, tokens, illustrations—quite a professional endeavour.

That’s why I created Yacht, which only needed five dice, but since dice are now banned…

I need a board game that’s easy to make, fun, and doesn’t use dice.

Something comes to my mind.

“Butler.”

“No.”

“It’s not like that, so don’t worry. Do we have a bell in the kitchen?”

“A bell?”

“Yes. The kind you press with your hand, not the kind you ring. Could you bring me one?”

“Hmm, understood. Sally? Fetch the item the young master mentioned.”

“Yes, yes!”

The maid, Sally, who had been standing stiffly by the door, hurriedly left the room.

Before she returned, there were things I needed to prepare.

“Paper… this should do. Butler, could you cut this into uniform pieces?”

“If this is for card gambling, it’s not allowed.”

“It’s not, really! Just cut it for me first. If it’s a problem, you can take it away afterward.”

“… Very well.”

Normally, I would need scissors to cut paper, but I had the butler.

Although retired, the butler was a knight who had mastered aura. 

He emitted a slight aura from his fingertips and brought it to the paper.

Slice.

Wow, it cuts well. 

He’s like a human pair of scissors.

The butler, still somewhat skeptical, neatly cut the paper into card-sized pieces.

My job was to draw on them.

“Shapes…?”

“Yes. They’re the most familiar.”

Normally, I would draw fruits like bananas, strawberries, and kiwis, but this world doesn’t have such fruits. 

Moreover, coloring them would take too much effort, so I had to make them distinguishable without color.


Thus, I chose shapes like circles, stars, and diamonds. It would be harder to recognize than usual, but it should be fine.

I drew a different number of shapes on each card—five circles, two stars, one pentagon, and so on.

There would be 56 cards in total. 

Just as I finished drawing, Sally returned with the bell.

“Young master! Here is the bell you asked for!”

“Thanks. Oh, Sally? Can you enchant these cards with a hardening spell?”

“Y-yes!? How strong should I make it…?”

“Not too hard, just enough so they are stiff but still bendable.”

“Understood!”

With the help of Sally, an apprentice mage, the paper would become as sturdy as real cards. 

This completed the very rudimentary board game.

“Is this all? It certainly isn’t like the last time.”

“Right?”

“Is this a game you created, young master? What is it called?”

Originally, it would have been called Halli Galli.

But since it’s shapes instead of fruits, the name needs to change too. 

Halli Galli didn’t have much meaning besides sounding fun.

Let’s keep it simple.

“Let’s call it Kyle Galli.”

“Kyle… Galli, sir? I understand your name, but what does Galli mean?”

“Think of it as just a random addition. Anyway, want to give it a try?”

“Hmm, how do you play?”

“It’s simple. We take these cards and flip them over, distributing them. Then, we take turns placing them face up in front of us. When there are five of the same shape showing, you ring the bell. The person who rings first takes all the cards on the table. The one who collects all the cards wins.”

“Quite straightforward.”

That’s precisely why it became a worldwide bestseller. 

With just cards and a bell, the rules are much simpler than many other games.

Many struggled with the rules of Yacht, but this one is much easier.

Relieved it wasn’t a gambling game, the butler began shuffling the cards. 

I gestured to Sally, who was watching curiously.

“Sally, join us. Have a seat.”

“Me, sir!? No, no! How could someone like me play with you…!!”

“You need to work on your self-esteem. Even as an apprentice, you’re still a mage, right? You’re much more useful than someone like me.”

“Young master…”

“I’m joking. Anyway, let’s play together. It’s more fun with three people than with two.”

A nail-biting one-on-one match is fun, but the strategy gets more interesting with more players.

Unable to refuse my invitation, Sally tearfully took a seat.

Why is she tearing up? 

I don’t want to look like a bad guy.

“So… you heard the rules, right? Shall we start?”

“I’ve finished shuffling the cards. Shall I deal them equally?”

“Yes, please. Since there are three of us, there will be two leftover cards. Just distribute them randomly.”

“Understood.”

The butler quickly dealt the cards, and Sally seemed to have stopped crying. 

It was time to begin.

‘A new board game, a new board game…!’

Even though I played this game countless times in my old world, it felt exhilarating to introduce it to this new world.

I hope the butler and Sally come to appreciate the charm of board games.

“Alright, I’ll go first.”

“Yes.”

“Uh, yes!”

Shuffle, shuffle, shuffle.

Cards with geometric shapes are laid out one by one, quickly moving through turns. 

Both the butler and the previously hesitant Sally seem quite focused now that the game has started.

It takes quite a while for the shapes to match up in sets of five. 

As they continue stacking cards…

CCH!!

“Oh, Lord! You’re incredibly fast, sir.”

“I didn’t know I was…!”

“As the creator, I shouldn’t be bad at it.”

As soon as the five different shapes are matched, I swiftly sweep the cards off the table. 

It’s regretful for the butler and Sally, but I was somewhat known as the best in board game gatherings in the my past life.

I am still somewhat overwhelming against opponents who haven’t fully grasped the rules yet.

“Anyway, I’ll just stick with this for a while.”

Even though I really want to create a board game, I can’t because my father won’t allow it. 

All I can do is play these small games.

Is Kyle Galli really going to save me from boredom?

I flips the cards again.

Ding!

“As expected, it’s you, sir.”

“Amazing…”

“What?”

Ding!

“Haha, your instincts are great.”

“Of course, sir…”

“Try harder.”

Ding!

“You’re really good.”

“Yeah…”

“Why don’t you try harder?”

Ding!

“Butler? Sally?”

“Sir, you should keep going.”

“Right.”

Crick!

“Butler?”

“I accidentally used aura. I guess this game will end in a tie.”

“What? How did that happen!?”

“Don’t worry, sir! There are more rounds.”

“Sally, can you bring the cards? Butler, you got too involved. This is just a game.”

“I might be old, but I was once a knight. My control wasn’t great this time.”

“If  you do this again, my hand will be broken.”

“Sir, I brought it!”

“Good. Should we continue?”

Ding!

“Hmm… huh?”

“…… Sally, did you use magic?”

“Uh, well, I had no choice. If I want to win against you and the master… this is the only way…”

“That’s an illusion spell, right? Using it to change the card pictures is a waste of talent, isn’t it?”

“….”

“Anyway, that’s cheating, so just lay down about half of your cards.”

D-Ding!

“If you’re going to do it, at least don’t get caught. You were too obvious.”

“Sally?”

“If I don’t get caught…”

“Sally?”

Ding!

“Haha, this time I was faster, Sally.”

“Sir, you seem quite relaxed… I have more cards though.”

How did it come to this? 

At the beginning, I was clearly leading, so how did I end up getting eliminated in the middle? 

Was it when the butler deliberately started using Aura? 

Or when Sally used her ‘undetectable’ magic?

Ding! 

Ding! 

Ding!

“Hahahaha, does magic tickle? It’s too weak to even notice.”

“Hehe… Well, Master, you just quickly pressed the bell with Aura…”

“Hahaha.”

“Hehehe.”

Now that I, the only incompetent one, have been eliminated, the butler and Sally openly use Aura and magic to play Kyle Galli. 


Their enhanced hands flip the cards and ring the bell swiftly, while the subtly spread magic confuses the positions of the pictures and the bell.

And as I watch all of this unfold…

“I need to add more rules.”

To survive between these superhumans and enjoy board games, I’ve decided to create Kyle Galli rules unique to this world.

Otherwise, I won’t be able to enjoy it at all…



 
  
    Chapter 2: It’s just a game – 2


“Have you calmed down now?”

“I apologize, young master. I got a bit carried away.”

“I’m sorry, young master.”

After the game ended, the table was a complete mess. 

Five crumpled pieces of paper lay scattered, thanks to the old man, and the cards were in disarray due to Sally’s various spells.

The table itself was half-split from the intense gameplay. 

The set, initially made of paper, had few intact cards left.

The old man and Sally averted their gazes slightly under my complex stare. Very well done.

“Remember, it’s just a board game meant for enjoyment.”

“I am truly sorry.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Well, putting that aside.”

The table may have been split and the papers ruined, but that wasn’t the main issue. 

The fact that they got so immersed in the game was proof enough of how ‘fun’ it was.

“Well… Kyle Galli, what did you think?”

“It is of a considerable standard.”

“I really enjoyed it!”

After all, it’s a board game that triggers primal competitiveness.

Unlike many strategic board games, Halli Galli only requires one’s physical reflexes and perceptiveness. 

Though one might be slow initially, the more you play, the better you get.

Competing for a single bell inevitably leads to physical clashes, and consistently seeing your opponent win right before your eyes ignites one’s competitive spirit.

Moreover, the game’s victory condition—collecting cards—makes it immediately apparent who’s in the lead. 

It’s the best game to play among friends and the best game to ruin friendships, earning its reputation.

“Old man, it’s okay to enjoy this much, right?”

“Of course. With this, even the family head wouldn’t scold young master Kyle.”

“That’s good to hear. Sally, could you bring some more bells? Let’s play one more round.”

“Y-Yes!”

“And this time, no aura or magic. You know why, right?”

“Yes.”

“It’s good that you two are enjoying it, but I need to join in too.”

I smiled brightly at the slightly crestfallen old man and Sally.

At that time, I thought this game would remain just among the three of us, as it always had.

***

“Hehehe.”

“Sally? Sally!”

“Huh!? Wh-What?”

“Get a grip, Sally. It’s almost time to sleep, so stop giggling.”

In the annex where the family’s maids stayed, some of the servants commuted to the estate, but maids and butlers who needed to start work early in the morning lived within the mansion itself.

They often stayed in the prepared annex. 

Naturally, a unique atmosphere and customs developed there—initiations for newcomers, gossip, cliques, and bullying. 

Sally, even in such a place, was a seasoned senior maid and an oddball who insisted on staying in the annex while learning magic from the family’s magician.

 Although she could have served as a personal magician instead of a maid, she steadfastly maintained her maid position.

Of course, everyone knew why.

“Sally, are you thinking about Master Kyle again?”

“Huh!? N-No, absolutely not!”

“Sure, you aren’t. Sally, are you still dreaming? Do you think Master Kyle would ever take an interest in you?”

“Just being near him is enough.”

“Oh, how fulfilling.”

Sally buried her face in her pillow, turning away from her teasing fellow maid. 

But by then, the maids had already gossiped plenty about Sally and Kyle.

“Sally is really annoying. How many years has it been?”

“Ten years. Master Kyle brought that dunce here around that time.”

“Oh right, Sally was an orphan, wasn’t she?”

“Don’t talk like that. It’s weird when someone who’s also an orphan says it.”

“What’s the big deal? Orphans can call each other orphans. So, Sally has been Master Kyle’s personal maid for ten years?”

“Sort of. She was demoted once, but she cried her eyes out, then learned magic and returned as his personal maid.”

“Wow.”

As Sally pretended not to hear, the maids kept chatting. 

Naturally, the conversation shifted from Sally to Kyle.

“Master Kyle is wonderful. Handsome, kind, never gets angry. Sometimes I wish the second young master would take after him.”

“Did you forget the dice gambling incident a few years ago? That’s why the second young master lost all his allowance.”

“Oh.”

“I’m just jealous of Sally. Being Master Kyle’s personal maid must be so fun!”

“Fun? Really?”

“Don’t you know why Head Butler Charles sticks close to Master Kyle? Since Master Kyle is the third son and doesn’t have many duties, he mostly stays at the mansion playing games. Working beside him means you get to play games all day—how awesome is that?”

“Really !?! Sally, that’s not fair!”

“Now that I think about it, it’s annoying. While we are busy working, Sally is playing board games with a handsome young master.”

Zing.

The maids, realizing the harsh truth, all turned their gazes to Sally.

Cold sweat trickled down Sally’s neck as she pretended to sleep. 

Being one of the most senior maids in the annex, her closest peer among the maids stepped forward to represent the group.

“Sally.”

“Hey, I am asleep…”

“Sally.”

“I said I’m sleeping…”

“We’re not trying to take your spot as the personal maid. But couldn’t we take turns for a day or two? Isn’t that fair?”

“I can’t hear you…”

“Should we talk directly to Master Kyle?”

“Ugh, no!! You!!”


Hearing Kyle’s name was the last straw for Sally. 

She knew that if they went to him, he’d likely tell her to rest for a day or two. 

For Sally, being by Kyle’s side was her way of resting.

If she had the courage to say that directly, she wouldn’t have been in this situation for ten years.

To ensure she stayed by Kyle’s side, she needed to be firm here.

“No, absolutely not! Besides, I’m Master Kyle’s guard mage!”

“Isn’t Head Butler Charles already there? Who could possibly beat him?”

“And we might be able to entertain Master Kyle even more than you do. Don’t you think he’d get bored playing board games with you all the time?”

“Board games?”

“Huh?”

“F-Fine! If any of you can beat me at a board game, then…”

“If we win?”

“I-I’ll give up my spot!”

“Oh?”

Her peer maid’s eyes sparkled at this unexpected turn. 

They never thought this die-hard Kyle fan would make such an offer. 

If Sally lost even once, she’d have to give up her spot, but if she beat all the maids here, there’d be no more complaints.

For Sally, it was a once-in-a-lifetime gamble, and it was equally significant for the other maids. 

The only lingering question was why Sally would propose such a wager.

‘Well, there’s no way we won’t win at least once, right?’

The maids all thought the same.

 There were more than ten of them, and they were confident they wouldn’t all lose. 

Sharing glances, her peer maid nodded.

“Alright, shall we bring out the board? The game where you move pieces to capture the opponent’s king, the one Master Kyle calls ‘chess.'”

Her peer maid was about to prepare the chessboard when Sally interrupted.

“No, not that one…”

“Uh? What else is there besides that?”

“Kyle Galli.”

“Kyle.”

“What?”

Momentarily taken aback by the familiar name, Sally rummaged through her personal belongings and retrieved a bell and a stack of cards used in the dining hall. 

Instead of the battered cards from the game with Charles the butler, she had new ones she had crafted. 

These were items entrusted to her by Kyle.

“What’s this?”

“Master Kyle… he, he made this game himself.”

“Really? The young master made it?”

“Well, if it’s this, you don’t have any objections, right?”

“Naturally, I don’t, but…”

As a fellow maid who remembered the dice incident from a few years ago, she couldn’t help but furrow her brow slightly. 

Was there a risk this time of the maids getting caught up in gambling rather than the knights?

Despite meeting her colleague’s suspicious gaze, Sally displayed a somewhat self-assured demeanor.

“Just give it a try! You’ll see once you play!”

“Yeah, okay. As long as it’s not gambling, it should be a good pastime. Even if it’s not as serious as chess, if it’s fun enough, it’s all good.”

Thinking so, the peer maid placed the bell on the floor.

“But just make sure it doesn’t take too long. I have morning cleaning tomorrow.”

“Don’t worry!”

“Alright, then.”

“Let’s watch the seniors play first!”

“We’ll observe and prepare to beat Sally.”

“Kyle Galli…? A game named after the young master?”

‘Well, even if I end up losing, as long as one of the remaining maids wins, it should be fine.’

Let’s enjoy this lightly for now.

**********

“Kyle, do you know why I called you here?”

“Yes, Father.”

In the main house, on the top floor in the patriarch’s office. 

It had been a long time since he entered this place, usually only accessible to his father, eldest brother, and key retainers. 

But knowing this wasn’t a good sign, Kyle couldn’t help but sweat nervously.

Standing with his hands behind his back, trembling with unease, and the stern-faced man seated at the desk, William Byron, the head of the Byron family, spoke.

“Today, your personal maid, the senior maid under the head maid, and twelve other maids were collectively late.”

“While it’s not a major issue since they weren’t serving important guests or the only ones working, and the tardiness was only about an hour, it ended as a minor incident… but.”

Thud.

William took out a slightly crumpled bell and a well-worn deck of cards from his drawer.

He placed it on the desk.

“I heard an interesting item came out when I heard the reason for being late.”

“That’s right.”

“Kyle Galli.”

“I heard it’s a board game you made, Kyle.”

“Yes.”

“And this too was a game you made.”

With a rustle, he takes out five dice from the drawer.

Dice that had been taboo in the family since the knights’ gambling scandal a few years ago.

“I’ve already heard from Charles, but it’s best to hear it from you.”

“Yes.”

“So, explain it, Kyle.”

“If the explanation is inappropriate or insufficient.”

William Byron is a good father, but also a pragmatic head of the household.


Like his second brother, he didn’t look favourably on the board games themselves.

“Board games are prohibited from now on.”

For my boredom, hobbies, and future.

I had to figure out a way.

Definitely.




 
  
    Chapter 3: It’s just a game – 3


“First.”

“…..”

“I understand well what Father is concerned about.”

If I didn’t, I’d be an idiot. 

It was a major incident that shook the entire household.

It was all fine until I personally carved the dice and introduced the rules of Yacht.

At first, most of the servants who couldn’t adapt to the complex rules gave up, but a few remained and enjoyed the game.

If it had stopped there, it wouldn’t have been a problem. 

The real issue started when one of the household knights who understood the game properly got involved.

“Hey, can’t we use this?”

With that thought, he began to recommend the game to his fellow knights.

If his goal was simply to spread a fun game, it wouldn’t have become a major incident.

But his intention was gambling from the beginning.

In fact, using dice or cards for gambling was tacitly allowed.

The stakes were usually moderate, and it served as a good way to relieve stress for the knights who underwent physically demanding training.

But things changed when that knight managed to introduce Yacht into their gambling sessions.

“Yacht clearly shows the difference between experienced players and beginners.”

Although this is true for any board game, the more strategic the game, the more pronounced this tendency is. 

Especially with Yacht, which had many tricks and techniques.

Realizing this, the knight started sweeping up the knights’ money through Yacht, and the atmosphere gradually overheated.

As he kept winning, everyone got excited, the stakes got higher, and the purpose shifted from fun to money.

That’s how it was.

Eventually, the head of the knights raided the gambling scene, bringing the situation to an end. 

However, there were already people who had wagered their house deeds or ten years’ worth of salary, and to make matters worse, my second brother was also involved.

Therefore, it was impossible to settle the issue at the knights’ leader level.

After receiving all the reports, Father made a firm decision. 

He banned the knights’ gambling activities that were tacitly allowed, dismissed the knight who spread Yacht, and docked the pay of the knights who participated in the gambling.

And as for me, who initially introduced Yacht, I was put under house arrest.

Of course, “house arrest” was just a way of saying “don’t do such things again.”

Because of that, I couldn’t even play board games with anyone except for my personal butler and maid.

“Then, it would be unacceptable if you didn’t know.”

“And I have learned a lesson from that incident.”

“Tell me.”

“It’s that the board game itself wasn’t the problem.”

He seems to want me to keep talking.

I have no choice but to say everything I want to say because if I lose here, it’s over.

“At that time, there were seven people who learned the dice game, including that knight. Out of them, only one caused trouble.”

“The fact that trouble occurred is the issue.”

“Of course, I understand. But the other six purely enjoyed the board game for fun. Only that knight thought of using the board game for gambling.”

“You’re going back to the beginning.”

“I thought, what if that knight hadn’t gambled from the start?”

“What do you mean?”

“Wasn’t it an open secret that the knights used small bets to relieve stress? Since he was a knight who enjoyed gambling…”

“It’s because he didn’t see the board game purely for fun, but only as a form of gambling.”

In other words, the person was bad, not the board game.

As the saying goes, “You see only what you want to see.” 

The problem arose because he was someone who gambled from the start.

“If the gambling had started because of Yacht, there’d be no excuse.”

Gambling was already taking place, and Yacht merely brought it to the surface.

“But how is it now? You have banned gambling, and the knights who gambled back then have been replaced. Now, no one would see board games as a form of gambling.”

“So, it’s fine now?”

“Moreover, unlike the dice game from last time, Kyle Galli is unsuitable for gambling. It relies more on intuition and physical ability rather than brainpower and luck.”

There’s a reason gambling typically involves cards or dice.

Essentially, gambling requires an element of luck.

Sure, there are instances of cheating, but it’s crucial to at least appear fair. 

And in that regard, Kyle Galli fails.

It’s primarily based on physical skill, so there would be few or no people willing to gamble on it.

I’ve said everything I wanted to say. 

Now, I just wait for Father’s judgment.

“Is that all you have to say?”

“Yes.”

“You’re being very optimistic.”

“…”

“Do you not think it’s too optimistic to believe that there will be no one attempting to use a board game for gambling just because there are no current gamblers? Do you think that if we allow board games with potential for gambling, no one will try to exploit that?”

“That…”

“If even a small possibility remains, it would be better to ban board games altogether, wouldn’t it?”

He’s not wrong. 

Allowing Kyle Galli doesn’t benefit Father, but banning board games altogether eliminates any chance of gambling resurfacing.

But it’s been years since I last enjoyed a new board game.

Games similar to chess are fine. 

Simple card games are enjoyable too.

 However, I believe the charm of board games lies in their diversity.

Physicality, strategy, deduction, luck, psychology, management, reasoning.

There are all kinds of board games, and to truly say you’ve experienced board games, you must be able to enjoy their variety.

And for that…

“If that’s the case, I will stake everything.”

“Hmm.”

“I understand. As the third son, there’s not much I can stake. But even so, I will stake everything. Everything I can do, everything I will be able to do.”

“In return, you want Kyle Galli to be allowed?”


“No, I want board games in general to be allowed. If even one of the board games I create in the future causes harm to the family like the dice game did, I will give up everything.”

I was sincere. If I couldn’t play board games anyway, it would be much better to sell myself to the family.

Even before turning 20, life was endlessly boring. 

How could I live for the next few decades without board games?

If I did that, I felt like I might really fall into alcohol, women, or gambling, so I decided to take part in a once-in-a-lifetime gamble.

“Why are you going that far?”

“Yes?”

“It’s just a board game at most. It’s just a pastime, a momentary distraction. Are you not thinking like a madman to stake your life on such a thing?”

It’s just a board game at most. 

Honestly, that’s true. 

It was just a game.

But still, why can I stake my life for board games?

“Father, have you ever played board games?”

“….”

“As you say, board games are a form of recreation. But the joy that board games bring is different. The pleasure of competing with opponents, talking with them, and winning after intense competition… it’s special.”

The regret of falling short by one point after exchanging intense strategies.

The eagerness when rolling the dice to gain resources and tokens.

The thrill when your planned strategy works out.

The excitement when you leave everything to luck sometimes.

And even the satisfaction of winning.

In my opinion, board games are one of the best means to interact with others.

No matter how awkward the relationship, you can become familiar by playing board games a few times. I’ve done that a few times myself.

How did I become close to Sally, who was so reserved?

“I don’t want to be the only one feeling that way. I hope more people can experience the joy of board games, laughing and crying.”

“Hmm?”

“More than that.”

Instead of vaguely hinting at it, to be sincere:

“That’s why…”

“What?”

“Honestly, I’m bored just playing with Charles and Sally. My true desire is to enjoy board games with a more diverse group of people.”

I wonder what expression I had when I said that.

Was it a slightly awkward smile?

And unlike the serious expression he had so far, Father looked at me blankly for a moment.

“Haha, really? That’s why you’re staking your life on this?”

“Anyway, there won’t be any problems, so my life won’t be at stake.”

“Alright, since you’re speaking so earnestly, as a father, I can’t ignore this.”

“Does that mean…”

“I’ll allow all board games, including Kyle Galli. Go ahead and have fun.”

“Thank you!!”

Finally, finally!

I truly think it was a long time coming. 

It was a dream that was once shattered by a yacht used in gambling, but finally, I have seized the opportunity to start again.

Ah, the days of living as a board game enthusiast are over.

Beyond the long boredom and unexciting times.

When I return as a ‘true board gamer’ who spent all the part-time job wages at the board game cafe!

***

Clunk.

William, watching his third son leave the study unable to hold back his laughter, quietly raised the corners of his mouth.

“Charles, how is that boy?”

“He is more talented and capable than even the master expected.”

“Is he worth the value of attaching him as the head butler and apprentice magician?”

“It seems more than sufficient.”

Charles, the head butler hiding in the next room, pours tea and quietly takes a sip.

Tasting its aroma and flavor, recalling the conversation a moment ago.

“He’s quite mischievous. I tried to press him quite a bit, but he came out confidently.”

“Is that so?”

“The condition of the bet was ‘if there is anything that causes harm to the family like that dice game’. It’s a sentence that can be interpreted in two ways. Isn’t that right?”

Simply causing harm to the family in any way.

“And when he really caused damage similar to that dice game, there was a reason for his confidence.”

From the former perspective, you can catch any loophole, but from the latter perspective, it is limited to ‘causing harm within the family due to internal gambling’. 

Since permission has been obtained, the internal affairs of the family will definitely inspect Kyle thoroughly, so there will be almost no such thing.

Having left room for interpretation in any sense, I prepared at least one escape route.

 Before being bold, I felt it was commendable.

Unlike the eldest and second sons, Kyle was a sore finger who couldn’t do anything.

He had no talent in swordsmanship or magic, and he was so weak that he went out confidently, with his eyes shining. 

And how can I refuse to say that.

And above all.

“He asked if I had ever played board games.”

“How did you answer?”

“He remained silent appropriately. He seemed to have no idea what it meant that dice had come out of my desk drawer.”

“My goodness, hasn’t a ban on dice been imposed on the entire family? This could be a big problem even for you, my lord.”

“That’s true.”

Laughing along with Charles, he rolls the dice.

William, who secretly enjoyed the depth of the dice game Kyle created, what expression would the third son make if he knew?

An expression of feeling deceived? 

Or perhaps happiness that he has someone new to enjoy board games with?

Of course, outwardly they only secretly enjoyed it with Charles, as the ban on dice had been imposed.

But inwardly, William sympathized with Kyle’s words.

“Playing with the same person is boring after all…”

“My lord?”

“To be honest, I can relate to that.”

Just as William himself had said, board games are simply entertainment and pastime.

But.

People love that entertainment, and when they have leisure time, they often turn to it first.

Even William, who always tries to act as a strict lord, found himself deeply immersed in the dice game.

As he momentarily rolled the dice, he glanced at the chess pieces and the deck of cards on the desk.

“Kyle Galli, huh.”

“It’s a competitive game. It’s different from the yacht. I don’t know how long Master Kyle has been thinking, but he’s definitely a genius.”

“I tried it alone earlier and found it quite enjoyable. Well, I still prefer this dice game.”

I simply prefer strategy and mental agility over physical exertion.

It’s purely a matter of preference.

“Someday, I hope I can play with Kyle too.”

“If you wish, you can do it right away.”

“Then wouldn’t it diminish the lord’s dignity? If Kyle is as talented as you say, he will spread board games well. That’s when you should approach him.”

“I understand.”

“By the way, since it’s been mentioned, shall we play a game now? Will you join me?”

“Of course.”

“Great, I’ll roll first.”

Churruruk.

The moderately rolled dice showed five sixes.

William smiled brightly for a moment.

“Starting with a yacht! You’re really lucky.”

“Congratulations. I’ll have to do my best too.”

It’s a fact known only to Charles, but William’s smile was remarkably similar to Kyle’s when he enjoyed board games.

Like father, like son.


Charles smiled along with William and rolled the dice.

“Oh no! You have a yacht too…?”

“It’s luck.”

Using the aura just enough not to get caught.

The owner is the owner, and a win or a loss are a win and a loss.



 
  
    Chapter 4: House Rules – 1


“Anyway, Kyle Galli, Kyle Galli…”

“Have you come up with a good idea?”

“Well, perhaps this could be an opportunity. Get a set of Kyle Galli and present it.”

“Where should we send it?”

“To the Everz Manor. I know the Lord there, he might find it quite amusing. And if we’re lucky… even the Lady.”

“The Lady, you say…? I’ve heard rumors that the Lord of the Manor is so fond of her that she’s never stepped outside the Manor.”

“Well, that’s about right.”

“Really?”

“Well, it’s not your concern. It’s just premature to think about it. Anyway, Charles, is it just my mood that’s causing a difference of over 100 points between me and you in yachting? You seem to be rolling high scores one after another.”

“It’s just the mood.”

Now I’m free! It feels like I’ve become the king of board games, at least vaguely.

But instead, my life has been pawned.

Of course, such a pun would naturally be caught, wouldn’t it? Our family’s rise from viscount to marquis by my father who was once a count is no secret.

To let it go despite knowing is a suggestion to try it once.

Of course, I had no intention of simply passing up such a golden opportunity.

“What should we do? What board game should we play?”

Just thinking briefly brings to mind dozens of board games.

From verified classics to deduction games with a series of stories, business games with fierce mind games, and psychological games where suspicion is mutual.

Honestly, I’d like to spread the strategy games that can be considered the essence of board games.

‘But that’s obviously a stretch.’

How many servants have given up just on yachting, saying the rules are too complex?

Even games that can be played with just dice and pens, the strategy board games that require various tokens, cards, rulebooks, and a lot of thought are far off.

Even if I passionately create one now, there will be very few people who can enjoy it, and it won’t align with the goal of spreading the joy of board games.

So, it’s Kyle Galli.

“It’s already proven fun.”

Even Charles and Sally found it enjoyable, and especially Sally, who stayed up all night playing Kyle Galli with the maids until she overslept.

Simple and straightforward rules, primitive fun, excellent gameplay. Perfect for beginners in board games.

If there’s one downside… the name?

‘I should have given it a proper name if I knew it would turn out like this.’

What’s Kyle Galli, anyway? It’s blatantly obvious that I made it and go around advertising it.

I should have just used the original name. Regrets come too late, but it’s already done.

Everyone would probably know it by the name Kyle Galli, but I didn’t really feel like going around one by one to correct the name now. I could just bear my embarrassment a little.

However…

There was a slight feeling of guilt. It’s supposed to be a game created by the genius of the original world, but just because I changed the name after just slightly altering the illustrations…

As I was feeling a little down, I suddenly felt a sense of popularity and turned my head.

“You, you’re back, sir.”

“Sally.”

“Um, well… I was wondering where you were, and it turns out you were cleaning here.”

Well, considering I’m both the head maid and a guard, it’s a light punishment for being later than the master.

Honestly, I wonder if a guard is necessary for the three sons who only stay in the mansion.

“I’m, I’m sorry!!”

“Huh? Why all of a sudden?”

“Well, you see, I overslept, so I couldn’t attend to you, sir, and I was scolded by Madam.”

“Is Kyle Galli now banned?”

“Don’t worry, Sally. It’s actually turned into an opportunity.”

“Sob..”

“So, I was summoned by Father because of your work, but I managed to negotiate and got permission for the board game. So we can keep playing Kyle Galli.”

“Ah…!”

“So don’t cry. Is the cleaning done?”

“Oh, yes! They’ll take care of it!”

As Sally, who suddenly brightened up, gestured once, a broom and mop came to mind and started sweeping and wiping around on their own.

Magic is still amazing no matter how many times you see it. It’s not for nothing that people go crazy over magic performances.

With Sally, who was laughing, I walked down the hallway for now.

There was something I wanted to ask.

“So, how was Kyle Galli? How did the maids react?”

“Oh, it was amazing! At first, it was just me and a colleague, but she kept winning, so I got frustrated and rough… and then, three, four, and eventually over ten people were playing!”

“And you did that all night?”

To be honest… as we were talking, everyone forgot how much time had passed… when we came to our senses, it was already late.

Ah, I’ve had that experience several times too. When you grab hold of a strategy game or an RPG game with friends at a board game cafe, hours can fly by in no time. We’d start at 1 and suddenly it’s 5, so we’d awkwardly finish the game.

That could be interpreted in two ways. Either, with ten people playing at once, the game time itself greatly increased. Or, it was because it was a really fun board game and we didn’t realize how time flew.

Personally, I’d prefer the latter.

“Anyway, now that we have Father’s permission, we’ll properly promote Kyle Galli.”

“Promote… it?”

“Yeah. Starting from the household servants and expanding to the estate.”

“…But, the people who would play have probably already played, right?”

“What?”

“Um, Charles, the head butler, said he thought it’d be great, so he made a few more and distributed them to the knights and servants…”

“When?”

“Um, right after we left your room yesterday.”

Wait, Father did this?

How could he do such a splendid thing!

“Alright, then!”

It hasn’t even been a day yet, so it might be hard to see significant results.

Charles, before becoming the head butler, was the head of the family’s knights. If such a respected figure recommends it and it’s a game made by the young master, some of the knights must have played it.

Let’s go and hear what they have to say.

“And let’s play together!”

Honestly, as I’ve only played with Father and Sally all the time, new players are more than welcome. A fresh reaction! A new attitude! Let’s see some new faces!

Fresh newbies, newbies, come forth!

“Alright, let’s head to the war room!”


“Yes, sir!”

The Byron estate, which until a few years ago was merely a viscountcy, is by no means small. It’s said that my great-grandfather was a knight who achieved great feats in war, and due to his personal friendship with the emperor of that time, he was not only granted the title of viscount but also received fertile lands as his fiefdom.

Especially, our territory was a hub of transportation from the central to the western and southern regions, even though there weren’t any mines or dungeons.

 Just by staying still, it was a land where all sorts of merchants, grains, and goods came and went, so even with mediocre business skills, we made considerable money.

One reason why my eldest brother, despite showing talent in magic, chose to attend the Academy’s economics department instead of the Mage Tower was due to this.

Anyway, what’s the conclusion? The size of the training ground inside the mansion alone is enormous.

“Swordsmanship ready!”

“Ahh!!!”

“Your voice is weak! Louder!!!”

“Ahhhh!!!!!”

“Still tough.”

“Um, it looks incredibly difficult?”

Well, knights who know how to use magic in a world where superhumans exist have power beyond imagination. They can literally run across lakes and leap over hills. 

While interstate wars may happen, territorial battles often end up as personal feuds between knights.

Since the number and quality of knights directly reflect the prestige of the family, every day is a continuous cycle of rigorous training.

“No wonder gambling is allowed.”

If they’re getting intense training every day, there needs to be a way to let off steam. Originally, it was gambling, but now that it’s banned by Father’s orders, there doesn’t seem to be any alternative.

That’s where the underground market comes in!

“It feels like giving medicine after causing illness.”

What was wrong was that knight who used the yacht for gambling, not me or board games.

After coming to a neat conclusion, I headed towards the training ground.

“Is everyone working hard?”

“Huh? M-Master Kyle!? Everyone, attention!”

“No, no. At ease…”

The knight commander, who had tried to dismiss the knights as soon as he spotted me, canceled his orders and approached me closely. 

His expression was curious as to why I, who hadn’t visited the training ground since childhood, was here.

“Master Kyle, it’s been a long time since you visited the training ground. Is there something you need?”

“It’s nothing much. It’s about a board game.”

“A board game… Oh. Are you talking about Kyle Galli?”

You know about that too?

“Have you tried it, Commander?”

“Y-Yes, of course. Senior Charles recommended it once, so I tried it…”

Huh… However…

Contrary to my expectations, the knight commander’s tone when talking about Kyle Galli was quite subtle. It was a mix of hesitation about whether to speak or not, a somewhat ambiguous attitude. Feeling a bit uneasy, I urged the knight commander.

“What’s up? Just spit it out.”

“Um, then, I’ll dare to speak. Honestly, well… It’s not very fun.”

“Really?”

“Ah, it’s not that Kyle Galli itself isn’t fun! The game itself is quite enjoyable.”

“Then?”

“Well, the rules… are a bit inconvenient.”

Rules? The rules of Kyle Galli are inconvenient? I blinked in confusion at these words, prompting the knight commander to sigh and continue.

“I heard about the rules from Senior Charles. Understanding the rules of the game itself was easy, but… It’s probably because the use of aura and magic is prohibited.”

…Aura and magic prohibited? That’s the ban on aura after the first game, and the ban on Sally’s magic?

“Um, would you like to see it once?”

“Please.”

“Alright, knights who have played Kyle Galli! Assemble!”

Following the knight commander’s orders, a small-sized knight, an older-looking knight, and a knight with a prominent bald spot hurriedly set up the game board.

Placing a table from the corner of the training ground and some cards brought from somewhere was all it took. The knights seated around the table turned their gaze to the knight commander.

“Commander? Should we proceed as before?”

“Yeah. Because the master needs to see it.”

“Understood.”

“Then, let’s begin!”

Thunk!!!

…Huh?

That was, truly, a momentary occurrence. In the blink of an eye, as soon as the game started, the pieces turned into flattened lumps of scrap metal.

The dumbfounded expressions of the knights seemed to indicate that such incidents were not uncommon.

“Um… It’s because of the aura.”

It was only after foolishly witnessing it firsthand that I realized the problem. It was a problem I hadn’t even thought of before.

All the board games I knew were based on ordinary people without any superpowers playing. After all, in the original world, there were no auras or magic.

But here, in a world where all sorts of abilities and magic were commonplace…

How well can board games from the original world be accepted in such a world?

“Maidens like the servants of the mansion or ordinary residents of the territory should be fine. They’re all the same as me.”

However, the case is different for knights, wizards, and various other ability users. Naturally, problems like these arise.

Actually, the solution is simple. Just accept it as inevitable.

After all, knights and wizards are just a minority in the grand scheme of things. The majority of those living in this world are just like those in the original world, without any special powers.

Acknowledging the minority, I’ll just make the board game the same way, but if only it had been like that from the start. No one ever dreamed of everyone enjoying board games.

“Don’t worry, Knight Commander.”

“Yes?”

“I’m the one who created the game, so I can just create new rules.”

House rules.

Adding or modifying rules under agreement for convenience or variation between players in board games or TRPGs.


Now was the time for that.

“But my usual house rules won’t do.”

Not the ordinary house rules from the original world, but a method unique to this world.

For the sake of everyone enjoying the board game.

It was time to create entirely new rules.



 
  
    Chapter 5: House Rules – 2


“I first asked for some time from the knights, including the captain, who had destroyed the bell. The captain nodded his head first.

“Lord, however, the training time was directly ordered by Lady Gaju, so I can’t stay long. I’m sorry.”

“Sorry? But I’m the one who suddenly intervened.”

First, I gathered three experienced Kylegalley members, including the captain, totaling four.

If we just bring a suitable desk from the office near the barracks, it’s over. Although a table and board game were unexpectedly spread out on the barracks, the knights who stopped training seemed quite interested.

Well, even I would enjoy watching such a fun event in the country.

After Sally set up the separate deck of cards and bell, she stepped back.

“First, shall we play normally?”

“Um, can we play this time without Aura?”

“I’ll ask for that.”

“Yes. Now, Lord, did you hear? We’ll play without Aura for now.”

…

Well, it feels more like we’re doing it because we’re told rather than because the game is fun. Well, I can’t help it.

I should prepare something separately for those four.

While pondering whether to ask Grandfather Charles for help, starting with the captain in the meantime.

Chalk. Chalk.

“Chalk chalk. Missed!”

“Oh, it’s late.”

“That’s right…

… Haha.”

What should I say?

After that…

Phew.

The tension is really dropping.

Because of the training we just did, I was worried about the knights’ expressions.

Rather than expressions of boredom or boredom, there was a strong sense of frustration.

It seemed unnecessary to see more, so I stopped for now.

“Shall we stop now? Want to try using Aura again?”

“Lord, are you really okay?”

“Of course.”

“Okay, then…”

Clunk

“As you can see, no matter what we do, the game doesn’t turn out properly. Using Aura at the right moment is crucial, but because this game stirs up competition among Kylegalley members, naturally… Even if we handle the bell as gently as possible, this is how it looks.”

“True.”

“Even an average knight can bend a fairly thick iron bar lightly. Something like this small bell made of scrap metal…”

Apart from controlling strength, could the durability of the bell itself be the problem? If I consciously control my strength to prevent the bell from breaking, I can’t just focus solely on Kylegalley. Rather than worrying about that, I should focus solely on the game to truly enjoy the board game.

Still, there seemed to be a solution to this part. Besides the knights, there was another exceptional person by my side.

“Sally? Can you enchant this bell with hardening magic?”

“W-Well, it’s possible, but with my magic, it might not… hold for long.”

“Even if it can withstand just one round, that would be great.”

“I-I understand. Here it goes.”

Hum.

Sally’s hand shone with a blue light, and after forming a simple seal, the bell she had brought separately responded with a thin layer of blue film.

Father had wisely brought the bell that the maids had recovered. Leaving the enchanted bell on the table, I quickly stepped back.

“Just in case. Captain, I’ll ask again!”

“Hardening magic.”

“I understand. Here we go again, got it!”

………….

And then…

A storm erupted.

Chalk, chalk, chalk, ding, chalk, chalk, ding, chalk, chalk, chalk, chalk, ding, chalk, chalk, chalk, chalk, chalk, ding, chalk, ding, ding, chalk, chalk, chalk, chalk, chalk, ding, chalk, chalk, chalk, ding.

Even when I struck the bell with all my might (?), the movements of the knights, now visibly relaxed, were much faster than before. It seemed like they were moving so quickly out of consideration that I could barely see a few extra arms.

I didn’t understand at all how the game was going, but the knights, seemingly used to this speed, flipped cards, rang the bell again to collect the cards repeatedly.

By the time only two minutes had passed.

Chalk, chalk, chalk, ding!!

“Phew, I win.”

“As expected of Captain, you’re much faster than I am.”

“Not having to worry about controlling strength makes it much better.”

“By the way, Lord, is it normal for Kylegalley to finish games this quickly?”

No, absolutely not.

While the expressions of the captain and the knights were much better than before, the aftermath was equally severe.

“The blue light of the hardening magic on the bell seemed to fade just before it would wear off, and the table wobbled slightly, with the cards now worn out like rags.

‘This isn’t some disposable board game.’

Skilled Aura users can move faster than sound, but this is beyond my imagination.

Whether it’s because Byron’s knights are exceptionally skilled or if this is just average for knights… At least they should be able to play smoothly.

‘But even if I prepare a magician every time we play, or prepare new cards and tables…’

“Heck…”

“Even if we prepare a magician every time we play, we’ve only played one game for just two minutes, but Sally’s complexion noticeably worsened. Unless it’s a mage of a considerable level, they won’t be able to maintain hardening during the knights’ high-speed game.”

And that’s not the only problem.

“If we continue like this in the future, can you enjoy Kylegalley?”

“Well, with this level…”

“…Still, it’s a bit disappointing. Personally, I think it would be better to use a bit more effort.”

“My lord! I would like the game time to be longer!”

“The tearing of the cards is also a problem. If the magician can harden paper, they won’t be able to maintain it on the cards.”

“I wish there was more knightliness.”

Perhaps sensing the right timing from the captain, the three knights who played also expressed their opinions.

Simply hardening the bell won’t solve the problem. The goal is to change it into a game that knights can enjoy satisfactorily.

Therefore, we need to extend the game time, move more like knights, solve the issues with the cards and bells that can’t withstand the game, and in the midst of all that, not miss out on the inherent fun of the board game.

Is this possible?


“Wait a moment.”

“I’ll think about it.”

“Haha, take your time to think. Um, the rest of the knights will resume their training!”

“Er…”

“Well, the captain has to lead the training, but could I borrow those three knights for a while? It won’t take long.”

“30 minutes at most. If it goes beyond that, we won’t be able to fill the training time.”

“Thank you, captain.”

“Don’t mention it.”

Actually, those three knights seemed to be the ones who truly appreciated it, their eyes sparkling brightly. Even if it’s just for 30 minutes, their eagerness to participate in the training towards me was visible.

Here’s the translation of the text:

“Pushing them this hard, are they really capable of moving like that…?”

First, with Sally and the three knights, I headed towards a corner of the training ground.

“Everyone take a break for now.”

“No! Following you, my lord, is our duty as knights!”

“However you push us, it won’t be as intense as training!”

“Loyalty to Byron the artisan!”

“Should we return to training then?”

“We will take a break! Full rest!”

“Rest!!”

Alright, it immediately quieted down.

While the three knights rested under the shade of a tree, I sat in the chair Sally had brought and pondered deeply.

“When did you bring this chair?”

“It’s, it’s magic! Hehe.”

“A moment.”

Didn’t they look very exhausted just now…? They seem fine now.

Anyway, I thanked Sally with a smile and immersed myself in thought.

“Originally, Kylegalley has many house rules.”

There are rules like adding special cards to change turns like kings, queens, and jacks in standard cards, or rules where you can play additional cards under specific conditions.

When flipping cards, there’s a rule where they don’t overlap completely but only halfway, and rules include excluding uncovered fruit pictures in the game.

Instead of a penalty for mistakenly pressing the bell, there’s a rule change where one hand is sealed.

There are many things that could be tested right away, but all of them seem inappropriate.

Ultimately, the house rules I know maintain the existing game format while adjusting small details.

“The knights’ physical abilities are beyond my imagination, and they can reach from their seats to the bell in an instant.”

Moreover, it seemed the knights quite enjoyed a speedy game progression, so adding rules unnecessarily might slow down the tempo of the game and make it ambiguous.

However, they are already incredibly fast, so how can I…

“Wait a moment.

Think a little more deeply.

Fast? Why is the game speed so fast?

“Well, because those using Aura have overwhelming physical abilities.”

Then why does the game end so quickly?

“Because every step, from flipping cards to pressing the bell, happens at lightning speed.

Why do the knights still feel it’s lacking even with such gameplay?

“Ultimately, they only move with their arms and eyes.”

Do the knights really want a speedy game?

“I want a game where I can exert my full power. That naturally means the speed will increase.”

“Well then, just thinking simplistically…”

“…Sir? Why are you looking at us like that?”

“Just a moment, everyone, come here.”

“Yes?”

“I have something I want to try.”

Simply, physically.

Could it be as simple as increasing the “distance”?

To use more physical effort and extend the game time.

“Ha! Haahh!!!”

“Faster! Move more powerfully! Don’t stop the flow of Aura!!”

“Yes!!”

As always, while exerting effort in training the knights, the Knight Commander casually glanced at the corner of the training ground.

It couldn’t be helped. The third knight, Kyle, visiting the training ground was quite a surprise.

“Unlike the other knights, he lacks talent with the sword.”

The eldest showed talent in both magic and swordsmanship, and the second in swordsmanship.

Unlike them, Kyle was clumsy with physical activities. According to the Knight Commander, the last time he visited the training ground was several years ago.

But now, Kyle had come to the training ground. Along with the game Kylegalli.

“It’s an interesting game, but…”

Frankly, it’s a board game that’s challenging for knights like them to enjoy, although it might not be a problem for ordinary people.

Under Charles’ strict order, they played a few times with their subordinates, but each time they felt regret and frustration.

I understand it’s a good game. I could sense that to some extent, but that’s about it.

Kyle himself said he would change the rules to make the knights enjoy it, but the Knight Commander was skeptical.

“I don’t know how long you’ll stay, but I can only accommodate you reasonably.”

As the lord allowed board games, it was the duty of a knight to fit in with the owner’s stubbornness.

Since Kylegalli, a game that knights could enjoy, was not likely to appear anytime soon, Kyle would continue to frequent the training ground for a while.

Rather than focusing on such knights, wouldn’t it be more efficient to devise a different game for the people of the territory?

“Hmm?”

-That was about the extent of his thoughts.

As he looked into the corner of the training ground, the Knight Commander blinked and looked again, wondering if he had misjudged.

However, what he saw did not change. No, it did change from a moment ago.

Previously, three knights were resting under the trees and Kyle was sitting next to his personal maid, pondering.

“How about this?”

“It’s still a bit unclear!”

“Okay…

Here?”

“Oh, if it’s here, it’ll take a bit of time to run there!!”

They were setting up Kyle Galli.

The bell is on the floor, not on the table.

The three knights did not sit in chairs, but each stood 10 meters away from the bell.

“Here we go, circle five!”

“Suck!”

“I’m first!”

“Where the fuck are you!”

Tadat!


As soon as Kyle draws his card, all three knights simultaneously rush toward the bell, tangling with each other as they try to press it. 

They crush each other’s bodies.


Bodies, arms outstretched to interfere, and each other to keep the other in check.

The three knights are much more enthusiastic than they should be, despite the fact that this is nothing more than a drill.

It was a sight the Knight Commander couldn’t understand.



 
  
    Chapter 6: House Rules – 3


Place the bell on the floor, not on the table.

And position the players not right next to it, but some distance away.

About 10 meters or so? In any case, it should be far enough that even knights will take a bit of time to reach it when they run.

Position three knights in a triangle around the bell and place the cards next to them. A small table is needed for this. If not a table, any object to place the card deck on will do.

Each player holds up a card with their left hand so that everyone can see it, and their right hand is free.

Then, when five identical shapes appear, just like before:
“Move! I’m your senior!!”

“There’s no seniority in games!”

“Haha, you two keep fighting. I’ll take this…………!”

Ding!

“Oh!”

“Darn it……”


	Start from the designated spot and end by pressing the bell after a physical struggle.



This was the gist of the house rules for knights.

‘Using their bodies, befitting knights… And since it takes time to run and struggle, there’s no worry of it ending too quickly.’

Simply increasing the distance between the bell and the players resulted in this.

It was a sudden idea, but it seemed quite good. The knights clearly looked satisfied.

Of course, this wasn’t the end. Detailed adjustments were necessary.

“When they step on it with their foot, it just becomes a race to see who can run the fastest, regardless of the struggle.”

“Th-that’s right, sir.”

“So let’s do it this way. You must press the bell with your hand, not your foot. And since you’ll be holding a card in your left hand, only the right hand is allowed.”

“Then you’ll have to lower your stance to press it, making it easier to obstruct and be obstructed by the opponent. It seems the game won’t end quickly.”

Clarifying the method of pressing the bell.

“The cards………… are all crumpled.”

“I’m sorry! This guy got too carried away!”

“W-what are you talking about!? It got crumpled because you threw me first, senior!”

“Shh, shush!”

“Anyway, crumpling the cards disrupts the game. Since you could remember the crumpled cards and predict the shapes… Let’s hold the card in the left hand but make it so you can’t press the bell if it’s crumpled. Of course, it’s a foul if the opponent crumples it on purpose.”

“Sir, then is throwing allowed…? It’s my specialty.”

“No.”

Deciding how to handle the cards.

“But do we draw the cards only with the left hand? Trying to draw while holding the cards like this makes me see them late or early…”

“First, can you see the card from more than 10 meters away?”

“What? Yes, I can see this well.”

“Your aura is quite something in many ways. Then let’s slightly change the rules. Do it the same as before but raise your left hand above your head.”

“Huh? If I do this, I won’t be able to see.”

“That’s the charm. There are card games like this, right?”

To add more fun and clarify ambiguous parts, special rules were added.

The house rules created in the first draft, well, how should I put it…

They still looked quite rough. Well, they were made on the spot, after all.

To see if it works well.

“In the end, we just need to try it out.”

“Oh, then can we try it among ourselves?”

“Sure. Let’s have a proper game. Everyone to your places.”

“Young master.”

“Captain?”

“Let me join as well.”

I mean, I’d welcome more players, but…

Why does he seem a bit angry?

The captain couldn’t understand at all.

‘Simply moving the body like that is more than training.’

Aura training isn’t just about recklessly overworking the body. It includes various practices like maintaining specific postures, meditating, or swinging the sword in the same stance repeatedly.

And what he saw, those three knights’ movements were more grueling than training. At least training is regular and allows for rest periods, but these knights were repeatedly running, clashing, and hitting within a short time frame.

Yet, despite that, the knights were laughing.

No matter how much they claimed it was a form of Kylegali, it should be more exhausting than usual, so why were they enjoying it?

The captain, whose first board game was the Kylegali given by Butler Charles yesterday, couldn’t comprehend it.

But what annoyed him the most was.

‘It’s already been 30 minutes.’

It made sense for Kyle to be changing the rules while focused, but the knights should know that the time limit had passed. It was obvious why they weren’t saying anything.

Knights neglecting training and focusing only on the game? Moreover, a game harder than training!

That’s why he paused the training and came personally.

To educate the three knights.

‘Dwarfy Rick, Old Man Hanson, Bald Victor.’

These were the three knights he’d play the game with, and finally, the knights seemed to notice.

But instead of immediately scolding the knights, the captain took off his armor, stood next to the small table in just his light running clothes.

This was partly to preserve the young master’s face in testing the changed game, and partly out of personal curiosity.

More importantly, if the captain decided to take the knights away after participating in the Kyle Galli, even the young master couldn’t stop him. He wanted to end it definitively since continuing to humor the young master would obviously interfere with training.

Playing a single game wouldn’t take long anyway. That’s why the captain decided to join the game himself.

“Captain, the rules?”

“I saw how the knights were playing and heard the young master’s instructions. Are there any additional rules?”

“Not really. So, shall we begin?”

Of course, we should start. But it will end quickly.

Although Kyle’s efforts were acknowledged, honestly, even with all the changes, Kylegali didn’t quite satisfy the captain. He was more focused on finishing quickly to educate the knights than on the game itself.

After the start was declared, among the hesitant knights, Dwarfy Rick seemed to decide and drew a card first.

He drew a card with his left hand and lifted it above his head. Even if it was five diamonds, Dwarfy Rick wouldn’t know.

“The card drawn is two diamonds.”

Next in line was Old Man Hanson. With a resigned look, Hanson drew a card and lifted it.

Then it was Bald Victor’s turn.

“Four pentagons.”

And now it was the captain’s turn.

He drew a card. Although he couldn’t see what card it was, there was a clear way to find out.


“If anyone moves to hit the bell, follow and run.”

Since the others could see the captain’s card, if it completed a set of five, they would move.

But no one moved. With the turn complete, it was Rick’s turn again to draw a card.

“Three diamonds.”

As soon as he confirmed it, the captain bolted from his spot.

Thud!

“He’s fast…!!”

“Stop the captain!”

“We can’t use judo throws…!”

Old Man Hanson and Bald Victor, who also saw Rick’s card, rushed forward hastily.

But the captain didn’t earn his position through card games.

Even though all three started almost simultaneously, the captain was the first to reach the bell.

Clang!

“Ah…”

He moved his right hand to strike the bell.

For a moment, he wondered if he should control his strength, but the bell was still enchanted with hardening magic.

He glanced at the apprentice mage just in case, but there was no sign of strain.

Earlier, during the game, they seemed to struggle to maintain it.

‘So that’s it?’

Right. Since he had to lower himself to hit the bell with his right hand while standing, he couldn’t strike it too hard. The intention was to place the bell on the floor.

Pressing the bell while seated or bending halfway over to press it.

It’s obvious in which position one can apply more strength with the right hand. This method would allow the hardening magic to last much longer.

The captain admired it for a moment, but then he frowned.

Dwarfy Rick, Old Man Hanson, and Bald Victor were just standing there in awkward positions, staring at him.

When the captain reached out his hand, they handed over all the cards they were holding in their left hands.

‘If it keeps going like this, it’ll end soon.’

He gave them a death glare, as if to say they were all dead once Kylegali was over, and although they trembled, they exchanged glances.

Their desperate glances were amusing to the captain.

‘Even if the three of them team up, I can win. This will be over soon.’

Now, everyone returned to their positions, and the captain, who had rung the bell, drew another card.

The turns repeated the same way as before.

For a while, no set of five was completed until the captain lifted another card.

‘It’s complete.’

As soon as Old Man Hanson saw the card, he leaped forward. Dwarfy Rick and Bald Victor hesitated for a moment before also starting.

Even though it was the captain’s turn, he started late.

But he had no intention of losing.

“Hmph!”

“What…!?”

Despite the late start, he reached the bell before Hanson.

Realizing the difference in physical ability, Hanson reached out his right hand to block him.

“Not a chance, Hanson…!!”

“Ugh!?”

With a swift move, the captain easily twisted Hanson’s wrist and brushed him aside.

Without hesitation, he hit the bell again.

Clang!

“Phew…

Hanson, hand over the cards.”

“Rick and Victor haven’t even arrived yet? This is too obvious a victory. Maybe I should…?”

What’s this?

Why isn’t Hanson giving the cards?

No, more importantly…

Why is he trying to hide a smile…?

…Could it be.”

The captain finally lowered his left hand, which had been raised, to check his card.

His card was a single star.

Hanson’s card had two diamonds, Rick’s had three stars, and Victor’s had… one circle.

The shapes…

They didn’t make a set of five.

“Captain, you pressed the bell incorrectly, so as a penalty, give out all the cards you drew.”

“What, what is this…

“!!”

“Captain.”

“Hanson! As soon as you saw my card…?”

“This isn’t training, Captain. It might involve intense physical activity, but it’s still a board game.”

A board game.

Of course, the captain knew that well.

But why, then, did he feel as if he’d been struck on the head upon hearing those words?

“A deception…?”

“It’s a rule the Young Master added.”

As soon as he heard that, the captain turned his head towards Kyle. It was an unconscious action.

And Kyle met his gaze with a sly grin.

‘…I was too careless.’

Not being able to see one’s own card meant that the opponent could exploit that. He should have realized it sooner.

The captain clenched his fists for a moment before returning to his position.

His eyes were beginning to burn with determination.

“I’ll draw first.”

Having paid the penalty, the player after the captain now started. Dwarfy Rick drew a card.

Next, Old Man Hanson, Bald Victor, and then the captain in turn.

Just like in the previous game, no sets were completed, and they kept drawing cards.

Meanwhile, Old Man Hanson or Dwarfy Rick would occasionally dash towards the bell to try to deceive the captain, but seeing that he didn’t move, they quietly returned to their places.

How many more cards had they drawn?

In the midst of a suffocating tension, Bald Victor drew a card.

“What!?”

Thud!!

The captain, who had been watching for an opportunity, dashed forward as soon as he saw Victor’s card.

Was it another psychological trick like Hanson’s earlier, or was it real? Victor thought it was the latter.

The captain he knew was straightforward and upright. No matter how intense the board game, he wouldn’t resort to such deceit.

So, despite being one of the laggards, Victor reflexively ran forward.

There was no time to check on Rick or Hanson. He was certain the captain would hit the bell for real this time.

However, just in case, Victor slightly slowed his pace.

‘He’s really going to hit it…!!!’

Upon arriving at the bell and seeing the captain lowering his stance to press it, Victor used all his strength to run.

Rick and Hanson were probably running too. Honestly, it didn’t matter who pressed the bell, but it was better to have more cards.

Victor’s desperate sprint was faster than expected, and despite being so close to the bell, the captain didn’t press it.

Victor thought it might be easier to just tackle the captain’s right hand as it reached for the bell, but tackling was prohibited.

Instead, he slid towards the bell, reaching out with his right hand.

“What?”

Victor suddenly made eye contact with the captain, who was smiling.

Wham!

The captain’s right hand, which was about to press the bell, suddenly changed direction and swept the ground. Victor realized he had been tricked but couldn’t stop his own momentum.

Victor’s hand missed the bell.

Ding!

The clear and pure sound of the bell rang right in front of him.

The captain looked down at the stunned Victor.

“Was that a psychological trick?”

“Simply running towards the bell like Hanson wouldn’t have fooled anyone. I genuinely intended to press the bell if necessary.”

“So, it wasn’t that I was fast…?!”

“I waited for you a bit.”

The captain’s smirk and strategy were based on his speed and understanding of how the knights viewed him.

It was a psychological tactic only the captain could pull off.


As Victor looked up at him in shock, the captain extended his hand again.

“Now, since you pressed the bell incorrectly, you have to distribute your cards as a penalty.”

“Oh…okay…”

“And quickly…return to your position.”


	We need to start the next round right away.



The captain, now holding Victor’s remaining cards, had a very satisfied smile.



 
  
    Chapter 7: House Rules – 4


Commander, Rick, Hanson, and Victor playing Kyle Galli with house rules.

I thought I might have an advantage as the commander since the game has become more physically demanding.

However, the game showed a completely different aspect.

“Restrain the commander! Attack together! Aim for the wrists as much as possible!”

“Cards! Be careful not to crease the cards!!”

“Haha! Hanson, Victor! You’re trying to restrain me with just the two of you! You underestimated me!!”

“What? Two, two? Could it be Rick…!?”

Ding!

“Restraint is good, but let me have some cards too.”

“That damn fool!”

Despite this and that, everyone was essentially playing for the first time.

Although Hanson tricked the commander or the commander lured Victor with intense pressure, the game fundamentally focused on intense physical combat. They avoided getting caught several times after being deceived.

But what mattered to me wasn’t who was winning.

‘Perhaps because the bottom line is dirt, the starting point continues to refine. If the game gets longer, it could be obstructed.’

‘From the beginning, I slid and took out a stuck piece. Should I find a more reliable way to fix it? Is a penalty enough?’

‘Only the right hand was allowed, but it’s gradually getting more intense. This part… can’t be helped. I intended it that way from the beginning.’

Finding flaws in the rules or supplementing the insufficient parts.

Since it was too different from the existing Kyle Galli, it was no exaggeration to say that it was just newly created. There were inevitably some shortcomings.

Observing the knights’ game closely and finding those points.

While thinking about several improvements.

“Sir, sir?”

“Yes? Sally?”

“Do… do you think… who will win?”

Sally, who maintained a comfortable complexion with a spell of purification, asked if there was any value in laying the pieces on the ground.

Who would win, huh.

Looking at the current situation, Victor seems to be in last place, and the other three have similar cards. And fundamentally, the three knights are focusing intensely on restraining the commander.

Well, as someone who prides himself on being a veteran board gamer, let me predict.

“First, Sally, what about you?”

“Uh, Hanson. The commander seems to be trying hard, but the restraint…”

“I’m the commander.”

“Uh, really?”

“For now, just watch.”

Based on my experience.

There will be changes soon.

“Heuk… heuk…”

The commander, who was breathing heavily, took a breath.

How many times has he rushed already.

Standing still and then running at full strength drained more energy than expected, especially using only my right hand to compete with the three knights. 

However, it wasn’t so difficult to move. In fact, moving like this was quite enjoyable.

And it wasn’t just the commander who was catching his breath.

“Huuh… Huff…”

“My… my cards…”

“Huu…!”

“1”

Hanson, who seemed to move the most after the commander, Rick, who mainly aimed for fidgeting during disputes, and Victor, who never once argued over cards, all seemed to be getting tired. As a commander, even if I was the one receiving concentrated restraint, my pride wouldn’t allow me to be the first to fall.

“Rick, should you draw a card?”

“Huuuk… Alright, I’ll do it.”

Perhaps because of their focus on Kyle Galli, Rick, who had become somewhat breathless, flashed his eyes and drew a card. 

Hanson followed suit, then Victor, who looked forlorn, and then the commander drew.

Everyone twitched each time a card was drawn. Especially after a few more turns, Victor’s eyes were the most eager for a card to fall.

How many more times will it continue?

“In the beginning, I didn’t pay much attention, but now I can’t help but notice. With four participants, even a few cards drawn can complete five shapes.

 Therefore, even in situations with fewer cards, everyone runs with all their might. Each small board was that important.

However.

The commander had already drawn more than seven cards. Each of the four has seven, so twenty-eight. And there are fifty-six cards in Kyle Galli. That meant that half of all the cards in this round had been drawn.

The martial arts hall was filled with nothing but breathing. Someone’s swallowing sound sounded louder.

Although I was nervous, the cards I had been pulling somewhat comfortably now felt heavy.

Without even thinking about wiping away the flowing sweat, the commander focused only on Rick, Hanson, and Victor’s cards.

Victor already has no more cards to draw. Even when it’s his turn, he just passes.

Therefore, Victor’s cards are fixed.

‘Four circles, four circles, four circles.’

If by any chance one circle appears among Rick and Hanson’s cards, he moves.

Repeating several times, he recalls the plan he’s been thinking and memorizing.

Thud.

Following Rick, Hanson drew a card. With this, Hanson now has only one card left. Now over thirty cards have been drawn.

The card Hanson drew…

“Eleven… a circle!”

This was spoken carelessly by Kyle’s exclusive maid and apprentice magician who was outside the game. In fact, it was cheating. If it were anyone else, Hanson shouldn’t have known his card. Thus, psychological warfare became impossible.

However, there was no one among the players complaining about it. Everyone was already sprinting towards the finish line.

Clatter!

“Please…!!”

Victor was the most desperate. As the only player without cards left, losing was inevitable this round. Victor, as he was, had to press the bell at all costs.

Already exhausted, his legs burned as he moved.

“Ah!”

After Victor, Hanson and Rick followed in order, with the commander finishing last. 

“Why are you trying to stop the commander! If I win this round alone, my cards will exceed 40!!”

The direction shifted towards the commander, but they were aiming more fiercely for the bell.

At first, the hearts of the three knights might have been in agreement. Rather than focusing on the game, their fear of the commander was greater, so they tried to delay confrontation as long as possible.

However, now the situation was different. All they had in their minds was victory.


If it were the previous Kyle Galli, he might not have had such thoughts, but as Kyle Galli reincarnated solely as a knight, he stirred up the knights’ competitiveness as if possessed.

Bodies collided, sweat dripped, they clashed with each other’s strength and skill, all while engaging in psychological warfare.

I even wonder if this frustrating game is really suitable.

Moreover, knights have high self-esteem. They take pride in their physical bodies, skills, and honor.

Losing to an opponent in a game where they’ve mobilized all these qualities would be beyond disgrace—it would drive them to despair.

At this moment, the alliance of Tantara, Kondae, and the bald-headed man has broken. All that remains is ruthless competition with no one to trust.

And that.

Was also what the commander aimed for.

Thunk! Thud!!

“Move, get out of the way!!”

“Victor! A moment of negotiation.”

“Very well!”

“Rick!! I’d rather lose than give you the card…………!!”

Victor, Hanson, and Rick shuffle their hands in front of the bell.

Their right hands overlap, they block each other with shoulders, hindering each other’s paths with their strides.

A fierce fight using their entire bodies except for the left hand holding cards.

Even though they were knights, it was undoubtedly a high-level defense, but they couldn’t do it at first because they were all tired.

‘Now!’

The commander, confirming that, accelerated immediately.

They deliberately delayed the sprint, fearing that the three alliances might break.

If they had missed, they would not have been able to take the card empty-handed, but the commander’s gamble went smoothly.

The pleasure of the plan succeeding rushed over in a moment, and the commander, emboldened by this, pounded the ground with all their remaining strength.

Finally, Rick and Hanson turned their eyes towards the charging commander.

“Stop him!!!”

Hanson shouted urgently, but he himself didn’t move. Because at this moment, he had to stop Victor who was only looking at the bell.

In the end, Rick moved. If Hanson or Victor pressed it, they wouldn’t know, but if the commander pressed it, they would have to hand over the first place.

After Victor and Hanson are eliminated, there’s no way Rick can defeat the commander in a 1-on-1 match.

That’s how Rick judged the situation, and with tears in his eyes, he reluctantly charged at the commander.

“Commander, please take a break!!”

“No way, Rick!”

But why would Rick, the pushover, even try? No matter how much of a knight he is, he can’t change the natural height difference.

If the opponent were an ordinary person, it might be different, but the commander is a knight of a higher caliber than Rick. Rick didn’t opt to confront the commander head-on so far, instead choosing tactics to exploit weaknesses.

The aura that the commander had reserved burst forth, and in an instant, they grabbed Rick by the collar with their right hand.

“Ugh!?”

Whoom!

Just like that, Rick flew into the air.

Enhanced by the aura, the commander’s strength sent Rick flying. Rick resisted with his own aura for a moment, but even if he was sent flying, he would land quickly and charge back, but by then, it would be too late.

What’s needed now is that brief moment.

Effectively, by eliminating Rick, the commander turned towards Hanson and Victor.

Kondae Hanson bit his lip tightly.

“Now that it’s come to this···!!!”

In an instant, Hanson’s right hand moved differently than before.

The commander understood what that meant well. It was Hanson’s specialty, the maneuver.

However, that would have been prohibited by Kyle. The commander quickly realized.

‘Even if I receive a penalty, should I exclude myself?’

If the commander performs the maneuver on Hanson, Hanson will receive a penalty. However, if they can buy time like that, Victor will ring the bell.

At least in Kyle Galli, it’s not exclusion, it’s being left behind. It could be seen positively as exploiting a loophole in the rules, or negatively as cheating in the end.

Because Kyle Galli’s house rules were not perfect yet, there were things to try.

Of course.

That didn’t mean the commander would quietly comply.

Thunk!

“Uh, uh…………!?”

“Trying to lift me with just your right hand. That’s arrogance, Hanson!!”

They lightly brushed aside Hanson’s hand aiming for their wrist for the maneuver.

After all, the commander had experienced and seen the most of Hanson’s maneuvers during training.

Trying a maneuver with just the right hand when even using the whole body was insufficient—it was a gamble even beyond what the commander had done before.

They easily brushed it aside, but Hanson’s already tired body staggered.

Buying time like that, they aimed for the final goal, the bell.

“Aaaaahhh!!!”

And there, from start to finish, Victor, who had been consistent, struggled.

Hanson’s hand, which had been blocking him, was directed towards the commander, but the commander and Hanson’s bodies and legs physically blocked the path.

Victor’s hand was tantalizingly close to touching the bell.

The commander swung down with their right hand.

Their hands overlapped, and one of them pressed the bell.

Certainly! Here is the translation with a blank line after each sentence:

Ding-

After the bell signaling the end of the most desperate round had rung.

“ot, otot…..
・I won.”

The hand that pressed the bell belonged to the knight commander.

In the end, what was needed at the very end was each other’s pure physical strength.

Their hands clashed, and the stronger knight commander’s hand defeated Victor’s. That was all.

The knight commander, confirming this, smiled and collapsed as he was.

Thud.

“Huuk.. ・Huuk..

“1

I won, I won.

He won in the round with the most cards at stake.

The knight commander chuckled with a boiling sense of achievement and pleasure. Though he collapsed on the gaming table drenched in sweat, his expression was nothing short of radiant.

As he absentmindedly gazed at the blue sky, someone approached him and looked down.

“Commander, how was it?”

“Your Highness, Your Highness… ·Huu……….

“Originally, Victor was the only one supposed to lose, but since everyone else has collapsed…”

Even Rick, who flew through the air, old man Hanson who resisted to the end, and balding Victor who lost his last chance, all lay on the gaming table like the knight commander.

Everyone seemed to find it difficult to continue the game as they all breathed heavily.

“Well then…………?”

“Right now, the person with the most cards is the first place. And that’s… of course, the knight commander.”

……Ha, hahaha. Hahahaha!!!!”

Victory, and first place.

The knight commander, bursting with joyous declaration, opened his mouth.

“Your Highness, you have truly created a magnificent board game.”

“Well. From the middle, it seemed more like training or exercise than a board game.”

“That might be true. But in the end, it’s all about Kyle Galli, isn’t it.”

Winning the game made him think of something.

With newfound respect, the knight commander looked at Kyle.

“And you don’t need any additional tools for this.”

“Huh?”

“With just the bell and cards originally prepared by Kyle Galli, and the table, you can play, right? So this too is Kyle Galli.”

“Well, house rules are supposed to be like that.”

“That’s what makes it remarkable.”

It was only then that he realized all his worries about Kyle were completely useless.

There was no need for talent in swordsmanship and magic like the first, nor talent in swordsmanship and aura like the second.

Byron’s third Lord, who was the third, was unfolding the talent that only he could do.

“Your Highness, I have one request.”

“What is it?”

“During training or resting time…………can everyone play Kyle Galli?”

“Ah, why ask me about that?”

“Really?”


“Board games are something players play when they want to. Just because you’re the creator doesn’t mean you have the right to stop them. Just find a magician who can cast dismissal magic well.”

•04|| !!”

“And could you call it every time you do it? I think I can fix it more if I see more. Personally, it was quite interesting to see Hanson deliberately trying to defeat me in the middle. Anyway, it’s not a disqualification, so I think I’ll do it in the sense that I’ll do it as if I’m doing it alone. But I think it’s okay to raise the intensity of the penalty or even ban it so that it doesn’t overuse it. In addition, it seems a little problematic to completely block Victor with his body, but if you try to stop it by rule, it will hinder the fight itself, and then there’s no reason to make house rules. Even if you try to block it as much as possible, the cards are a little wrinkled. Why not make cards with a different material or put dismissal magic on the cards? It will be difficult. But if you create a separate card, the feature of being ab;e to change the rules at any time disappears, do you have to change all the cards to special cards ?”

“……..”





 
  
    Chapter 8: Board Games Beat Spirits


Clunk, clunk.

It’s been a week since Kyle Galli was approved.

During that time, word about Kyle Galli and house rules spread quickly within the household.

“Well, the young master truly is a genius! E-everyone acknowledges the young master’s game and genius!!”

“Well, maybe it’s because of curiosity about a board game made by the third son who was otherwise unnoticed, but Charles actively recommends it and the knights are said to often enjoy it in the mess hall. Maybe most of them have tried it once or twice since it’s easy with just pieces and cards.”

“Oh, no! It’s because Y-young Master is amazing!!”

“Still, I’m glad everyone seems to enjoy it.”

Apart from Sally’s flattery, Kyle Galli was now accepted as part of the mansion’s elements.

The sound of the bell often heard from the servants’ quarters was a matter of course, and they even ordered a special bell for Kyle Galli from the kitchen.

Moreover, the captain and the knights also enjoy Kyle Galli during training or rest.

It felt proud to see them enjoying the board game.

…

But.

Clunk.

“Well, I didn’t really have many pastimes to enjoy in the mansion anyway.”

For the servants who can only stay inside the mansion, games like chess-like board games or gossip are everything.

I thought it natural that a new board game would gradually become known unless it was terribly boring.

Just simple preparations, simple rules, and yet spread faster than expected due to its primitive fun and competitive spirit.

In fact, what I’m more concerned about isn’t the original Kyle Galli but the house rules that the knights enjoy.

“It’s just a knockoff with different pictures, not really Kyle Galli.”

The reputation I gained was due to the original masterpiece, Halli Galli. While I’m very satisfied that Kyle Galli itself is considered fun, I honestly didn’t feel comfortable being praised as its creator.

But house rules are different. They are unlike any rules I knew before, and based on my experience with board games so far, I’ve created new rules.

Was there anyone in the world who enjoyed Halli Galli as much as I did? It would be almost safe to say there wasn’t.

As such, I couldn’t help but be attached to it.

Perhaps that was the real ‘Kyle Galli’.

But even so, it’s not really a new board game, just house rules.

By accumulating experiences like this, could I eventually create my very own board game?

It’s still a distant dream considering I discarded all the ideas I came up with last night.

“So I have a lot to do. I need to go to the blacksmith’s forge to request more bells, and I have to procure special paper for making cards from our family’s trading house or other trading houses…. …Just as much as Father entrusted me, I need to move busily.”

Clunk

Yeah, there’s so much to do just to promote the fun of Kyle Galli and board games.

Instead of running around busy, I found myself sitting in the clunking carriage.

Alongside Sally, who doubled as my escort and personal maid.

“Whew… Sally, the letter?”

“Yes, I have it right here!”

“I’ll need your assistance. But why on earth would His Lordship summon me…”

“Oh, you’ve only realized it late! B-because Young Master is a genius!”

Ignoring Sally’s usual flattery, no matter how much I thought about it, I couldn’t understand.

Author Byron is certainly among the wealthiest authors in the empire, and while he holds a significant influence due to his position as a hub of transportation and logistics, he’s by no means comparable to a duke.

In fact, it wouldn’t be an exaggeration to call the relationship with Everts, the duke of the Western region where the letter was sent, a thorough competition.

“Since Everts pays more than 40% of the tolls.”

Being a customer among customers even with the term VIP was no exaggeration, so as soon as Father became the head of the household, he negotiated to reduce the toll to Byron Territory by 30% only for the consortium or group of Everts.

 The duke was welcomed at a slightly lower price because of the convenience and preferred our solid customer.

·For some reason, I could feel eyes on me from outside the window.

Blaming it on my mood, I let it pass.

The journey to Everts Ducal Estate didn’t take long.

In the original medieval world, it would have taken days, but this world had magic. Naturally, both the horses pulling the carriage and the carriage itself weren’t ordinary. Of course, it was possible because money had been poured into it.

The clunky sound wasn’t just from a specially made carriage. It meant that even the carriages of the nobility ran at a clunky pace.

Watching the scenery change like riding in a car, I slowed down as I entered the Everts Ducal Estate, so the surroundings looked good.

A city with a size incomparable to our territory, distinctly separate carriage paths and pedestrian paths, comfortably visible middle class, patrolling knights showing Ouro to reduce crime rates.

It wasn’t just a rumor that if the power of the empire had been a little weak, it would have declared independence.

Moreover, it was busy even after arriving at the Dukedom.

“Welcome, Kyle Byron. Duke Nicholas is waiting.”

“Yes.”

·Are you waiting now?”

“Let’s go now.”

Suddenly, I realized I was standing in front of the reception room.

In the center of such pride, a middle-aged man with a grizzled beard sat on the sofa, eyeing me with a displeased expression as soon as I entered the room.

“Kyle Byron, I presume. It is indeed an honor that Duke Nicholas has invited me—”

“Just have a seat.”

“……Yes.”

What’s with this serious atmosphere? It felt chilly enough to make me wonder if I had done something wrong. But then again, it’s our first meeting. Why this?

Such curiosity vanished as soon as I sat down on the opposite chair.

“That?!”

On the luxurious table between the Duke and me were teacups and a glass pitcher. Naturally. Beside them was a bell and a stack of cards with shapes drawn on them. Of course, it was Kyle Galli.

Wait, why is it here?

“Seems your gaze is drawn this way. Kyle Galli… was it.”

“Yes, yes! That’s correct, Your Grace.”

“William sent it as a sudden gift, claiming it was quite an entertaining game. It turned out to be not just fun but with its own philosophy. Bold to put your own name into the game.”

“Haha… Thank you for the compliment?”

Why are you complimenting me with such a stern look as if you’re going to kill someone?

More importantly, William sent it as a gift, claiming it was from Father?

“So that’s why he seemed hesitant…!!”

Why does the Duke have it when we didn’t properly distribute it among the mansion staff? He sent it as a gift?

That could happen, I guess. It could.

But why did the Duke specifically call me because of that game? If he enjoyed it, a simple letter saying it was enjoyable would have sufficed. It’s not like he suddenly became a huge fan of Kyle Galli and wanted to see my face! That stern expression tells me otherwise.

Then why?

“Of course, I didn’t summon you all this way just for that alone. I have no reason to drop everything and wait for it.”

“I understand.”


“Even so, I called you here and kept waiting because… I have a request.”

A request? From the Duke? To me?

Based on the conversation so far, it seems to be related to Kyle Galli. What is it? Wanting exclusive rights to the game? Sponsorship in the future? Or a warning?

“I have a daughter. Did you know that?”

“I am aware there is a young lady of similar age, but I don’t know more than that.”

“Right. I want you to meet my daughter.”

“What… do you mean?”

Momentarily failing to understand the Duke’s purpose, I trembled with unease as the Duke, who had been sinking, spoke.

“My daughter hasn’t come out of her room since experiencing a few things.”

“You mean the young lady?”

“Yes, I haven’t even met her. But do you understand why I would try to introduce you to my daughter, who doesn’t even meet her father?”

I see.

Given the current atmosphere and the Kyle Galli deliberately placed on the table, there’s only one answer.

“Is it because of Kyle Galli?”

“That’s right. It seems my daughter is very fond of Kyle Galli. So, if you’re the creator of Kyle Galli… it might be possible.”

“R-really?”

“Really? Of course it’s true. Honestly, I don’t think you will succeed. But…

thud

The Duke’s eyes, which set down the teacup, were deeply somber yet also desperate.

Efforts would have been made to converse somehow with the lady who had been confined to her room.

All that had failed, and the Duke was so desperate as to personally ask a mere board game creator like me.

No matter how small and fragile that hope might be.

I sincerely hope for success.

… Even if you’re William’s son, you’re so desperate to tell an outsider about the family’s circumstances.”

“If you fail, you can find another way. But I just don’t want to pass over even the slightest chance.”

||

“I see.”

“It’s been a long time since my daughter had such an interest that she would spend the whole day absorbed in something. It’s true that the objective chance of success is low, but among the methods tried recently, you are the best.”

“So, will you accept it? Even if you fail… I will reward you for agreeing to my plea.”

The Duke seemed truly desperate. To the extent that he would promise compensation to a mere board game creator’s third son just for trying.

However, there was one thing that I couldn’t understand, no matter how much I thought about it.

… Your Grace, earlier you mentioned that the young lady is currently engrossed in Kyle Galli, didn’t you?”

“That’s right.”

“Kyle Galli is not a board game that can be played alone. There must be someone who played the game with the young lady, whether a friend or a servant.”

“If she doesn’t even talk to her father, and she plays Kyle Galli, a game that physically collides with each other, she must be quite close to whoever it is. Wouldn’t it be much better to go through that person? Even if you’ve already tried and failed, it would be more likely to try again than to bring me, the creator, here.”

The Duke sighed, as if expecting my question, his expression contorted.

“You’re not wrong. Yes, that’s right.”

“In that case…”

What?

“Yes?”

“The presence with my daughter is not a person.”

“My daughter, Laisia, is a summoner.”

“So… the partner she plays with is a spirit.”

“I… wish you would talk to Laisia or something and get close.”

“I just want you to get her out of her addiction with spirits.”

**********
“I won…………again. That makes it 55 wins in a row. Huh? Are you listening? Tell me.

[Ding.] [Whizz.]

“Oh, I see. Yeah.”

[Whizz.] [Meow.] [Ding.] [Growl.]

“The one who created Kyle Galli.”

[Growl.] [Tap-tap.] [Hmm.]

“You came by carriage? You said you’d come to this room soon?”

[Ding.] [Tap-tap.]

“Okay, then. ・Chase them away.”

[Meow.] [Grunt.] [Whizz.] [Growl.] [Tap-tap.] [Hmm.]

“I’m fine with just you guys.”

[Ding.]

“Don’t be too rough. But still, because you’re the one who made this game.”


[Grr.] [Tap-tap!]

“I have a request. So… let’s play one more round?”

[Whizz!]

“Okay, let’s do that.”






 
  
    Chapter 9: Board Games Beat Spirits – 2


It’s difficult to become close with people.

It’s even harder if they’re of the opposite sex, not the same sex.

And if I’m someone like me, the daughter of a powerful person who can erase with a single gesture, it’s even more difficult.

Most crucially, if she spends most of her time with spirits instead of people, there’s no need to talk about it.

But if I include just one premise, I can easily handle all of that.

That’s board games.

“Board games are gods and invincible.”

It’s not blindly believing in board games for no reason.

I’ve had experiences where I’ve solved a few critical moments in life through board games.

Even in high school, when I had no friends and was in danger of being bullied, I made friends with board games I brought from home.

In college group projects, I thawed awkward relationships with a single board game.

Even on my first blind date, going to a board game cafe helped maintain a friendly atmosphere.

Ultimately, there was a difference, though.

And even in the military, instead of receiving training from a stubborn senior, I sucked up honey by playing board games with him.

When I went to college, my bag contained several types of board games instead of textbooks, and instead of playing RPGs or AOS games on my laptop, I played online board games.

Board games, my light.

Board games, my salt.

Board games, my eternity.

Anyway, if I only played board games together, I was confident I could become close to anyone.

[Grr.]

[Tap tap.]

Yeah.

“Hey, guys?”

If you ‘play’ the game, that is.

“What is this.”

The lady’s room, who is loved too much by the spirits, was in one of the top floors of the duke’s mansion.

The duke’s mansion had four towers, each housing one of the duke’s children, but now there was only the lady left in the duke’s mansion.

Even though it was a top floor, it was still a duke’s mansion and was neatly maintained as it was where the lady lived.

[Grr.]

There was something blocking the entrance to the tower.

It was a tiger made of water.

Is this the spirit I’ve only heard about?

I knew it was a creature made of pure elements, but seeing it up close, it had quite a peculiar appearance.

Its body, legs, and head were made of water, forming droplets that fell, yet its size did not decrease.

Clearly, there was nothing but water, but it changed the color of the water, deepened the shadows, and expressed eyes, patterns, and shapes.

It was so big that it seemed it could swallow me and drown me right away.

It was obviously a monster that an average knight could handle, but it wasn’t just one.

[Tap tap.]

Next to the tiger, guarding the entrance to the tower, was a horse made of wind.

Then naturally, it shouldn’t be visible, but strangely enough, the wind itself displayed a shade of light green, swirling to form its own shape. As a bonus, it changed the color of the wind like a tiger and made it look like a horse.

A tiger made of water and a horse made of wind. These were obviously blocking the entrance to the tower.

“Do you understand human speech? Do you understand?”

[Grr.]

“Am I your lady? What do you call a spirit? Anyway, we need to play board games with her. So, could you move aside?”

[Tap tap.]

Oh dear, they won’t budge.

Is this spirit preventing entry into the tower on its own initiative, or did the lady instruct the spirits?

Trying to force entry seems impossible since the water fangs of the tiger and the wind hooves of the horse could easily crush an average person.

I prepared various games besides Kyle Galli, but instead of playing with the lady, I didn’t even get to see her.

How long had I been facing off like this when I heard someone approaching towards the entrance of the tower?

“Duke?”

“As expected.”

The Duke Nicholas walked alone, shaking his head as if even his brief hope had collapsed. For some reason, the stern look that once stared at me had disappeared.

“It seems you can’t even enter the tower. In the end, Kyle Galli is Kyle Galli, and the creator is different…”

“Excuse me, Your Grace, but can’t you enter either?”

“It’s been over three years since then.”

No way.

Is the lady really just spending time with the spirits inside that tower?…

“Would you like to have a meal?”

“Meals and necessities are provided periodically by the spirits. It’s been quite a while since I last saw my daughter’s face or she came out of that tower.”

“How did this happen?”

Although I didn’t listen carefully earlier, even if she receives love from spirits, does it make sense that she doesn’t even meet her family?

If the lady wants to meet but the spirits block her, then perhaps the duke’s words imply that the lady herself rejects meeting others.

The duke, who had been staring into the distance, soon looked up at the tower with a bitter face.

“My daughter………… Lysia has suffered more wounds than I imagined. She gradually lost trust in people and ended up only with spirits.”

“You have no intention of telling me, do you?”

“Understand it yourself. After all, aren’t you an outsider? It’s not something I can tell you everything about the duke’s private affairs.”

“Even though the distance from the lady is only growing further, are you sure about this?”

“Yeah.”

Despite my attempt to gather courage, the duke’s attitude remained stubborn. Moreover, his eyes seemed deeply introspective.

Though I knew the situation was deteriorating, the duke did not venture further, using the excuse of being an outsider.

“You can go back.”

“Yes?”

“Since the spirits have rejected you, there’s no hope anyway. If you promise to keep the secret, you’re free to leave. Of course, I’ll provide some compensation for accommodating my caprice.”

“If you wish, you can stay a bit longer at the duke’s estate or castle. I’ll provide everything you desire…”

With those words, the duke turned away.

His departure seemed uncharacteristic of an all-powerful ruler.

[Grr.]

[Tap tap.]


The spirits, too, watched the departing duke silently, unlike me who turned my head towards them as he disappeared into the distance.

“Until next time.”

[Grr.]

[Tap tap.]

That’s why.

I also turned away with just those words in mind.

Anticipating the next encounter someday.

[Tap tap.]

“No, it’s not like that. You press it when there are five shapes. You guys, you know you have to play Kyle Galli well to play with the lady, right? Or are you lamenting being usurped from the seat next to you? Let’s try again.”

“Hey, what are you doing now?”

“Oh, Your Grace. Good morning.”

The next day.

As usual, the duke walked alone to see the tower and stopped his steps.

There should have been no one else there except the spirit blocking the tower and the duke.

Kyle Byron was playing a board game.

With the spirits, too.

“Alright, that card is waterproofed? Just touch it and flip it over. Since it looks like a front paw made of water, you should be able to do that much, right?”

[Grr.]

“I’m not ignoring you, you know? Actually, I’m really worried about you. Aren’t I? Can the wind-made hooves flip the cards?”

The duke turned his steps away, glancing briefly at the top of the tower where his daughter would be.

I’ll come back tomorrow. By then, Kyle Byron won’t be around anymore.

Sigh

As the duke walked away,

all he could hear was the sound of cards being shuffled.

The next day again.

“Please, please, please.. !!”

[Grr, Grr!!]

Bingo!

“Ah! I lost again! Hey you! Can’t you make another leg made of water from your body? You have to maintain the appearance of a tiger!!”

[Grr…………………….]

“This kid has become arrogant, right? Hey, don’t you think so too? It’s hard to suppress you even if you’re like the wind like him!”

[Tap, tap! Tap-tap-tap!!]

[Grrr~]

“Let’s play another round! If I win this time, I’ll take one step back into the tower!!”

[Grr!]

[Tap-tap!]

“Huh?”

Yet again, the next day.

“By the way, I’m curious now. Which of you two is better at Kyle Galli?”

[Grr?]

[Tap-tap?]

“Isn’t that so? You’ve both improved so much in just two days. Now I’m probably just an ordinary person, not even the confirmed last place,

but you two keep going back and forth. Do you know who’s won more so far?”

[Tap.]

“You’re wrong, the tiger’s side has won twice more. Can you just live as the second in command? You’re going to be beaten by that guy like this? “

[growl! growl! growl!]

[Shut up!]

“You guys, you’ve done so much for me…! This is what good friends are like! Then let’s meet the princess tomorrow and play all night!”
[Growl!]
[Shut up!]

“Hey, master, master, the meal is ready!”

“The food is here, let’s eat first!”

[Talking] [Talking]

“What is this?”

It’s been a week since Kyle Byron arrived at Everts Castle.


Finally, this morning, he entered the spire with the two spirits.

And Duke Nicholas could only stare blankly behind him.

But the spire let Kyle Byron in.

Because Duke Nicholas was still refusing.
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I entered the spire.

It was the result of a week-long effort and not as difficult as I had expected.

‘If the princess is loved by the spirits, they would also want to please her.’

Naturally, there would be more than a few spirits lingering around the princess. And the princess can’t equally share her love with all of them.

Naturally, there would be spirits that are closer to her and those that are neglected. For those neglected spirits, Kyle Galli, which the princess is currently obsessed with, would be the best way to get closer.

Teaching the rules of Kyle Galli to the water tiger and the wind horse and making them play continuously to gain experience could be considered a form of bribery.

As a result, the tiger and the wind horse, who had become closer to the princess, also started to act more friendly towards me.

Interestingly, as I became more acquainted with the spirits, I started to understand their language to some extent.

[Growl.]

“I know. I’ll only go up to the front door.”

That growl didn’t sound exactly like human speech, but I could roughly understand what it was trying to convey through its nuances.

For the princess, it would probably sound like perfect speech.

Step. Step.

The spire I ascended with the tiger on my left and the wind horse on my right was silent in many ways.

There was no one besides the princess, so it felt desolate despite the spacious area.

At the same time, the silence was because those who filled the spire in place of humans kept their peace.

Spirits in various forms were watching me in silence from the hallways and stairs.

Small rabbits, birds, squirrels, pigs, cows, sheep, lions, leopards, elephants, and even giraffes.

There were large spirits that made me wonder how they could move around inside the spire, and spirits smaller than my feet.

All of them focused their gaze solely on me without the slightest movement.

They didn’t make a sound, so I couldn’t tell what they were thinking exactly.

But one thing was certain: their gazes were not friendly.

How long had we walked under those stares?

Soon, the tiger spirit, the wind horse spirit, and I arrived at the top floor of the spire.

Unlike the other floors with multiple rooms, there was only one door at the top.

A door larger, more antique, and more luxurious than any I had seen before.

And from inside, voices could be heard.


	Hmm… I won again.

	Whoosh…

	That’s 56 wins in a row. Hey, aren’t you guys too bad at this?

	Jingle.

	Just kidding. So, hmm. Shall we play another round?

	Meow!



From beyond the door came the voice of a woman, presumably the princess, and the cries of the spirits trying to get closer to her.

As I quietly listened to the sounds, the tiger spirit nudged me with its front paw.

[Growl.]

“Do you mean I can say it now? Hmm.. [Clip-clop?] Well.”

“Yeah, I did come here to talk. But.”

I don’t want to interrupt while they’re in the middle of playing a board game. That’s quite a rude thing to do.

There have been so many times when the flow and fun of a game were broken because someone interrupted in the middle.

Especially since I need to make a good impression on the princess just to have a conversation, barging in while she and the spirits are enjoying Kyle Galli could end up making her dislike me.

‘Although… it did seem like the princess’s voice was a bit subdued.’

For that reason, I decided to hold off on knocking on the door or calling out to the princess for now.

It wouldn’t be a long wait anyway, and standing here idly in the meantime felt awkward.

“Do you want to play some Kyle Galli for a bit?”

[・・・Growl!]

[Clip-clop!]

Great.

As expected, there’s no one like you two!

Laisia Everts.

The youngest of the Everts family, the duchess who is loved by the spirits, the princess who never leaves the spire.

All those titles refer to her, and Laisia didn’t care how anyone called her.

After all, her life consisted only of spirits.

So, a few years ago, she decided to block anyone from entering the spire and only kept the honest and straightforward spirits by her side.

Yet sometimes, she still felt this way.

Ding!

“I… won again, huh!”

[Whoosh, whoosh!]

“Yes, thank you…”

An unbearable boredom and ennui.

Of course, the spirits were kind and gentle, but that didn’t mean her days with them were always fun.

Just like even loving couples experience a period of boredom.

Even the closest of friends have awkward moments.

‘I’m bored.’

Laisia often found herself thinking that. It was a thought she had many times over the past few years, but it never made her leave the spire.

Life with the spirits inside the spire was mostly enjoyable, albeit sometimes boring.

Conversing with people outside the spire, however, was something she loathed.

Laisia had resolved to live in this spire with the spirits. Even if she were to be expelled from the duchy, she could always build a cabin in the forest and live there.

Anyway, until a few days ago, Laisia was feeling that ennui very strongly. It was particularly intense compared to what she had felt since entering the spire.

In the midst of this, her father had given her Kyle Galli and its rules, passed on through the spirits.

It was a rare gift from her father to his daughter, which made Laisia hesitant.

But she was so bored that she decided to try it with the spirits once.

‘It was fun, yeah. Really.’

It was more fun than Laisia had imagined. When she first played Kyle Galli, she played it all day long.

The spire wasn’t devoid of books or board games, but she had already read all the books, and there was only one one-on-one strategy board game. It was impossible to play properly with the spirits, and Laisia’s skill level was quite high, so it wasn’t even a diversion.

But Kyle Galli was different.

The rules were easy for the spirits to understand, the gameplay was simple, multiple people could play at once, and most importantly, it was genuinely fun.

She had been playing Kyle Galli almost exclusively for the past week… but.

Laisia was starting to feel the limits of Kyle Galli.

‘It’s boring because I keep winning.’

She had won 57 times in a row. Not just ringing the bell 57 times in a row, but fulfilling the victory conditions of collecting all the cards 57 times consecutively.

At this point, no matter how many more games she played, she knew she would win, so it wasn’t fun anymore. She had enjoyed the victories at first, but once it went beyond a certain point, it became less interesting.

Even now, she was playing Kyle Galli, but only because the spirits seemed to want to play; she was just going along with them.

Ding!


“Yeah, I won again!”

‘Won again.’

[Meow!]

[Woof!]

[Whoosh!]

[Jingle.]

“Thanks, everyone. But how about… we take a little break? I’m going to lie down for a bit!”

[Jingle?]

With that, Laisia put down the cards and lay on her luxurious bed. The spirits she had been playing Kyle Galli with climbed onto the bed and surrounded her.

Laisia loved these moments. Napping with the spirits was always a healing time for her.

But.

Growl!

-Clip-clop!

-It’s not cheating, you fools. Isn’t it proof that humans are superior to spirits? Hmph.

Growl!


	Clip-clop-clop-clop!



‘What is this?’

She had already known someone was outside the door. It was surprising that the water spirit and wind spirit guarding the entrance to the spire had let someone in, and they had escorted them all the way to the top floor.

But thanks to the spirits’ whispers, she quickly learned that the person they brought was the creator of Kyle Galli.

This was even more astonishing. The spirits had never once disobeyed Laisia’s requests.

She wasn’t worried about being overpowered. By this point, Laisia was naturally curious.

Of course, it was just curiosity. She had no intention of letting anyone from outside the spire into her room or talking to them. She had decided to ignore any knocks or calls from beyond the door.

Then, they would naturally leave, and she could ask the water and wind spirits what happened later.

‘Why are they sitting in front of the door playing Kyle Galli…?’

The creator of Kyle Galli hadn’t knocked or called out.

He was simply enjoying Kyle Galli with the two spirits who had brought him.

At this point, her curiosity was more than piqued. She felt a strong urge to see what was happening outside the door.

So Laisia deliberately lay down on her bed and pretended to sleep.

Then, she concentrated.

‘Synchronize.’

is one of the ultimate spirit arts that can be used when the bond between a spirit and a spirit master reaches its peak.

For a typical spirit master, this is a secret technique possible only with a spirit they have spent their entire life with.

But for Laisia, who is naturally loved by spirits, it was merely a playful act she could do with any spirit.

The effect of Synchronize is simple. Becoming one with the spirit.

From this moment on, Laisia became identical with the water spirit in the form of a tiger.

[…Growl!?]

“Huh? Why all of a sudden?”

[…G-Growl.]

“Oh, if it’s because of a bug, there’s nothing we can do.”

With her eyes closed, the pitch-black darkness of her vision was suddenly transformed. At the same time, the sensation of controlling her body was subtly altered.

The sudden Synchronize momentarily startled the water spirit, but knowing Laisia had entered, it calmly handed over control of its body to her.

Thus, while lying in her room, Laisia could come outside through the spirit.

‘Let’s see.’

When she looked around, she saw the wind spirit who realized Laisia had synchronized and a strange man.

This man was…

the creator of Kyle Galli.

She knew he was Kyle Byron, as the game was named after him and the spirits wandering outside had informed her that this man was in the Byron family’s carriage.

‘Kyle Byron, huh.’

Laisia had one curiosity about him.

What kind of person was he that the two spirits opened their hearts to him? And to the extent that he could understand the spirits’ language.

To understand him, Laisia shifted her gaze to the Kyle Galli game spread out on the floor.

She somehow felt that the two spirits had improved their Kyle Galli skills, possibly due to playing with Kyle Byron.

Shuffle.

Anyway, she turned the cards over according to the turn. Maybe she could understand what kind of person Kyle Byron was by winning a few games against him.

Although it had been years since she last synchronized and faced a human, and was now playing a board game with him, Laisia couldn’t help but feel somewhat indifferent.

After all, she was going to win.

Look, Laisia had five stars with her cards.

[Clip… clop.]

While the wind spirit, who was not as skilled as her, hesitated, she hit the bell.

Ding!

[…Growl?]

“Yay! What’s up, Tiger? Were you daydreaming? Why are you so slow?”

“Slow? Me?

No, more importantly…

Did I…

…not press the bell?”

“With this, I turn the tables! I’m going to win two in a row now…!!”

It must be a coincidence.

She just missed the bell once. Even when playing with the spirits, there were rare times when Laisia couldn’t press the bell.

Whenever that happened, all the spirits’ eyes would turn to the spirit who pressed the bell. It was probably encouragement.

Anyway, the game wasn’t over yet.

Still…

Ding!

“This one’s mine too!”

Next time…

Ding!

“Again?”

Why are you two like this? Tiger suddenly got worse, and Wind Spirit, you’re hesitating… Are you sure you want to play the game? I’m taking this round from you guys.

Ah, there are still cards left –

Ding!

“So, this is how it’s going to be? Then I’ll take these cards neatly. Is this the first time Tiger’s going to be in last place?”

No way I’m in last place –

Ding!

“This is the end! My victory! It seems like you were going easy on me this round, it’s too obvious. Ready for the next round? This time, let’s play seriously.”

I lost.

I tried my best from the middle. I even borrowed the superior physical abilities of the Water Spirit.

I really did my best…

But I lost.

And not a single card won from Kyle Byron.

…Ah.

The synchronization broke. The intense emotional change seemed to have forcibly interrupted the synchronization that required calmness.

Laisia opened her eyes on the bed, not in front of the door, and immediately got up from the bed.

[Jingle?]

“This can’t be..!”

I lost? Me, who had a 57-game winning streak? Even if he’s the creator, did I lose so miserably?

What did he mean by suddenly getting worse? What did he mean by going easy?

And more than that.

‘I’m furious!!’

Kyle Byron’s expression, tone, and gestures when he won.

Even though it was my first loss in days, every little detail about it infuriated me to no end.

Laisia, in a fit of rage, ran out and flung the door open.

Creak!

“You! Get in here right now!”

“Laisia, the Princess?”

“That’s right! I’m the princess you’ve been looking for, so get in here right now-“

“Then, please wait a moment.”

“What?”

“We’re in the middle of a board game, aren’t we? It’s rude to interrupt the other players. I’ll finish this round and come in… Ah, Tiger! You can’t switch cards while I’m not looking!”

[Growl…]

[Clatter]

“What? So I can go in right now? I’m in first place right now. If I go, you’ll become the spirits who lost three times in a row to an ordinary person.”

[Growl!]

[Clatter!]


“That’s the spirit! Just wait a little. I’ll definitely get my third consecutive win and then go in!”

Laisia didn’t realize it at the time.

But her expression was identical to how her father looked when he watched Kyle play board games.

Laisia could only wait silently, unable to say anything.





 
  
    Chapter 11: Board Games Beat Spirits – 4


“Quite a nice room.”

“My Lady? You are standing quite far away.”

What on earth was I thinking?

Laisia blamed herself for her actions just five minutes ago. Unable to control a momentary anger, she had allowed an outsider into her private space.

If she could interact naturally, it wouldn’t have been a problem. But she wasn’t synchronized, and it had been years since she had a proper conversation with anyone. The current Laisia couldn’t even look Kyle Byron in the face.

She wanted to send him away immediately, but Laisia had some sense of propriety. She had synced with a spirit on a whim, lost a game, and in a fit of anger, invited him in. Now it would be shameless to kick him out.

Thus, an awkward standoff ensued.

Kyle sat leisurely in a chair, while Laisia, surrounded by spirits, stood at the far corner of the room, fiddling with the wallpaper.

[Grr?]

[Clack.]

[Jingle.]

[Whirl!]

[Meow.]

The water and wind spirits still lingered around Kyle, but if Laisia called them, they would come to her. However, she didn’t feel the need to do so. Seeing the spirits, who always favored and affirmed her, staying by Kyle’s side only reaffirmed her mistake.

How long had it been?

With a wry smile, Kyle spoke again.

“It seems the Lady is quite shy. You were so confident when you stepped out earlier.”

“Surely you’re not upset about what I said earlier, are you?”

No. She didn’t want to believe that.

Laisia didn’t want to admit she was petty enough to be upset over something like that.

“Well, how about this? You don’t have to speak. Just sit across from me. How about it?”

If it’s just that much.

With Kyle proposing a reasonable compromise, Laisia nodded inwardly. The quickest way to get Kyle out was to fulfill his purpose.

Knowing roughly why he was there, Lacia took a few deep breaths and mustered her courage. She couldn’t make eye contact, but with the help of the spirits, she managed to sit in the chair across from him.

Kyle smiled at her effort.

“Thank you for your courage.”

He knows. Then hurry up and state your purpose and leave.

“So, My Lady.”

It’s probably something obvious like going down the tower, meeting my father, or facing reality. Just hurry—

“How about a game of board games?”

“Finally, you answered. As you mentioned, that is my purpose. Just one game, how about it?”

For a moment, Laisia couldn’t read Kyle Byron’s thoughts and was dumbfounded.

But upon slow consideration, it wasn’t a bad condition for Laisia either.

Instead of enduring annoying and obvious words, he was offering to leave quietly after one board game. That much she could tolerate.

However.

“Oh, it seems you’re not too keen on playing Halli Galli with me.”

Of course.

Unless she was synchronized with a spirit, she didn’t want to be playing Halli Galli with a guy she met less than 10 minutes ago.

Thus, Laisia hoped Kyle Byron would back down quietly.

However, after a brief thought, Kyle pulled out a stack of cards from his waist.

“The design… hmm, there’s a lot of good subjects around.”

“…?”

“One with a water tiger, another with a wind horse, a fire cat, and a lightning sparrow…”

The cards he pulled out were blank. Not shapes like Halli Galli, nor patterns or numbers like gambling cards, just blank cards.

Without hesitation, Kyle started drawing on the blank cards with a pen.

As she slightly lifted her head to see the drawing on the card.

[Grr?]

“Oh.”

“Yes, it’s you.”

With just a simple sketch, he drew a water spirit full of life. He drew eight such cards.

Although all the cards he drew by hand were slightly different, anyone could tell they depicted water spirits, with only the composition and pose differing slightly.

[Clack!]

“Of course, I’ll draw you too.”

Wind spirits, fire spirits, lightning spirits.

In addition to water spirits, he quickly drew eight cards each of seven other types of spirits, totaling eight types of spirits.

While Laisia was quietly impressed with his drawing skills, Kyle picked one spirit card and laid it out in front of them.

“If you don’t like Halli Galli, how about this game?”

“It’s not an intense game. The rules are simple. Would you like to hear them?”

Nod.

After a brief hesitation, Laisia nodded. As long as it wasn’t a game involving physical contact or anything similar.

So, Laisia didn’t see.

At that very moment, what expression Kyle Byron had on his face.

There is a board game.

No need for a bell like Halli Galli, no need for a board, just a game you can play with 64 cards.

If Halli Galli involves physical contact and stirs up competitive spirits, this game is purely psychological without any physical elements.

However, it has a slightly unseemly name: ‘Cockroach Poker.’

In my opinion, it’s the best party game after Halli Galli, and it showcases the extreme of psychological warfare. The only difference here is that spirits are drawn on the cards instead of insects like cockroaches.

“You can play with multiple people, but it’s also perfectly playable with just the two of us. You see the spirits drawn on the cards, right?”

Nod.

The duchess nods silently without a word. Ever since she came out of the door fuming, she has kept her mouth tightly shut. Part of this game’s objective was to get her to open her mouth since it requires talking.

“Players divide the cards and keep them to themselves. Then, they choose a card and hand it to the opponent face down.”

“And say, ‘This is a water spirit.'”

But the card I handed over is actually a wind spirit.

In other words, it’s a lie.

“Then, Your Grace, you have to decide whether this card is really a water spirit or not and respond accordingly.”

“Would you like to try it?”

If she still kept her mouth shut despite this, I’d have to bring out another board game.

It seemed that the spirit-drawn cards were effective as the Duchess Laisia finally spoke.

“This is a water spirit.”


“Shall we flip it? Oh! It was a lie!”

“Please don’t glare at me like that. Anyway, since you were wrong, you place the card face up in front of you. The player with the face-up card then hands over another card. We repeat this until four cards of the same kind are placed in front of a player, who then loses.”

“There is no specific victory condition. You win by being the last one standing. How about it? Is this game okay?”

Nod.

After a moment of hesitation, Laisia eventually nodded.

‘There’s no reason to refuse.’

She seemed extremely shy. While such a person might become friendly over time, they would never be able to play a game like Halli Galli with someone they just met. So I switched to Cockroach Poker, a game that’s good for breaking the ice.

There is no room for physical contact, and it only requires a few words while handing over a card. It seems like a static game with no intense moments.

…But in reality, the charm of Cockroach Poker can only be experienced by playing it.

It’s a game that can drive people crazy.

While it’s usually played with multiple people, there are separate rules for two players. First, you remove 10 random cards from the 64-card deck and split the remaining 54 cards equally.

I placed my half of the cards in front of me, picked one at random, and checked it.

“This is a wind spirit.”

With a smile, I handed the flipped card to Laisia.

After a moment of hesitation, the duchess spoke.

“This is not a wind spirit.”

Remembering how she was tricked earlier, she declared it a lie.

When we flipped the card,

“Oh, it really is a wind spirit.”

Shaking slightly, Laisia held the card in her hand before taking a deep breath and placing the wind spirit card in front of her.

With a somewhat determined expression, she picked a card and placed it in front of me.

“This is a fire spirit.”

“This is not a fire spirit.”

“Shall we check?”

After a brief moment of confusion due to my quick response, she flipped the card to reveal a lightning spirit.

I returned the card to her with a smile, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

“Normally, it would be your turn again, but since it’s your first time playing, let’s take turns. This is a wind spirit.”

I repeated the same declaration as before, this time with the truth.

Laisia pondered deeply.

“This is not a wind spirit.”

She seemed to think that I wouldn’t tell the truth twice in a row with the same card.

But when she flipped the card, her eyes widened.

It was indeed another wind spirit card.

“What…!”

“I’m simply being honest, Your Grace.”

Let’s be clear. This game is overwhelmingly in my favor.

Cockroach Poker…

Or should I say, Spirit Poker? It’s easy to think that the game is purely about psychological warfare. Now it’s all about maintaining a poker face and acting skillfully.

It’s not entirely wrong. However, there’s an equally crucial factor as acting.

That is, creating a ‘pattern.’

Since the game revolves around reading the opponent’s psychology, it’s essential to imprint on them the idea of “this is what I’m going to do.”

The player enjoys telling the truth twice in a row, so they’ll do it again this time.

‘This is actually the gambler’s fallacy.’

Independent events don’t affect each other. Just because there were five odd results in a row doesn’t mean the next one will be even; it’s a baseless belief.

Spirit Poker is a game you can win easily by making the opponent fall into the gambler’s fallacy.

“This is a water spirit.”

“Yes, this is a water spirit.”

Tell the truth once.

“This is also a water spirit.”

“Yes, this is also a water spirit.”

Tell the truth twice.

“Well, this is a lightning spirit.”

“No, this is not a lightning spirit.”

“Are you cheating? How do you keep getting it right?”

“There’s a trick to it.”

And then, always lie next.

I don’t follow this pattern every single time, but I do it often enough. After all, Spirit Poker isn’t a game that ends after guessing a card correctly a few times.

Moreover, the cards I handed over were of various kinds. Even if they kept piling up in front of me, it would take more correct guesses to accumulate four of the same kind.

After more than ten minutes of long deliberations and waiting…

“Oh.”

I had significantly more cards in front of me. Various types of cards were placed, and the most frequent one was the wind spirit, with three cards, putting me on the brink of losing.

In contrast, Laisia had fewer cards in front of her. However, she also had three wind spirit cards from the first two wrong guesses.

And now, it was my turn.

“This is a wind spirit.”

“…!”

The situation looked favorable for Laisia. All she had to do was avoid the wind spirit cards.

However, if she guessed wrong this time, she might lose due to having four wind spirit cards. Realizing this, Laisia’s eyes were filled with tension.

Is it really a wind spirit, as I said, or not?

This choice might determine the game’s outcome. Both Laisia and I had three wind spirit cards.

And in the previous game…

A third consecutive truthful answer.

And the card I gave was

“The Spirit of Wind.”

“That’s right. This makes it the fourth Spirit of Wind card for me.”

Since it was indeed a Spirit of Wind.

Laisia didn’t trust the routine I had consistently hinted at during the critical moment.

It was quite surprising, but it could happen.

“I won, I won…!!”

Thud!

After a nerve-wracking ten-minute psychological battle, an excited Laisia immediately stood up.

I smiled as I watched her.

“Congratulations, you won.”

“Thank you.”

Realizing her actions, Laisia  sat back down with her head bowed.

The atmosphere suggested that the board game was coming to an end.

“I intend to leave the tower as promised… but.”

“Hm?”

“Would it be possible to play one more game of Spirit Poker?”

“Spirit… Poker?”

“That’s the name of this board game. How about it?”

Thanks to constantly mentioning Spirit Poker, Laisia was no longer silent or avoiding eye contact and looked at me briefly.

After thinking it over and over, she nodded slightly.

“Just one more game.”

“Thank you, Lady.”

She quietly nodded.

It was a partial success.

Now, I just needed to win once more.

Considering how Laisia approached the board game, it was clear that her shyness came from not interacting with people for a long time, but her competitive spirit was strong.

My plan was to let her experience losing, thus fueling her competitive spirit and gradually increasing our interactions.

“This is the Spirit of Lightning.”

“Yes, it’s the Spirit of Lightning.”

Hmm.

“This is… the Spirit of Water.”

“No, this isn’t the Spirit of Water.”

Hmm.

“This is the Spirit of Wind.”

“Yes.”

In the next round.


Starting a new game of Spirit Poker with Laisia, I realized within a minute.

Whether it was routines, bluffing, or psychological strategies, Laisia confidently guessed every card correctly.

‘This girl?’

Right now.

She was definitely up to something.
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