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    Chapter 0: Prologue


I was once an ordinary man living in the 21st century but one day, I suddenly found myself reincarnated into a completely unfamiliar world.

My name is Roman Lucas.

Until I turned 18, I had no recollection of my previous life. It was in the year I turned 18 that a war broke out, and I was summoned to the imperial palace. Answering the call of my nation, I went to the palace and there I was ordained a knight.

“Do you swear allegiance to the empire?”

I was shocked when I saw the princess standing before me. It was a face I had never seen before, but the young princess, who was now 15, seemed strangely familiar. It was as if I had seen her tens, no, hundreds of times before.

At that moment, memories from my previous life came rushing back. I realized that this world where I was reborn is the setting of a romance fantasy novel I used to enjoy reading back in 21st century Korea. The princess who appointed me as a knight was destined to become the empire’s greatest villainess, shocking many readers.

She would become the cause of the empire splitting into three nations and would later conduct five bloody purges, killing off all the talented individuals, earning her the title of a tyrant among tyrants.

As I looked at the princess who would soon turn into the worst villainess, I solemnly opened my mouth.

“Yes.”

I couldn’t bring myself to say no. My neck is precious.

“You will be the sword of the empire from now on. But before that, I want you to become my shield and devote yourself entirely to me. If I die, you will not escape death either.”

She was basically saying that if I didn’t want to get hurt, I should give my all for her. It was a very characteristic thing for her to say.

Her smile was stunningly beautiful as she said that. Seeing that smile, I thought to myself. I would escape from the palace and the power struggles of this romance fantasy novel before that smile, worn down by the palace intrigues, disappeared.

That’s what I thought, but…

“To think you chose such a humble restaurant to hide in after running away from me… isn’t it a bit too shabby?”

“Your Majesty…”

“A knights’ cafeteria, it suits you. The food you ate while serving in my knight order must still linger in your memory.”

Click, click.


The sound of her heels grew closer. Her presence was so overwhelming that I could hardly breathe. As her perfume filled my nostrils, she spoke again, now in close proximity.

“But I cannot allow the first knight I ever acknowledged to rot away in such a place.”

I ran away because of you, for heaven’s sake!

“Return to where you belong. I can still vividly remember the kimchi stew you made for me.”

I don’t want to die.



 
  
    Chapter 1: “Is the kimchi stew from the army unit really that delicious?”


If asked to name the most respected and coveted profession in the empire, one particular occupation immediately comes to mind.

It is the knight.

A magnificent profession that involves wearing splendid armor, riding a majestic horse, and demonstrating chivalry for ladies.

It is an occupation envied by everyone, regardless of age or gender, and it is always featured in adventure books and heroic tales.

If you were to ask young children what they wanted to become, 90 out of 100 people would say they want to be a knight.

It is a top profession with the same prestige as modern-day YouTubers and celebrities.

However, to the knights themselves, it wasn’t particularly meaningful.

‘He’s just a superficial public servant!’

At least, that was the case for the imperial knights.

Unlike freelance knights or the knights of other nobles, imperial knights had low salaries but a guaranteed retirement.

When you become an adult, being a knight becomes a coveted profession in a different sense.

Once employed, they would never be dismissed unless they died or retired, a truly secure job.

In reality, there were hardly any cases where an imperial knight would die.

Most wars were handled by the territorial knights of each region, and even if the scale of the war grew, it was usually resolved by the capital’s defense forces and the imperial knights.

There are only two cases where the imperial knights would go to war.

Either the emperor personally led the army, or the nation faced a crisis of ruin.

If the country is on the verge of collapse, imperial knights or not, everyone would die, so essentially, it’s an adamantium rice bowl.

The advantage of being an imperial knight is that I won’t be fired.

The disadvantage is that my boss won’t be dismissed either, hence the saying.

The same went for the knight order to which I belonged, the princess’s knight order.

If we had to compare, the imperial knight order are like the civil servants of Seoul City Hall while the princess’s knight order are like the Gangnam District Office employees in Seoul.

The only difference between the two is the location, and that’s bullshit.

Of course, I was planning to quit this crappy position of princess’s knight order as of today.

“I quit being a knight.”

“Are you serious?”

The knight commander looked at me with an expression of disbelief.

“Yes, it’s my 7th year today, isn’t it?”

“That’s right.”

“I’m thinking of quitting now.”

“It sounds like you’ve been waiting to quit.”

“I’m tired of killing people.”

Honestly, that was a lie.

It’s not that the princess’s knight order frequently killed people, nor were we often called to war.

The only time we were dragged into war was during the first year.

The real reason as to why I’m quitting?

It’s because I don’t want to die.

Didn’t you just say it was a cushy job where you wouldn’t die?

Someone might ask.

That’s right, it is a cushy job.

But here’s the problem: that cushy job in the princess’s knights’ order will get everyone killed in three years.

A year from now, the 2nd Princess Diana will become the empress, and the princess’s knights’ order will become a loyal order serving the empress.

That’s the problem.

They’ll become the tyrant’s personal guards.

As the emperor’s first knightly order, the princess’s knights’ order will later become the core unit responsible for bloody purges.

Diana will later be known as the empire’s greatest villainess.

The culprit behind the empire’s division into three nations, and the bloody empress who would later initiate five bloody purges.

‘I have to quit while Diana is still a princess to survive!’

Whether it’s from the princess or the rebels in the future,
if I get involved in chopping off the heads of nobles, my neck will be the first to go.

If I were a regular civil servant, I wouldn’t go to such lengths.

Because there’s a chance to survive.

But this is different.

I absolutely refuse to become a war criminal.

‘War criminals always get executed by firing squad!’

Although there are no guns in this world, but whatever.

Dying remains the same.

Commander Luke shook his head at my words.

“I’m sorry, but that’s not possible.”

“Why?”

“Because you’re skilled.”

“As far as I know, you can enter free agency, or rather, sign an additional contract after seven years.”

Imperial knights are given two opportunities to swear oaths.

When they first become knights, and when they make their second oath after completing their first.

The initial oath is called the seven-year oath here.

It was a law based on the oath made between the first emperor and the first commander of the knights.

A knight pledges loyalty to their lord for seven years, and the lord gives the knight sufficient rewards.

If the knight deems their lord worthy, they offer their sword in true loyalty. If the lord finds the knight truly useful and loyal, they accept the sword, forming a genuine master-servant relationship.

After the seven-year period ends, both the lord and the knight are given a choice.

To continue serving the same lord or to seek another.

The essence of the seven-year oath was for the knight to prove their worth and the lord to prove their leadership.

But now it was often used as a means for knights to increase their value.

Wouldn’t it be similar to a famous baseball star in the world raising his value through free agency?

It should be considered FA

You might get a pay cut due to lack of skill, or you might strike an unbelievable big deal.

Or you might leave for another team that matches your value.

Or you could retire.

Just like me now.

“Your skills are exceptional, so no. Termination is not allowed.”

“You know there’s no such rule, Commander. Even the princess’s knights cannot break their seven-year oath.”

Commander Luke place his hand on his head and sighed.


“……Why do you want to quit?”

“I’m exhausted. I don’t think I can do this anymore.”

“Sigh, you’re the central force of our knight order.”

“Central force, my foot. You just say that, but you treat me like a cook.”

Yeah, a cook.

Just like a knight who happens to cook well.

Commander Luke’s face distorted at those words.

“You’re not just a cook.”

“Then what am I?”

“You’re a special-grade cook knight.”

“……Isn’t that the same thing?”

“Do you know how delicious your food is? Has anyone in the order ever complained that your food isn’t good?”

“Isn’t that because they don’t want to be on meal duty?”

“Uh-huh who said such an cheeky thing? The vice-captain? Or Senior Knight Herman? Whoever it was, I’ll make sure they get properly disciplined.”

Now he’s changing the subject.

“Commander, no matter what you do, it won’t change my mind.”

“If you’ve tamed our tastes, shouldn’t you be responsible for it until the end? What will we enjoy eating without your cooking? Hm?”

“When you leave, the existing head cook will take over again, and we’ll have to eat dishes like tough meat stew, poorly seasoned seafood bibim sauce, and tasteless Erves boneless fried chicken.”

“I’ve made the same dishes before.”

“That’s why we need you. Even under those harsh conditions! You created that taste! The best special-grade cook knight! We can’t do without you! I’ll immediately recommend a pay raise to the princess…”

“No, thank you!”

Recommending to Princess Diana, the second princess.

How could he say something so terrifying?

The whole reason I’m leaving is because of that woman.

Absolutely not.

Never.

“Do you dislike it that much?”

“I’m exhausted. I need to go back to my hometown and live my own life now.”

Of course.

“The princess also liked the kimchi stew you made.”

“It’s an honor, but it doesn’t change my mind.”

“If you leave, the princess might go on a rampage. Saying her favorite cook left!”

“It’s okay. A more capable cook will come.”

I wasn’t even a professionally trained cook, I just made some dishes from my original world that came to my mind in moderation.

After cooking alone in the knight order for a while, I got used to it and made some of the empire’s traditional dishes.

There are many cooks more skilled than me in this world, and my cooking will soon be forgotten.

“I don’t need an estate. Just give me the contract money.”

“You’re serious, aren’t you?”

“Yes.”

He sighed.

It must be disappointing to lose a valuable talent, but there are plenty of people who cook better than I do, and plenty who fight better than I do.

Rest assured.

“Could it be that another knight order secretly contacted you?”

“There was no tampering.”

Tamper……?

“It means there was no contact.”

“You say strange words to yourself. Is this your local dialect?”

“Something like that.”

Commander Luke stared at me for a long time before finally nodding.

“……Alright. I’ll process your resignation. But remember, you’ll be listed as a reservist!”

Wait, what?

“A reservist?”

“Didn’t you know? Retired knights are part of the reserves for seven years and can be called up in emergencies.”

They have reserves in this world too?

“Well, according to the regulations, you won’t be called up unless there’s a war with another country.”

“I understand.”

That’s somewhat reassuring.

“Your resignation will be processed today, so you don’t need to come in from tomorrow. And by the way…”

“Yes.”

“Could you leave behind your kimchi stew recipe behind?”

“Well, I’ve eaten it a lot. Sure.”

“Thank you.”

As I left the commander’s office, I stretched out my arms and shouted with a rising sense of liberation.

“Finally free!”

I’m retiring from knighthood.

Now i can finally escape from this hell.

“Are you really leaving?”

“Yes, I am.”

The deputy commander of the princess’s knight order.

The only female knight in the order.

Andy approached me with determined steps.

I naturally took a step back from her.

There are two people here I should never get close to.

One is Princess Diana.

And the other is Andy, standing right in front of me.

Why?

“The princess will be disappointed.”

Because she’s the Empire’s Swordmaster, who caused the most trouble for the protagonist’s party in this romance fantasy novel.

The Iron-Blooded Knight Andy Warmaiden.

A relentless war machine who, by the command of the Bloody Empress Diana, mercilessly eradicates enemies.

It was safe to say that the reason Diana ultimately became an emperor was largely due to her presence. How can one become friends with an iron-blooded knight who heartlessly kills people in the novel? That was why everyday i spent in the princess knights was like hell.

It can’t be helped. “I have to live my life too.”

“Where are you going?”

“I’m going home.”

She tried to approach again, but I took another step back.

“I’ve always felt it, but are you uncomfortable with me, Sir Lucas?”

Hmm.

“Oh, no! Absolutely not!”

How did she know? She’s indeed a terrifying woman. I shouldn’t get too close. Physically or psychologically. I took another step back.

“…I hope we’ll meet in my hometown someday.”

She tells really chilling stories. Wait a moment. Is this a signal? Is she trying to chase me and kill me for leaving the order? But that can’t be. There’s nothing to see in this remote countryside.

“Hehehe, it’s okay.”

“Yes?”

“We’re going to have the Lord’s food.”

“…….”

She won’t use eating my food as an excuse to kill me, will she? If that’s the case, it’s troublesome. How did I manage to escape from the palace? Dying outside is out of the question.

“If you come back later, I’ll make it as delicious as possible.”


“Looking forward to it.”

I bowed to her and fled as if escaping.

The palace, Dreadful.
The Princess Knight Order, Dreadful.
It doesn’t matter anymore.

“I’m liberated, so I’m going down to the countryside to set up a restaurant and live quietly.”

I’ve learned cooking, you see.



 
  
    Chapter 2: A diner opened by someone who ran away to survive


Britten viscounty can be reached by going far south from the centre of the empire.

It was undoubtedly one of the poorest rural estates in the empire, with only five knights and thirty soldiers belonging to the estate.

The estate had nothing but a promising view of the mountains and narrow land.

There were no remarkable specialty products, the land wasn’t fertile, and there weren’t even mines; it was a truly small estate.

Unlike the northern barbarians who annually invaded the empire, the western front that periodically sparked wars, or the eastern front where different races or monsters fought, this was a peaceful land without any monsters hostile to the empire.

“The fact that there’s no invasion is also an advantage.” With only thirty estate soldiers, this estate was one of the reasons for its peacefulness.

The owner of this place, viscount Britten, also aimed to protect this land rather than expand its territory, making it a peaceful land even without an estate war.

The only advantage was that the weather was good, which led to settling in this rural estate that wasn’t even my hometown.

Why did I choose this rural place that wasn’t even my hometown?

Because it’s a land where I’ll be safe from any future tragedies, even if Diana becomes a tyrant or rebellion breaks out, I won’t be affected by the fighting here!

Easy safety.

It was because it was a land 100% safe from future tragedies.

I told Luke that I was going to my hometown, so I wouldn’t be dragged into the reserve forces.

There’s no resident registration here, how would they determine the location?

Empire’s loophole in administration, pure bliss.

“Diana becoming a tyrant and rebellion in the empire is not a future that a single knight can prevent!

On the contrary, the possibility of being caught in a huge storm was the highest.

If I couldn’t solve it with my own hands, I’d flee to the safest place.

That was my plan.

“This is enough for success!

I was confident that the tyranny of a tyrant wouldn’t reach this place.

•Knight’s restaurant

I nodded approvingly at the sign attached to the outer wall of the building.

It’s such a pleasing name.

I made the sign for the restaurant myself.

The nostalgic feeling given by the four characters carved in Korean, not the empire’s official language, tickled my heart.

Just seeing the sign made my heart swell.

“What does this mean?”

Liana, the female manager who was dispatched from the viscount, stood next to me and asked.

She had been familiar with my identity since I came to this place, the Britten viscounty.

“It’s been a long time since an outsider visited this place.

As you can see, it’s really a boring town.

It’s the countryside among the countryside……………

So, what brings you here?”

I winced at the meticulous questioning about me from one to ten.

When the news that a knight who had lived in the imperial capital had returned to farming reached the viscount, they personally dispatched a manager to investigate my background.

Where did you live, what did you do, what is your name, and have you ever committed any crimes in the past?

I thought it would be lax since it was the countryside, but it was stricter than I expected.

It was a thorough management that I hadn’t experienced even in the capital.

I belatedly confirmed that Liana valued the management system of the territory more than anyone else.

When she heard I was a retired knight, she even offered to buy me a house.

I think she wanted to recruit me as a formal knight!

I understood her intentions, but I had no intention of joining the knights of the Britten Viscount.

If I signed a contract here, Commander Luke would definitely come after me.

He would demand I immediately return to the Princess Knight Order if I was going to stay here.

I can’t describe how disappointed she was when she later found out that I had come not to be a knight, but to open a shop.

“If you change your mind later, please let us know. The Britten Viscounty will be waiting for Sir Lucas’ sword.”

It doesn’t seem like she’s given up, though.

Freed from the past, I replied to Liana, who was looking at me with neatly tied pink hair and sparkling blue eyes.

“In my hometown, this is called a knight’s restaurant.”

“A knight’s restaurant? Oh, that’s interesting. Is it a restaurant only for knights? It’s a bit shabby for that.”

Shabby, she said.

I had poured all my retirement money into this shop.

My chest ached a little.

“It’s not just for knights; it just means it’s a place with great food.”

“A place with great food…? I have no idea what you mean. Should I think of it as the food that knights in the capital often eat?”

How should I explain this?

In my past life, when I thought of a good restaurant, the first place that came to mind was the ‘knight’s restaurant’.

The origin of this name was the bulgogi baekban that was featured on a famous TV program. The bulgogi in the show looked so delicious.

I was fascinated by the sight of celebrities eating bulgogi, so i visited the restaurant.

The taste of the bulgogi I had back then.

That image is still vivid.

If I can’t express it in words, I have to let her taste it directly!

I looked at her.

“Would you like to try it once?”

“Isn’t it expensive? If it’s knight’s food.”

“It’s not that expensive. It’s 10 silver.”

The price of a meal sold in the restaurant was exactly 10 silver.

If you set too high a price from the beginning, a newly opened restaurant would lack competitiveness.

It was necessary to win people’s hearts with a reasonable price first.

You’ll know the taste when you eat it, and if it’s delicious, you’ll come back again.

“10 silver is not a burdensome amount.”

“Since you helped a lot until this restaurant opened, I will treat you, Liana, our first customer, for free.”

“Is that alright with you?”

“Of course. Instead, please promote us a lot. Tell people a new knight’s restaurant has opened.”

“Understood.”

The interior was similar to the typical structure of a restaurant you could see in Korea.

I had acquired an abandoned building and hired carpenters to design the interior just as I wanted.

How hard I had worked with the carpenters to decorate this place.


Half of the tables had chairs, while the other half were arranged as floor seating where you had to take off your shoes to sit.

Why did I go to such lengths?

It was my way of not forgetting my hometown, but it was also a strategy to offer something special to those who visited.

‘I spent a significant portion of my retirement money building this!’

How much could a knight’s retirement pay be, anyway?

Starting this restaurant had drained almost all my money.

Considering the costs for ingredients and operating expenses, I wonder if it will last for a year.

“Then, please excuse me.”

Liana sat at a table near the kitchen.

From where she was sitting, she could see the entire kitchen.

“This is amazing. I can see the inside of the kitchen.”

“Watching the chef cook is another way to enjoy gourmet dining.”

“Can you enjoy gourmet dining just by watching? Isn’t it usually about eating the food?”

I smiled at her.

This was the typical thought process of most citizens of the Empire. That enjoying gourmet dining was solely about eating.

Today, I would broaden her narrow perspective.

Gourmet dining is not just enjoyed through taste.

“You’ll understand when you see it.”

“But are you sure this is alright?”

“What do you mean?”

“It seems a bit inappropriate…”

In the Empire, it was considered good manners to cover the kitchen completely out of respect for the chef.

Just as a mage has their own secret spells and a knight has their family’s secret swordsmanship, chefs have their own secret recipes.

Due to the Empire’s custom of valuing these secrets, restaurants and kitchens were usually enclosed and operated in secrecy.

No matter how esteemed the guest, entering the kitchen without the chef’s permission was against the Empire’s rules.

Opening the kitchen in such a situation was nothing short of an unprecedented sight for the citizens of the empire.

“You can watch. In fact, I kept it open to show you.”

“What?”

“It shows that our food is made in such a clean environment. And as you watch, you’ll understand why I’ve opened it like this.”

I handed her the menu.

“Here is our menu.”

-MENU

Bulgogi Baekban[1] – 10 Silver
“There’s only one item on the menu? Bulgogi? Baekban? What’s this? Is it meat cooked with fire?”

“It’s one of the restaurant’s signature dishes. It was a popular menu item enjoyed by the knight order.”

At the moment, I only had one menu item due to lack of ingredients. I planned to add more items once I secured additional ingredients.

“There’s no choice then. I’ll have the bulgogi Baekban, please.”

“Understood.”

I wore a bandana on my head for hygiene purposes. As I was washing my hands with water and preparing the ingredients, Liana asked.

“But is it really alright for you? Isn’t this estate too humble for someone who used to be a knight in the capital?”

“Strictly speaking, I wasn’t even a knight.”

“What do you mean…?”

“I was a cook.”

Every day, I prepared meals for 200 members of the Princess Knight Order, 300 members of the Royal Knight Order, and occasionally 30 guests who came for training.

I was the invincible cook-knight responsible for 530 meals a day.

I had far more experience stirring a giant pot than wielding a sword!

Of course, being a cook wasn’t all bad.

I was excused from training, morning roll calls, evening roll calls, and had guaranteed personal maintenance time. Unless there was something special going on, I was mostly excused from other duties during work hours.

Some people complained that I had an easy job, but so what? They should try stirring the pot tirelessly.

The only downside was waking up earlier than everyone else and working while others rested.

“Even so, it doesn’t change the fact that you’re a knight.”

Her gentle voice, soothing to the heart, made it hard to suppress a smile.

“Knights don’t need to be in glamorous places.”

“I see.”

Before preparing the meat, I first washed the rice.

While it wasn’t exactly the same as the rice from Korea, I found a similar grain in my hometown.

Rice grown in my hometown, Rohan.

This rice allowed me to start making Korean cuisine even in this new world.

‘I can cook and eat the dishes from my past life!’

I remembered being immersed in Korean cuisine because it meant I didn’t have to forget my past memories completely.

I lit a mini rice cooker made by modifying an existing pot and put the washed rice in it.

Srrrng

I took out the frozen meat from the mana refrigerator and placed it on the cutting board.

Thunk!

I brought down a large cleaver on it.


Pah!

“Now, let’s start cooking.”

I grasped the handle of the cleaver embedded in the frozen meat.

[1] “Bulgogi baekban” is a korean dish consisting of bulgogi (marinated grilled beef) served with a variety of side dishes.





 
  
    Chapter 3: It’s bulgogi at the knight’s restaurant.


What is the most important aspect for bulgogi baekban?

Is it warm rice?

Or properly fermented kimchi?

Or perhaps the various side dishes?

While these elements are important in determining the taste of bulgogi baekban, the most crucial factor is undoubtedly the bulgogi itself.

The taste of the bulgogi decides the flavor of the entire meal.

And naturally, what decides the taste of the bulgogi is the type of meat used.

I looked at the frozen meat laid out on the cutting board.

Despite being frozen, it glowed with a fresh red hue that clearly showed its freshness.

It was the kind of meat that made you think it would be delicious even if grilled without any seasoning.

Pog

In this world, it was the animal that replaced pigs.

In fact, it was an excellent ingredient.

Personally, I preferred it much more than pork because it was softer and had a better texture.

Pog was a four-legged animal just like pigs.

The name came from the sound it made, “pog pog.”

Although I wanted to critique the author’s imagination, he couldn’t have known.

How could he have known that the world he created in his novel actually existed?

Fortunately, in this world, they don’t catch and eat orcs like pigs.

Orcs also possess a certain level of intelligence, so consuming orc meat is illegal even in the empire.

I can’t tell you how surprised I was when memories of my past life resurfaced.

Many of the plants and animals in this world had similarities to those from Earth.

It was probably because the author of the fantasy novel was Korean.

Lucky for me.

Because being able to indirectly experience the taste of home was really beneficial for my mental health.

Anyway, I had frozen all this pog meat to make bulgogi.

Bulgogi slices, thin enough to disappear quickly when chewed but not too thin or thick, were needed.

I imbued mana into the cleaver.

I sliced the pog’s front leg thinly with the cleaver imbued with mana.

Isn’t it excessive to use mana just to cut meat? You have no idea.

Putting all my effort into cutting meat was the skill that allowed me to survive as a cook.

When you infuse mana while slicing meat, the texture improves. This was a piece of knowledge I had gained from my experience as a cook.

Shwik shwik.

The sound of frozen meat being sliced tickled my ears.

Thinly sliced, crimson pog meat, cut to the thickness of shaved pork belly, piled up neatly.

“How amazing.”

“Do you find the act of slicing meat fascinating?”

“No, it’s more fascinating that you use mana to slice meat.”

“Oh, this is just my own training method.”

“Really?”

“Everyone else trains to become stronger, so I can’t fall behind just because I cook.”

I trained with mana while slicing meat, strengthened my muscles making soup for 530 people with a ladle, and honed my endurance and concentration by frying 530 eggs.

Did I go to great lengths to survive? That’s why I could retire in such style.

Hooray for the cook’s training method.

I layered the thinly sliced pog meat neatly and placed it in a bowl.

While the meat thawed, I prepared other ingredients.

I took out green onions from the refrigerator.

They were green onions in this world too.

Let me say again, the naming sense of the author of the fantasy novel I read wasn’t very high.

Some things had different names, while others retained their original names from my previous life.

It was all very arbitrary.

Thanks to that, it was easy to identify ingredients.

“Oh? Those are green onions? Are you going to use them in cooking too?”

“Yes. They’re quite an essential ingredient.”

“Oh… but aren’t those used in alchemy?”

“They taste better than you’d think.”

Liana’s expression turned pale in real time.

This is why stereotypes are problematic.

What’s wrong with using alchemy ingredients in cooking?

I washed the cutting board and cleaver clean, then sliced the green onions on it.

Chop, chop, chop!

Chop, chop, chop!

A pleasant sound echoed like hitting a drum.

The distinctive spicy aroma of freshly cut green onions started to fill the air.

I took out some garlic, crushed it with the side of the cleaver, and minced it.

With the basic ingredients prepared, I took out soy sauce.

“What is that black liquid?”

Maybe it was her first time watching someone cook.

Liana, observing the cooking process, asked about each step.

“It’s called soy sauce, a fermented soybean sauce. It’s salty and flavorful. Would you like to try some?”

“Is it safe? The black color makes me uneasy…”

“Would you give poison to your official?”

I poured a little soy sauce onto a small teaspoon and offered it to her.

Slurp.

Liana brushed her hair aside and sipped the soy sauce from the spoon.

“Ugh! Salty!”

“That’s the taste.”

“It’s like pure salt!”

“I use it to season food.”


“The world of cooking is vast. Seasoning with this black liquid instead of salt.”

I also took out some mirin, a cooking wine often used in imperial cuisine.

Although it wasn’t exactly the same as what we had in Korea, my home in my previous life, it was still good for adding flavor.

I even added sesame oil.

By the time all the ingredients were ready, the front leg of the pog had thawed and was dripping blood.

I gently squeezed the meat to drain the blood.

I was preparing bulgogi for one person.

I added the freshly sliced green onions, minced garlic, soy sauce, mirin, and a tablespoon of sesame oil to the blood-drained pog meat.

But it would be too plain like this, so I added sugar in the same proportion as the soy sauce to enhance the flavor.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m mixing seasoning with the meat to give it a more stimulating taste.”

You sure have a lot of questions.

I massaged the seasoning around the meat to ensure it was evenly coated.

And finally.

I took out the pear juice that I had prepared in advance for bulgogi.

It was a fruit with white flesh that was incredibly sweet and delicious, with a crisp texture mingling with juiciness when you bite into it.

Right. It’s a pear.

The pears in this world were slightly different in shape from the ones I knew.

They looked somewhat like a gourd, which made them a bit unappealing, but they still tasted delicious.

This will enhance the savory flavor of the bulgogi.

After coating the meat with the pear juice, I asked Liana,

“Do you handle spicy food well?”

“I do! I’m known for eating spicy food well.”

“You seem to have some ‘spicy pride’.”

“‘Spicy pride’…?”

“It’s a term for people who are good at eating spicy food.”

“Ah, if that’s the case, then yes. I do have pride!”

Then it should be okay to add a little bit of red pepper paste.

People in this world can’t handle spicy food well, so they always get nervous.

I’ve made a similar mistake before.

There’s no need to dwell on unpleasant memories.

Finally, I added a bit of red pepper paste and red pepper flakes to enhance the flavor.

The color of the filled meat turned a vivid red.

Once the meat is cooked, it will be done.

Sizzle!

As I pressed the switch, a small magic circle glowed and soared high.

“This is a flare range that many chefs use these days.”

I heated up the frying pan with enough oil.

When the oil was hot enough, I placed the meat on it.

Sizzle!

With delightful sounds pleasing to the ears, the well-seasoned meat sizzled and emitted a pleasant aroma as it cooked.

The scent of the seasoning and meat cooking rose in the white steam.

“Wow, the smell is amazing, isn’t it?”

“As I said, enjoying it just as work isn’t about culinary art.”

“I understand what you mean.”

Liana twitched her nose as she caught the smell of the meat oil burning.

I shook the frying pan to ensure the heat spread evenly across the meat’s surface.

Usually, the seasoning burning is much less likely than the meat burning.

Therefore, if the heat control is not handled properly, the seasoning can burn before the meat is properly cooked.

Leaving it like this would cause the seasoning to burn and lose its flavor.

I poured about half a cup of water over it.

There’s a saying from a famous Korean chef who runs a YouTube channel. If you think the meat seasoning might burn, add a little water, then there won’t be any risk of burning.

That saying is true.

Just adding water makes everything okay.

As the water is all good, while spreading the seasoning between the meat, the meat will be cooked thoroughly and the seasoning will spread deliciously.

When the meat was cooked to a certain extent, I sliced the onions and leeks into large pieces and placed them in the pan with the meat.

Sizzle!

Once again, the delightful sound rang out,

With the ears pleased and the eyes delighted, as the cooking neared completion, the uncooked rice was also fully cooked and released a delicious aroma.

“The smell is good.”

The texture is good too.

“The color is also good.”

I scooped freshly steamed rice into rice bowls and placed the sizzling bulgogi on wide plates.

While enjoying the pleasant aroma, I moved the lettuce and various vegetables pre-cut into a bowl made of woven wood specifically for wrapping vegetables.

There was no separate plating.

Not doing so is the charm of the knight’s dining room.

Completing a simple meal by transferring kimchi and seasoned vegetables to three side dishes, a satisfying meal was created.

Gulp.

Liana, who had been staring at the kitchen with curiosity, swallowed her saliva upon smelling the aroma.

“I’m drooling.”

“It’s a dish you’ve never seen before, right? The smell is just amazing.”

“Do you know white rice?”

“Yes, I do. It’s been a luxury food among the capital’s nobles for the past three years…”

Liana turned her face towards me upon seeing the completed meal on the tray.

The glossy white rice, fresh vegetables, accompanied by red kimchi and seasoned greens, and finally, the magnificent centerpiece, the bulgogi, shining brightly.

“Is this really white rice?”

“That’s right. Here it is. Bulgogi baekban.”

“This kind of meal costs 10 silver…?”

With eyes of disbelief, Liana glanced between me and the food before her.

“It’s best to eat with chopsticks and a spoon, but if it’s difficult, you can eat with a fork.”

“No, I can use chopsticks. It’s the basic etiquette among nobles these days.”

Struggling to hold the chopsticks properly, Liana hesitantly picked up a piece of bulgogi with them and put it in her mouth.

“Mmm~”

“Is it delicious?”

Her eyes sparkle, her face filled with delight as she savors the meat in her mouth.

I know that feeling.

Knowing the taste makes it even more tormenting.

“Is it tasty?”

“Are you kidding me?”

“Try it with rice.”

Using a spoon, she scoops up some white rice, adds a piece of meat on top, and takes another big bite.

“Ummmm~~~!!”

Truly a blissful smile.

It wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say that I cook to see that smile.

It satisfies me.

The bulgogi has done its job well enough.

“Try it with the vegetables. And you can also have it with the ssamjang[1] on the side.”

“Ssamjang… Is that the name of this orange sauce?”

“Yes. It’s our house specialty.”

I briefly explained to her how to eat.

“Like this, you hold it in your hand and wrap each item one by one, and eat it.”

Liana followed me, moved the rice, meat, and vegetables onto the lettuce leaves, then added some ssamjang on the top.

Then, she took a bite.

Her cheeks puffed up like a hamster was quite adorable.

Chewing slowly, she seemed to be still wondering if there would be more surprises, but her face soon filled with certainty and delight.

Watching her enjoy the remarkable change, tasting the food, I saw an expression that seemed like she might faint any moment.

“Is it worth 10 silver?”

With her mouth full, she tilted her head.

“Can’t you do less?”

“Umph!”

She vigorously shook her head again.

Chewing for a while, then finally swallowing, she raised her index finger and exclaimed loudly, “1 gold! This is worth 1 gold!”

Offering ten times the original price of 10 silver.

Isn’t that too generous?

“It’s really delicious! I think I’ll become a regular here! Wow… How did such a chef end up in our territory?…”

She began to focus on her food now.

As if not wanting to be disturbed by this sacred ritual any longer, she brought her face to the bowl.

“Phew! Ha! Spicy. Wow… It’s hot.”

Seeing her busy eating with sweat beading on her forehead made me hungry.

Gulp.

I put about half a bowl of remaining rice into the pan where I just cooked the meat.

On top of the bulgogi, along with the leftover meat, juices and seasoning, the white rice was placed.

It’s not courteous for a chef to eat in front of a customer, but I needed to eat something.

I hadn’t eaten anything since morning.


After grilling the bulgogi, it’s definitely time for fried rice.

The red sauce, a mixture of meat oil and seasoning, is truly the best companion for rice.

I lit the fire again.



[1] “Ssamjang”s a Korean sauce typically served with grilled meat dishes.



 
  
    Chapter 4: Fried rice at a BBQ restaurant is considered a dessert, not a meal, right?


Fwoosh!

As the flames rose, the remaining seasoning and oil started boiling.

Sizzle, sizzle.

An amazing aroma filled my nose.

Saliva pooled in my mouth without me realizing.

‘It’s good.’

The sound, the sight of the meat fat bubbling. I loved it all.

‘It smells so good!’

I grabbed a piece of meat, too big to fit on a spoon in one go, with tongs and chopped it up with scissors. When making fried rice with the remaining meat, keeping the meat at an appropriate size is key.

If the meat is too large, it’s hard to eat and you can’t fully enjoy the taste of the fried rice.

The savory flavor of rice soaked in oil and seasoning, and the properly sized meat rolling in my mouth with the slightly crispy crust—perfect.

In order to maintain that taste, the size of the meat was quite important.

If it’s too big, it can’t harmonize.

After finishing with the meat, I grabbed the frying pan with my left hand and a spatula with my right hand and started stirring the rice with all my might.

Clatter, clatter.

The long spatula began to coat the white rice with the red meat seasoning.

Once the rice was coated with oil and seasoning, it gleamed perfectly.

To add some spiciness, I sliced a fresh chili pepper diagonally with a knife and added half a spoon each of ssamjang and red pepper paste.

The spicy aroma tickled my nose.

Watching the rice absorb the seasoning and oil as it cooked was truly beautiful.

Sizzle!

I lightly cooked the rice until its moisture evaporated and it became fluffy, then pressed it down firmly in the frying pan one last time.

Then I turned off the heat.

Now, instead of cooking with the flame, it was time to cook with the residual heat left in the pan.

I waited for a bit until the rice and seasoning turned into crispy crust.

Crackle.

I lightly pushed the crispy fried rice, scraping it cleanly with the scorched bits. The golden-brown color stimulated my appetite.

“Insane,” I muttered to myself without realizing it. Seeing this kind of fried rice on an empty stomach, I couldn’t resist. I could eat three servings of this by myself.

After scraping the scorched parts, I lifted the spatula with the rice and took a bite. I forgot there were customers in front of me. What was I supposed to think? Here was a perfectly cooked, 100-point iron plate fried rice right in front of me.

The well-cooked meat, the seasoned and oil-soaked rice grains harmonized in my mouth. The satisfaction filled my mouth and made me smile naturally. The spicy flavor of the red pepper paste and chili pepper pleasantly tingled my senses. The crunchy texture of the well-cooked scorched rice was delightful.

Yes, this is perfection.

As I was eating the finished fried rice, I felt someone’s gaze. ‘What is it?’ I looked in the direction of the feeling and saw Liana staring intently at me. To be precise, her gaze was fixed on my mouth and the fried rice in the pan. She was looking at me while wiggling her nose like a rabbit with a large bite of a wrap in her mouth.

Munch, munch.

After savoring and swallowing the wrap, she finally opened her mouth. “Looks delicious.” Even though she still had rice and meat on her plate, she was drooling over mine.

“Please eat yours. This is for the chef only.”

“If I pay more…”

“Weren’t you getting that for free in the first place?”

“Ugh…”

Liana couldn’t argue and closed her mouth.

“Then, a job at the Viscount’s estate…”

“I already have my own restaurant, so there’s no need for that.”

“Oh…”

Liana didn’t know what to do, then she picked up her bowl.

“Then how about we share this?”

“What kind of chef steals food from his customers?”

“Ugh, oh.”

Teasing her was fun. Her reactions were spot on.

“I’ll just give it to you. It’s a chef’s special service. It might be spicy, so eat it after finishing your rice.”

I took out a new spatula and served her some of the freshly fried rice that was still steaming. I couldn’t serve the customers with something that had touched my mouth.

“Thank you!”

Liana had just reached a turning point in her culinary life. She considered herself somewhat of a gourmet at the Viscount’s estate in Britten. Although this place was a countryside part of the Empire, it still had many famous eateries. At least, working at the Viscount’s estate, she had never felt deprived when it came to food.

So, she didn’t think much of the restaurant opened by a knight who had come from the capital. How good could a knight’s cooking be? She had come because of Lucas’s martial prowess as a knight, not because of his cooking skills.

But then…

The moment she tasted the bulgogi, her world changed. The tender meat stir-fried in rich seasoning and oil, filling her mouth along with the rice. The sweetness of the rice grains, the savory taste of the pork, the sweetness of the seasoning, and the exquisite essence of deliciousness, all coming together. The slight spiciness at the end completed the flavor.

Each component—the meat, the rice—tasted good on its own, but the harmony when combined was indescribable.

‘Is this the food of the capital?’

What had I been eating here until now? Was it the power of rice, considered a luxury even in the Empire? No.

She had eaten rice before.

When I went to the capital with the Viscount, I tried rice there just once. That’s how I knew about rice. But back then, it didn’t taste like this.

How should I put it? It was a bit stickier and soggier. It wasn’t like this. I thought that’s how high-end cuisine was supposed to be.

‘What I ate was fake!’

And that wasn’t the end of it. The taste when eaten with the leafy vegetables and the soy sauce served on the side left her in awe.

“It’s really delicious.”

This was better than the high-end 1-gold food she had eaten in the capital. She never knew pork could taste this good. Sure, pork was used in high-end dishes occasionally, but it never tasted this good.

‘What on earth is this person…??’

She wanted to invite him to the Viscount’s estate immediately.

She was savoring the bulgogi baekban when—

Sizzle!

The rice and meat being stir-fried before her eyes had an aroma even richer than the bulgogi. If the bulgogi’s aroma was a 10, this rice and meat stir-fry’s aroma was a 12. The spiciness detectable in the scent also worth 12 points.

She knew it would be so spicy that she’d regret it, but she still wanted to eat it. Even knowing that, she wanted to try it.

“Finish your meat first.”

“Why?”

“If you eat that, you won’t be able to taste the rice properly until you brush your teeth.”

“Oh… got it.”

Suppressing her immediate desire, she finished her baekban. After finishing all the side dishes the stir-fried rice and meat in seasoning were placed before her.

“Sir Lucas, what is the name of this dish?”

“Fried rice.”

“Fried rice…”

Lucas, who had already finished his fried rice while she was eating the bulbaek, answered. She looked at the still-steaming fried rice. Despite eating so much, her mouth watered again.


How strange. Why do I want to eat more?

“Well, I’ll enjoy it.”

Putting her doubts aside, she picked up a spoonful of fried rice and took a big bite. The moment she tasted the fried rice—

Boom!

‘I think I understand why he told me to eat it after finishing the meat!’

The rich flavor hit her. The crispy rice, the finely chopped meat, and the seasoning absorbed into the rice and meat tasted even more intense than the baekban. If the baekban felt like a mother’s care, this fried rice felt like a grandmother’s warmth. The deep flavor was overwhelming.

And the spiciness at the end. “Phew! Ha! It’s spicy. Really spicy!”

The heat burning her tongue and making her mouth tingle wasn’t unpleasant. Whether it was the meat or the seasoning, it was incredibly delicious.

She finished the bowl in no time. Sweat poured down her face. Her face was flushed with a reddish hue. The spiciness was overwhelming.

Oddly, she felt something being released. It felt as if all the annoying things that happened today disappeared. Her lips curled up into a smile.

It was amazing. Just eating rice relieved her stress.

“That’s really spicy. Wow.”

“Ah, that’s the spiciness of Korean food.”

“Korean? What’s that?”

“It’s a place. Someday, I’ll tell you more about it.”

“Can I order more of this fried rice later?”

Lucas looked at her with satisfaction. “Sure, if we have enough ingredients.”

“Thank you. You’re really skilled.”

“I’m glad you’re satisfied. Please promote our restaurant a lot in the future.”

“Of course! I’ll definitely spread the word!”

Still sweating from the spiciness, she was convinced that this restaurant would soon become a treasure of the Viscount’s estate.

-Eating isn’t everything in a gourmet dining.
Lucas’s words before cooking lingered in her mind.

‘Could he have been a royal chef in the imperial palace?’

Maybe an extraordinary person had come to Britten, even more than she had expected.

“What is this?”

“You need to rate and write a review.”

She blinked at Lucas, who handed her a white paper and a pen. Stars? Review? What was that?

★★★

The bulgogi baekban and fried rice was really delicious. I even took some of the owner’s portion because it was so good! The owner is friendly and the food is tasty. Recommended dishes: Bulgogi baekban – fried rice.


	Liana, the first customer and manager of the Viscount’s estate, posted her review on the bulletin board in front of the restaurant. The praise made him smile with satisfaction. Five stars.



The large bulletin board in front of the restaurant would soon be filled with customers’ reviews. It all started with Liana, the manager of the Viscount’s estate.


	“You said you’ll officially open in three days, right? I’ll start promoting it before then!”
“That’s a relief.”



Before opening the restaurant, he had chosen Liana as a test customer. In preparation for settling down here, he had gone through various procedures and had conversations with her. She seemed confident about her gourmet taste.

Her palate appeared quite discerning, and she was an influential manager at the Viscount’s estate. Satisfying her taste would be greatly beneficial both in the short and long term, as she would actively spread the word. She was the perfect test customer.

The bulgogi baekban, as well as the fried rice, received high praise.

“Why not add the fried rice to the menu for an extra charge? It’s certainly a great idea coming from someone who runs the Viscount’s estate. Her mind works quickly.”

When he first introduced the baekban, he had also thought of the fried rice as an additional option. An extra 4 silver for adding fried rice. She picked up on that immediately. A review from someone who had tasted it assured him it would sell well.

“I’m glad you liked it.”

All that remained was to officially open the restaurant. With her solid promotion, I believed it would succeed.

“It should work out!”

She also didn’t hesitate to give him advice.

‘She’s competent!’

It was a good start.

‘This has to work!’

Now, all that was left was for things to go smoothly.

The next day, two days before the opening, I arrived at the restaurant and saw a knight standing in front of it.

“Who are you?”

The knight, who was looking closely at the restaurant’s sign, looked at me.

“Are you Sir Lucas from the capital?”

“Yes, that’s me. What’s the matter?”

“I’m Heimer, a knight from the Viscount of Britten’s estate. I heard that the food here is really delicious, so I came to check it out.”

Heimer’s eyes turned to the bulletin board in front of the restaurant.

“The bulgogi set meal and fried rice are really delicious. I even took some of the owner’s portion because it was so good! The owner is friendly and the food is tasty. Recommended dishes: Bulgogi set meal, fried rice addition! – Liana, Manager of the Viscount’s Estate”

“Miss Liana highly recommended this place. She said it’s a restaurant for knights.”

She had already started promoting the restaurant. Her gratitude was evident.

I was pleased to have a surprise customer, but there was a problem.

“The grand opening is in two days. We’re not fully prepared yet.”

“Is that so? That’s really disappointing. I came all the way here after hearing how delicious the food is.”

Watching Heimer lick his lips, I scratched my head.


“I can’t just send you away, so how about a blind taste test?”

I needed someone to test the food before the opening anyway. I couldn’t run the restaurant on just one dish.

“Is that alright?”

His eyes lit up with excitement.

Author’s Note: Thank you for your generous support! I’ll continue to write delicious stories!



 
  
    Chapter 5: Western-style pork cutlet is undeniably a Korean dish. This is mentioned in the Goguryeo subakdo as well


Pog, pog

The plump Pog is a mammal slightly larger and rounder in appearance compared to pigs from the original world. While it shares the same pink skin, upturned snub nose, and curly tail, it had a slightly cuter feel.

How should I put it? It’s like something straight out of a cartoon.

But above all, the real charm of Pog lies in the taste of its meat. Slightly more reddish than pork, with a more varied distribution of fat, its flavor is richer and more savory.

There’s a famous saying about Pog in this world:

“Nothing of the Pog goes to waste except its innards.”
From head to toe, it’s a delicious ingredient beloved by many. Except for the innards, that is. Unlike pigs, Pog innards are surprisingly tough and have a strong, musty smell.

Although I know the proper methods to remove the distinctive odor of Pog, it wasn’t a dish to feature in a newly opened restaurant in a rural estate.

‘I’ve had to cook innards a few times in the Knights’ Order to save on the budget…’

Suddenly, warm memories are bubbling up….as if!

During my time as a royal knight, the royal supply office gave me a crappy budget because the knights ate so much. It was a period where I had to struggle to feed the knights within the limited budget.

I had to make a decision to feed the knights meat despite the lack of funds. With nothing but time on my hands, I collected Pog innards discarded by the butcher and removed the odor. Imagining the smell of Pog innards all over me again, I muttered,

“Damn it.”

A curse slipped out naturally. The awful memories of my military—no, my knights’ order days—came flooding back. How did I survive those seven years? I should have just pretended to be incompetent and stayed quiet.

If I had done that, they wouldn’t have bothered me. Or better yet, I shouldn’t have joined the knights in the first place. If only my memories of my previous life had resurfaced before I was knighted.

If they had come back just two days earlier, I could have run away before becoming a knight…

Suddenly, I was brought back from my nostalgic reminiscence.

“Boss, are you okay?”

It was the Knight Heimer from the estate.

“Oh, sorry. Sometimes I get lost in thought while preparing food, haha.”

Still lost in thought, I checked the ingredients I had placed on the kitchen counter.

There were crimson Pog loin, white flour, a single egg from Coco, dry bread crumbs, white cabbage, and various seasonings.

Today’s menu for Heimer, the unexpected guest, was going to be tonkatsu[1].

Not japanese-style tonkatsu, but a Western-style tonkatsu.

Tonkatsu soaked in tonkatsu sauce, served with tangy sauce on top of cabbage salad, accompanied by a scoop of rice and red soup.

I intended to showcase the essence of Korean-style tonkatsu today.

Tonkatsu is undoubtedly a Western dish introduced through Japan, but these days, Korean-style tonkatsu isn’t much different from its Japanese counterpart.

In fact, it’s practically Korean, given the modifications made to suit Korean taste.

If you think about it, tonkatsu, derived from the Western dish cutlet, is just another adaptation.

This is also mentioned in the “Goguryeo subakdo[2].”

Is it really written there?

I don’t know.

If it’s been indoctrinated with Korean modifications, then it’s Korean.

Just like how espresso, crossing the Atlantic, got indoctrinated and transformed into Americano with more water, Korean-style tonkatsu is no different from K-food.

Anyway, that’s the gist of it.

I’ll show the taste of Korean-style tonkatsu.

It might be a bit heavy for breakfast, but my guest is a knight of the estate.

Knights, by nature, eat a lot and move a lot, turning themselves into ruthless battle machines.

King-sized tonkatsu for breakfast?

They won’t even bat an eye, right?

At least, that’s how it was in the princess’s knight order where I used to work.

“Knight Heimer, is it okay to eat a lot of meat for breakfast?”

“Oh, it’s fine. I finished training in the early morning, so it’s okay. In fact, eating heartily ensures I can train properly in the morning.”

As expected.

I have an eye for these things.

“I understand.”

“But what’s on the menu? It seems different from what I heard from Liana.”

“Oh, today we have Korean-style tonkatsu.”

“Tonkatsu? That’s a new menu for me.”

“Yes, we’ll be using a whole loin, truly a fitting dish for a knight.”

I lifted the hefty, untouched loin.

“Wow, I’m looking forward to it! Will you be using all of that meat?”

“Yes.”

While a regular person might only need one-third of this, considering our guest is a knight, we can’t underestimate him.

“By the way, it’s a special menu for knights.”

“So, it’s not on the regular menu.”

“That’s correct.”

I pounded the thick loin with a mallet.

Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!

As the mallet filled with mana struck, the crimson loin resonated with a thud, taking on a flatter shape. After shaping the pog loin, I seasoned it with salt and pepper, then cracked an egg from Coco into a transparent glass bowl.

Coco.

An animal resembling a chicken in this world, now domesticated and unable to fly. With a more developed breast than chickens in this world, this bird, providing tender meat similar to chicken breast, was one of the empire’s most beloved ingredients.

Coco’s egg also had a texture and taste similar to regular eggs. ‘It’s denser than expected when fried!’

I cracked Coco’s eggs and prepared flour and breadcrumbs. With the ingredients ready for tonkatsu, it was time to shred the cabbage.

Sung Sung Sung Sung!

For someone who had mastered culinary arts to the extreme, adding mana to the cleaver was a piece of cake.

As I thinly shredded the cabbage with the cleaver, Heimer looked at me with a surprised expression.

“It feels strange to see you preparing food like this.”

“It’s a form of showmanship. It demonstrates how clean our kitchen is.”

“Isn’t it risky to reveal aspects of your family’s vision?”

He genuinely seemed concerned.

“And it’s also because you’re a knight.”

“It’s okay for others to imitate. I chuckled at Heimer. “If you’re not diligent enough, you won’t be able to do this. Trying to mimic it awkwardly and open a store will only end up wasting money.”

“This is the confidence of a master craftsman…”

The knight’s eyes lit up.

From then on, Heimer began to observe me closely as I cooked in the kitchen. Although his gaze was somewhat daunting, it didn’t interfere with my cooking. I finished preparing all the ingredients. I pounded the thick king-sized tonkatsu with a mallet, much larger than usual tonkatsu, coated it with flour, dipped it in beaten egg, and covered it with breadcrumbs. I checked the temperature of the yellow cooking oil I had been heating up since making the meat. Personally, 170 degrees was the ideal temperature for frying tonkatsu. ‘It’ll take some time for the magic thermometer I ordered to arrive… For now, I had to rely on intuition. Some margin of error was acceptable since I could decide based on the reaction of the batter. After confirming the oil temperature, I carefully placed the prepared tonkatsu into the hot oil. Sizzle!

The sound of the boiling oil tickled my ears pleasantly.

This moment was the best.

Putting battered meat into boiling oil, listening to the sound of the oil boiling and watching the bubbles was a unique pleasure I felt while cooking.

While the meat was frying, I placed a frying pan on the stove.


I’m going to make sauce while the pork cutlet is being fried.

If it were Korea, I could just buy sauce from the store and do a little cooking, but here, I couldn’t do that.

I had to buy all the ingredients and cook them myself.

It’s better than it was seven years ago, at least.

I raised the heat and added butter on top.

I sprinkled about half a cup of flour on the melting butter.

Mixing the butter and flour created a white roux.

Making roux is the most basic of basics when making Western food.

It’s an essential ingredient for making tonkatsu sauce, and if you can’t make it well, it’s better to give up making sauce and just buy tonkatsu sauce from the store.

Using roux makes it Western food, right?

Oh, no, it doesn’t.

Using Western sauce doesn’t make everything Western cuisine; even an egg fried with ketchup on top is Western cuisine.

It’s fusion. Fusion K-food.

When the roux turned into a brownish color, I added soy sauce, sugar, ketchup, and finally a little vinegar.

And the right amount of water.

Finally, I added the secret sauce.

What’s that?

It’s a trade secret.

A magical white powder starting with M.

I don’t know how much I’ve suffered trying to find this taste in this world.

Simmering next to me is the pork cutlet being fried in oil, and in front of me, the tonkatsu sauce is being simmered to perfection.

“Now, the sauce just needs to simmer for a bit.”

I took out the perfectly fried giant pork cutlet.

I skimmed off the foam as the oil bubbled on the surface.

Just looking at the giant pork cutlet makes my mouth water, made with oil produced from the pig’s fat and meticulously prepared on a frying pan.

“It’s enormous.”

“This is only for knights who visit the knight’s restaurant. Can you finish it all by yourself?”

My question made Heimer awkwardly chuckle.

“Haha, I, I didn’t know it would be this big.”

“You must finish it all.”

He avoided my gaze.

Didn’t know it would be this big?

Are you really a knight?

Are you satisfied with just this size?

If Commander Luke heard that, he would have sent you for extra training, mate.

Saying there’s too much food in front of you? You lack grit! You need extra training!

Recruits were often dragged like that.

And those dragged knights filled a whole round of the mess hall.

“You. Must. Finish it. All.

Leaving food behind is unacceptable.

It goes against the pride of a cook knight.

“Of course! I’ll finish it all!”

Heimer met my eyes and nodded vigorously.

“You’ll be able to finish it all. As a knight.”

While waiting for the oil to drain sufficiently, I quickly made a soup that was essential for a Korean-style tonkatsu.

A soup made by blending boiled potatoes and milk into a very smooth consistency.

Of course, there were no blenders in this world, so I always mashed them by hand before or after work.

Thanks to the customers who arrived before I went to work, I ended up using the soup I had prepared yesterday and hadn’t used. “I prepared it for myself.”

I put the cold soup in the fridge and quickly heated up the cold soup using the mana from my whole body. It’s not a microwave, it’s more like an electric stove.

I only use it when I’m really in a hurry.

Because it uses up a lot of mana.

The thickened soup softened and emitted a fragrant steam.

I sprinkled pepper on top.

The slight imperfection of the Korean-style tonkatsu soup is its charm.

It tastes like junk food.

The kind of taste that makes you want to keep eating and eating.

I placed a small dish of soup on the tray and, next to it, a large white oval dish with lettuce and freshly cooked rice scooped onto it.

I placed the pork cutlet, drained of oil on the frying pan, onto the dish.

Before adding the sauce on top, I gently brushed off the excess batter with tongs.

Grrrr.

The sound of the tongs brushing against the crispy batter.

Just hearing it makes you feel the crispiness of the batter.

It’s the final ritual to check if the batter is well-fried.

“Mmm, delicious.”

It sounds delicious just hearing it.

Those who know, know.

The sound of freshly fried tonkatsu, especially when it’s really well-fried, proudly declaring its deliciousness.

It satisfies all the senses.

Not just sight and hearing, but also taste, smell, and even the feel of the batter’s texture, a perfect 100 out of 100.

And finally, I poured the completed tonkatsu sauce on top.

Steam rose from the sauce covering the tonkatsu.

I placed a knife, fork, and spoon next to the dish and handed it to Heimer.

“This is the special menu at the knight’s restaurant, the Korean-style king pork cutlet.”

“It’s similar to a meat-fried cutlet.”

There was a hint of disappointment in his voice.

Having heard praises for tonkatsu from Laina, he expected something different, but what lay before him was a cutlet commonly seen in this world.

It was a natural reaction for Heimer, who was unfamiliar with the Korean-style tonkatsu.

Even in this world, there were cutlets where meat was coated in batter and fried.

But the quality was different.

By the way, even in the knights’ order, they only made tonkatsu once.

Not only did it require a lot of effort, but they also ate too much, making it too expensive.

Can’t you make that tonkatsu just for me?
Commander Luke, who liked fairness, even asked separately, so that says it all.

“While the appearance may be similar, it’s a different menu from a cutlet.”

“Should I slice it before eating?”

“Yes. Please slice it to your liking.”

Heimer, who had been observing me for a moment, picked up the fork and knife.

Slice!

The sound of the knife cutting through the still crispy batter and the texture of the meat resonated. He speared the edge of the tonkatsu, where the seasoning hadn’t fully penetrated, with the fork and took a bite.

“Mmm?”

Heimer’s eyes widened slightly.

His gaze turned to me.

How is it?


Delicious, right?

This is K-Food, Korean-style tonkatsu. Take a taste, buddy.


	Author’s Note



Enjoy your meal!

[1] “Tonkatsu” is a Japanese dish consisting of a breaded and deep-fried pork cutlet.

[2] “Goguryeo Subakdo” refers to ancient Korean martial arts paintings or records from the Goguryeo kingdom, which existed from 37 BCE to 668 CE.



 
  
    Chapter 6: Tonkatsu is truly a knight’s meal


Heimer, a knight of the Viscounty of Britten.

Born and raised in the Viscounty of Britten, he caught the eye of the viscount’s knight and rose from squire to knight. It’s now been three years since he was ordained as a knight by the viscount, making him a rookie still wet behind the ears.

He had some experience, having gone on several bandit subjugation missions with the Viscount of Britten.

What he liked most was a delicious meal after training.

Of course, there were no famous restaurants in the rural southern viscounty.

Liana, said Heimer didn’t know good food, and actively introduced him to various eateries, but he personally didn’t find them particularly special.

Sir Heimer, you don’t know anything. This is a real gem.
Heimer actually preferred the food made by the chef of the household.

The chef, who claimed he wasn’t particularly skilled, made the best food in the world for Heimer, who was born and raised in the viscounty.

That was because many of the dishes were a bit different from those in the southern part of the empire, making each meal special for him.

“The chef’s food is really delicious. It makes being a knight worthwhile. Hahaha!”

The food made by the viscount’s chef was not something anyone but the servants or knights in the estate could touch.

Just being able to eat the chef’s food made Heimer glad to be a knight.

More than a high salary, being able to eat delicious food gave him greater fulfillment as a knight.

Liana said the same thing.

“With all the food I’ve tasted here and there, I can say with confidence that our viscount’s chef is absolutely not to be underestimated.”

Having followed the viscount to the capital a few times, her culinary insights were certainly better than Heimer’s own.

She assured him that the chef’s cooking skills weren’t bad at all.

That was certain.

“Sigh…”

“Liana, what’s the matter? Sighing in front of the food.”

“Nothing.”

Liana sighed deeply after taking a bite of the food the chef had brought out.

It was strange.

She wasn’t someone who usually made such expressions in front of food.

Clink, clink.

She picked at her food, sighing with each spoonful.

“Liana, it’s rude to eat like that…”

“Sigh, that was a good meal.”

Fortunately, the chef wasn’t around. Otherwise, it would have been a great insult to his honor.

Heimer, noticing Liana’s unusual behavior, asked her about it.

“Aren’t you feeling well today?”

“That’s not it.”

“Then why…?”

After hesitating for a moment, Liana finally spoke.

“I’ve tasted heaven.”

“Heavenly taste?”

“Do you know what ‘bulbaek’ is?”

“Bul-what?”

“Bulbaek! Bulbaek.”

“I have no idea. What is it? Bulbaek?”

“Sigh, I envy you. Your tongue, which hasn’t tasted it, is lucky.”

Liana clasped her hands and gazed into the air.

Her face lit up in ecstasy as she licked her lips and began savoring the taste again.

Heimer was surprised by her sudden behavior.

He wondered if it was that time of the month, and if he shouldn’t have spoken to her.

“Do you remember the newcomer to the viscounty a few months ago? Sir Lucas, the knight from the capital.”

“Yes, I know. He was from the Royal Knight Order, right?”

“Do you know that I helped him set up his restaurant by order of the viscount?”

“Yes, I know. The viscount wanted to recruit him as a knight too…”

“I tasted the bulbaek and fried rice he made, and it was the most delicious food I’ve ever had. You should try it too, Sir Heimer. The restaurant opens in three days, and I highly recommend you go. Just so you know, I’m claiming the first spot.”

“Finally, our viscounty has a proper restaurant.”

Heimer was curious.

Although the restaurant was set to open in three days, he intended to ask for permission, using his junior knight’s plea to his senior as an excuse.

He was curious about the bulbaek and fried rice that had elicited such a reaction.





★★★★★

Bulbaek and fried rice are really delicious.

So delicious that I even took the owner’s share after eating mine!

The owner is kind, and the food is tasty.

Recommended menu: Bulgogi bulbaek – with extra fried rice!

Liana, Administrator of the Viscounty
Indeed, there was a handwritten message from Liana posted in front of the restaurant.

He had high expectations, but what came out was a dish resembling a cutlet.

“It’s called tonkatsu. It’s similar to a cutlet but a different menu.”

“So I just slice it and eat?”

“Yes, cut it into suitable pieces yourself. Try it, try it.”

“…Understood.”

He looked at the large tonkatsu in front of him.

Even though he was a knight, the portion seemed too large for one person to eat alone.

‘Is this place competing with quantity instead of quality?’

He was a bit disappointed.

Tonkatsu was a dish that even a mediocre chef could make taste good.

As long as you had good meat and oil, it was a basic dish.

So he didn’t expect much.

Crunch.

The moment he cut into the tonkatsu with a knife, he felt something different about the breading.

‘That sound…’

Despite having been covered in thick sauce for quite some time, the breading remained crispy.

Shk, shk.

It was different.

Definitely different.


Even without tasting it, he could tell.

Handling a sword is a basic skill for a knight.

Whether it’s a dining knife or a sword, it’s the same principle.

A knight’s skill is judged by how sensitively he can perceive the feel of the blade.

‘The texture is intact.’

Unbelievable.

Even though the meat had been pounded, the texture was still there?

As he picked up the sliced meat with his fork, the white flesh of the meat dressed in a thin breading was revealed. The meat, still juicy, did not compromise the crispiness of the breading in the slightest, asserting its presence.

‘Unbelievable.’

Could a cutlet have such a color?

He remembered Liana’s words.

‘I’ve tasted heaven.’

Perhaps he too might experience a similar taste.

And then he took a bite.

Crunchy! Juicy!

The crispy breading, the rich sauce, and the tender meat enveloping his tongue.

The ingredients each asserted their presence, dancing in his mouth.

“Wow.”

The harmony of the three elements was unbelievable.

Would it be lacking if each was isolated?

Not at all.

“Is this really a cutlet?”

When Heimer asked in amazement, Lucas corrected him.

“It’s donkatsu. Western-style tonkatsu.”

“Tonkatsu… This dish is entirely different from what I knew.”

He couldn’t help but be impressed.

“Hahaha.”

He laughed with each bite of the tonkatsu he picked up with his fork.

“Wow, this is tonkatsu.”

The chef was indeed skilled.

Rumor had it that he was an incredibly talented knight as well…

“Sir Lucas, this tonkatsu is truly delicious.”

“Eat a lot. As a knight, you should eat heartily.”

“Yes, understood!”

He couldn’t stop his knife and fork.

‘The edges are a delicacy, but the center part is truly fantastic.’

The crunchy edges were good, but the meatier center was delicious too.

The texture of the meat was quite unique.

With the first bite, the crispy breading and the chewy texture stimulated his teeth, and with the second bite, the texture of the breading and the meat harmonized, creating a symphony.

And with the third bite, the meat had already melted away, spreading a rich flavor in his mouth.

Unbelievable.

Even someone as unknowledgeable about food as Heimer could tell.

It would be hard to find such food even in the capital.

It was definitely pog, the common meat seen everywhere.

‘What have I been eating all this time?’

Before he knew it, he had eaten half of the tonkatsu.

Normally, this would be enough to fill him, but now it was far from enough.

His stomach cried out.

-Give me more food! This isn’t enough!

He had never felt this way before.

For efficient training, he would stop eating when he felt moderately full.

But now he didn’t want to think about training.

‘Let’s eat first.’

It would be a waste.

Leaving without finishing this food felt like a waste.

He also ate the cabbage salad.

The crisp texture of the cabbage and its tangy flavor stimulated his appetite even more.

It neutralized the greasy taste of the meat and breading, cleaning his palate.

“Mmm~.”

Now the sauce-soaked breading offered a new taste.

Though it had lost its crispiness, it had gained a deeper flavor.

How should he describe it?

It was like the seasoned expertise of a veteran in the passage of time.

How could one dish offer such a variety of flavors?

It was an extraordinary taste.

‘This tonkatsu embodies the life of a knight.’

The meat represented a knight’s will, the breading his passion and body, and the sauce the experiences a knight must go through.

The fresh and energetic tonkatsu at the first bite was like a young and enthusiastic but inexperienced rookie knight.

But the changing tonkatsu, as he ate more, showed the journey of a knight becoming more seasoned over time.

Though the breading lost its crispiness with time, the meat’s texture remained true.

‘Wait a minute, could it be…?

As Heimer gazed at the meat pierced by his fork, something dawned on him.

The flow of time.

A novice and a veteran.

A novice knight visiting as a guest.

A retired veteran knight treating such a junior to a meal.

And the Knight Restaurant.

This was more than just a meal.

It was a lesson.

‘Even if future hardships and adversities cause you to lose your passion, as long as you maintain the pride of a knight, you won’t falter.’

Heimer looked at Lucas, who was washing the dishes.

Sir Lucas.

He had heard that Lucas was a famous knight from the Royal Knight Order before becoming a chef.

He now understood why Lucas had served him this dish.

‘It’s the chivalry that a retired senior knight presents to a junior.’

Liana had mentioned that the name of this restaurant was the Knight Restaurant.

It was written in Lucas’s language on the signboard.

Knight Restaurant.

He now understood why it was called that.

It’s a restaurant that a retired knight opened to pursue his dream, yet it still adheres to the essence of knighthood.

This restaurant embodied chivalry itself.

The fork holding the meat trembled.

Despite retiring young for some reason, Lucas still carried the heart of a knight, as evidenced by using the name “Knight Restaurant.”

Heimer’s heart swelled as if he had glimpsed a knight’s life.

How righteous a path must you have walked for someone as inexperienced in chivalry as myself to see such a path in the food you eat?

Tears welled up in Heimer’s eyes as he ate the tonkatsu.

It was embarrassing to cry while receiving a senior’s lesson.

Unable to show such a sight, Heimer bowed his head and continued eating the remaining tonkatsu.

Whether a novice or a retired veteran, the tonkatsu was the same for everyone.

Tonkatsu was chivalry.

Chivalry was tonkatsu.

Eating tonkatsu was akin to consuming chivalry itself.

“Sniff, sniff.”

The pride of a knight was more delicious than anything Heimer had ever tasted.

Of course, Lucas interpreted Heimer’s sobbing differently.

‘K-food really is delicious, no exaggeration.’

Still, seeing someone so moved by my cooking makes me happy.

A smile crept up unconsciously.

I was embarrassed to show my face like that, so i couldn’t turn my head even though I was done washing the dishes.

‘But is it worth crying over?’

It’s embarrassing.

And a new review note was posted on the restaurant’s bulletin board.

“I realized the true meaning of chivalry after eating tonkatsu.

I, Heimer, will engrave the owner’s teachings in my heart, never forget them, and continue to work hard.

I will patronize this Knight Restaurant until I become a true knight.

I won’t forget your grace, owner.

Recommended menu: Western-style giant Tonkatsu – A must-eat for knights.

-Viscount’s Knight Heimer-“

Are all knights like this?

I asked for a food review, and they wrote a review on chivalry.


“He’s quite a peculiar fellow, too.”

Realizing chivalry from tonkatsu.

Knights are full of eccentrics.

● Author’s Note

To commemorate the first weekend, I came to see you at the hungriest time.



 
  
    Chapter 7: Green bottle delivered from the capital


Heimer went to work at the manor with a full stomach.

It was the most satisfying breakfast I had ever had.

A smile naturally formed on my lips.

I was eager to train right away after gaining new insights.

But before that, I had to visit Liana, who gave me the opportunity for this revelation, and thank her.

It wasn’t to brag…

Of course! it was only right to express gratitude to her.

I wasn’t going to say that the true knight’s food, tonkatsu, was better than the mysterious dish, bulbaek.

“Miss Liana, I visited the restaurant you recommended. Thank you. I enjoyed the meal.”

“Huh? Did you go today? They told me it would open in three days.”

“When I got there, they asked me to evaluate the food before the official opening.”

At that, Liana nodded as if she understood.

There was a sense of pride in her subtle smile.

“How was it? Their bulbaek is truly delicious, right? I heard from someone that a restaurant with good food is called a ‘taste house’.”

Heimer shook his head at her words.

“I didn’t eat bulbaek. They recommended a different menu when I went.”

“What? They said they only had bulbaek…”

Seeing her blink in confusion, Heimer sighed inwardly. As expected, she doesn’t know.

She, who is not a knight, doesn’t understand the true taste of a knight’s meal.

It’s unfortunate and pitiable.

“I ate the true knight’s food, tonkatsu. I believe that is the representative dish that only true knights can appreciate at a knight’s restaurant.”

“Tonkatsu? What is that?”

“It’s similar to cutlet, but on a different level. Today, I experienced the finest meal.”

Liana shook her head at Heimer’s words.

“That’s a strange thing to say. Bulbaek cannot be compared to something like cutlet.”

“Tonkatsu is the same. Thick meat with a crispy coating that is both crunchy and moist at the same time. If you had tasted it, you would have understood the true value of a knight’s restaurant.”

“You’re saying that because you haven’t tried bulbaek. The juicy pork marinated in savory sauce, grilled to perfection, and eaten with rice can drive you crazy. Plus, the stir-fried rice with ssamjang sauce…”

Heimer sighed inwardly.

He couldn’t help but sigh at Liana’s misguided logic, whom he thought was a greater gourmet than himself.

To think that bulbaek, which he had never heard of, was tastier than tonkatsu.

Of course, with Sir Lucas’s culinary skills, that bulgogi baekban dish must have been well-made. However, Heimer’s mind was already filled with thoughts of tonkatsu.

“You might not know this since you’re not a knight, but the true knight’s food is tonkatsu.”

“Sir Heimer, it’s you who doesn’t know! I’ve visited way more good restaurants than you have! Even if I’m not a knight, I’m far ahead when it comes to gourmet food!”

“No matter what you say, the best food is tonkatsu.”

“It’s bulgogi baekban! Including the stir-fried rice!”

“Tonkatsu doesn’t even need stir-fried rice to be a complete meal.”

“In the end, it’s just a cutlet!”

Their debate ran in endless parallel lines, and in the end, they couldn’t find common ground.

“When it opens, go and try it for yourself,” Heimer said.

Although both declared that their chosen dish was the best, different thoughts occupied their minds.

‘How delicious can that tonkatsu be for Sir Heimer to speak so highly of it?’

Liana bit her lower lip, feeling her mouth water just thinking about it.

‘Hearing about bulgogi baekban makes me think it’s also quite fitting as a knight’s meal. I’m curious.’

The same went for Heimer.

They both kept their true thoughts hidden while continuing to assert that the dish they had eaten was the best.

It was a drool-worthy day.

★★★

Having seen Heimer off, I was now eagerly awaiting the guest who was supposed to arrive today.

The interior of the restaurant was nearly finished.

It was a simple design that didn’t appear special.

Though not flashy, the restaurant’s interior was clean, giving a hygienic impression to it. The smell of freshly fried tonkatsu filled the air.

Most of the designs were inspired by the interior design of places i frequently visited in my past life, such as a hangover soup restaurant, a driver’s restaurant and a baekban restaurant.

The interior of the restaurant was large enough to accommodate up to 60 people at once.

There were 15 tables.

Six of these tables were the type where you had to take off your shoes and sit on the floor.

The private rooms had doors that could be opened and closed, with two tables in each room.

These were added for private conversations.

Each table had four chairs.

On each table, there was a container for utensils and a tissue box, commonly seen in restaurants.

“There’s everything you need here.”

In its own way, the empire was a country that had conquered the continent with magic.

Sometimes, magic circuits that replaced scientific technology produced such excellent products that even I was impressed.

For example, there were the flare stoves with fire magic inscribed on them, or the refrigerators embedded with cooling and preservation magic in it’s circuits.

And today was the day the essential items for starting the restaurant were supposed to arrive.

“It’s about time.”

As I was looking at the clock, I heard footsteps outside.

“Lucas, I’m here!”

It’s finally here.

Recognizing the familiar voice, I opened the door and went outside.

A small boy with brown hair and freckles on his face was smiling brightly and waving his hand.

Behind him were five carts loaded with boxes.

“Are these all the items I ordered?”

“Yes! I made them just as Lucas requested!”

The small boy who brought the goods on the carts was Kobi.

He was the chief manager of Golden Wagon, the largest trading company in the empire’s capital.

Our relationship dated back to when I was a knight in the cooking corps of the imperial knights, and I had placed an order with him for our supplies, a relationship that has continued to this day.

Although he looked like a 15-year-old boy, one should never be deceived by appearances. He was a gnome, a race that maintained the physique of a young boy or girl even as they aged, living long lives and remaining youthful until just before death.

Gnomes, rumored to be descendants of spirits, never grew beyond their youthful appearance. In the distant past, there were rumors that drinking gnome blood granted eternal youth, leading to their persecution. But now, it’s known to be a baseless myth, and they live alongside humans within the empire.

By the way, he had the same physique seven years ago.


He was probably older than me, but his polite speech always made me uncomfortable.

“You arrived right on time.”

“Of course. Punctuality is key! That’s the motto of Golden Wagon.”

“I’ll check the items.”

“Go ahead! They’re perfectly made as per your order.”

I approached the carts and opened the nearest box.

Inside, green bottles gleamed enticingly.

I took out one of the bottles and opened the cap, and a familiar, exquisite aroma filled the air.

It was a nostalgic scent.

The transparent liquid in the green bottle was none other than soju.

At a knight’s restaurant, alcohol is essential.

Some might call it low-quality liquor, but it’s a drink that allows people to forget the hardships of their labor at an affordable price.

I grabbed a small glass from the shop and poured some soju into it.

I was very pleased with the transparent color.

It was a color I missed.

“Making alcohol with magic… It was a fascinating method.

Using the process you mentioned, Lucas, we used magic circuits to distill grain-based alcohol, and the taste is certainly different.”

Impressive.

I had only shared the basic principles of making it, yet they managed to create such a perfect product.

“What was the internal evaluation like?”

“It was well-received!

Given the low cost, it’s sure to sell well among commoners.

You know how it is.

Since everyone makes their own alcohol at home, the quality of cheap local spirits often suffers.”

Kobi smiled and waved his finger, a gesture often used by the people of the empire to express disdain.

I took a sip of the soju.

The sharp taste filled my mouth.

“Koo!”

I could distinctly feel the alcohol warming my throat as it went down.

The taste was unmistakable.

It was that nostalgic flavor.

Not luxurious, but light and enjoyable.

There are two types of soju: diluted soju and distilled soju.

Ideally, I would have liked to stock the restaurant with distilled soju.

However, the issue was the price.

This is a knight’s restaurant.

Most of the customers would likely be workers coming back after a hard day’s work.

Stocking distilled soju would be inconsiderate of the customers.

“There’s nothing like soju to go with greasy food.”

I had considered beer but soon dismissed the idea.

“There’s no need to go to the merchants in the capital for beer.”

The cost of maintaining the beer’s freshness during delivery would be too high.

Instead, I’d rather use a local brewery in a nearby city, even if I couldn’t guarantee the taste.

Soju is the most suitable to sell here.

It pairs best with a knight’s restaurant compared to any other alcohol. After a day’s work, enjoying a meal with a drink is perfect.

A full stomach and the pleasant warmth spreading through your body as you relax.

That’s the essence of recovery.

“Let me settle the payment right away.”

“Thank you, as always. Hahaha!”

I handed Kobi the prepared pouch of money. Kobi smiled broadly and brought over another box to give to me.

“And this is a gift from our merchant guildmaster.”

“A gift from the owner of Golden Wagon?”

“Yes! He said it’s a token of appreciation for the delicious food you once prepared.”

Remember that kimchi stew you made for the princess? I wanted to try it too. soybean stew? They said it’s a dish with a savory aroma? Sir Lucas, could you make soybean stew one more time?

I recalled the face of the guild master who used to secretly come and order food from me.

I opened the gift box.

As expected from someone who pays attention to the design, it contained a luxurious bottle. The bottle was labelled “G.W.”

“This is a distilled liquor made using the method you taught us. It’s 55% alcohol, and they said even a small sip would feel luxurious.”

“Please convey my thanks.”

“So, are you really not considering returning to the capital? The guild master misses your cooking.”

“No, I’m not.

I fled to this countryside to avoid death.

Until the rebellion is quelled and things settle down, I’m staying here. Besides, I’ve set up my shop well.”

Kobi smacked his lips regretfully.

“That’s truly a shame. There’s a frenzy in the capital right now.”

“A frenzy?”

“They’re in an uproar looking for the best chef in the capital.”

“The best chef, huh?”

I could think of a few individuals.

People who made me realize that there are decent chefs in this world as well.

I hope they don’t get caught up in the chaos.

“I hope they find someone good.”

But why is this gnome still lingering here?

All the items have been moved into the shop, so he could leave now.

“Surely, you’re not thinking of sending a guest away on an empty stomach?”

“A guest, are you?”

“I brought precious goods, didn’t I?”

“………”

So shameless.

But the goods were indeed precious. Soju is one of the essential items for a knight’s restaurant.

“Alright, come on in. I’ll prepare a dish that goes well with soju.”


There’s a dish famous as a nutritious snack for children and a drinking snack for the men. I have the ingredients ready.

“What’s the dish called?”

“It’s stir-fried coco gizzards”

“……Are you insane? human?”

That’s a genuinely contemptuous look.



 
  
    Chapter 8: Actually, when it comes to stir-fried chicken gizzards, three bottles of alcohol is the bare minimum.


Why… do you eat gizzards?” Kobi asked me with a face that showed he truly couldn’t understand. Yeah, this is the usual reaction foreigners have when they first encounter chicken gizzards.

I get it.

-Oh, how can Koreans eat gizzards? Do they have such tastes?

That’s how foreigners react, and I could fully understand how people from another world, no, the Empire’s citizens, would react too.

Kobi, who was almost looking at me with contempt, took a step back.

“I still thought Lucas was a good person, but to think he had such tastes.”

“Chicken Gizzards, or rather coco gizzards, don’t actually refer to literal gizzards.”

“Then what are they?”

I looked at him for a moment.

“What do you think they are?”

“Pardon?”

“Aren’t you curious?”

“Not really.”

“I will tell you once i eat it.” I patted my stomach.

Kobi’s face turned pale. Chicken gizzards.

People might misunderstand because of the name, but actually, chicken gizzards refer to the muscular part of the chicken’s stomach.

Thanks to its uniquely tough and firm texture, it’s amazing to chew, and it’s delicious whether fried or stir-fried, making it the perfect snack to go with alcohol.

‘Fried goes well with beer, stir-fried goes well with soju.’

The alcohol I brought this time was soju, so today it’s stir-fried chicken gizzards.

However, despite my earnest explanation, Kobi still didn’t come closer, keeping his distance.

“Uhm, I-I think I should head back. I just remembered something urgent in the capital.”

“Where do you think you’re going?”

You can’t. No way.

You’ve already ignited my need for approval.

“I, I left a bonfire burning at home. Haha! If I don’t put it out soon, my house might burn down.”

“I know that lighting a bonfire doesn’t burn your house down.”

Do you know what I did to the foreigner who dismissed chicken gizzards?

-K-Food, delicious. Chicken gizzard is so tasty.

I made him eat chicken gizzards until his stomach almost burst.

Kobi. You can’t leave now.

I grabbed Kobi’s wrist as he tried to escape.

No matter how mysterious the gnome race is, it’s impossible to escape a knight’s grip.

“Ugh!”

“Eat before you go.”

“Lucas, I’ve told you many times, I don’t have such tastes.”

“Eat before you go.”

“Ugh…”

I forcefully led the tearful Kobi into the restaurant.

“Help me…”

I heard a faint cry, but I ignored it.

That cry would soon turn into one of delight.

★★★

Kobi is the chief manager of the Golden Wagon Merchant Group, the right-hand man of the group’s leader, and the top sales leader of the Golden Wagon last year.

A gnome who is not only good at calculations but also close to nature’s spirits and animals.

Kobi was particularly skilled in accounting and calculations.

The Golden Wagon, which expanded its business to the outskirts and local territories of the Empire by pulling carts, grew its influence in the capital thanks to his sales and accounting skills.

He is the second-in-command of one of the wealthiest merchant groups in the Empire.

Normally, it would suffice to diligently handle his duties in the capital, but he personally traveled to the provinces at the request of an old friend.

It wasn’t just because of his friend’s request.

It was because that friend was Lucas.

A person who had never been late with a payment in seven years of business.

A knight who did not look down on gnomes.

A person who could make delicious food.

When Lucas was a cooking knight for the Princess’ Order, I tasted his cooking several times.

It was incredibly delicious.

‘I came all this way on purpose…

But what came back was a dish using some strange gizzards. Today, he faced the greatest crisis of his life.

‘Gizzards? What on earth is that stuff?’

Kobi watched Lucas, who was humming and preparing the ingredients.

“Are you seriously going to feed me those gizzards?”

“You keep doubting. Do you want to take a look?”

“That’s a bit…”

Lucas, who was washing the ingredients with water, took out a bowl filled with gizzards.

“Do you know what’s good about the Britten Viscounty? It’s a rural area, but the land is surprisingly fertile, so there’s an abundance of various ingredients. There are poultry farms, livestock farming, and even the farms are fertile. If you ride for about an hour, you can reach the seaside.”

Kobi couldn’t bring himself to say why, out of all those ingredients, the dish he was being served was gizzards.

“There’s a poultry farm managed by the Viscounty. I asked the manager there to call me when they were butchering chickens. I got these from there.”

The bowl was filled with red meat. “These are coco gizzards.”

‘The color looks okay.’

Kobi was inwardly shocked and shook his head in horror. Crazy. The color looks okay? Do you know what this is? You don’t even know what’s inside, and you’re captivated by the color. Are you sane?

“It’ll be delicious.” Lucas grinned as he watched the horrified Kobi. To Kobi, that smile looked like that of a demon.

Gizzards!

Gizzards!

“I-I’ll trust you.”

At least, none of the dishes he had prepared before had ever tasted bad.

Lucas, having finished preparing the ingredients, started cooking.

He sliced the coco gizzards into appropriate sizes.

The gizzards were meat without any fat.

Just from cutting them, you could tell how tough the texture was.

‘Is there poop in there?’


No way.

Next to the gizzards was galek, often used as a seasoning to enhance the flavor.

Galek, known for its unique spicy aroma, is a familiar ingredient to the Empire’s citizens. Eating it raw stings the nose, so it’s usually sliced or minced and used as a seasoning.

Why is there so much galek?

There was almost as much white galek as there were gizzards.

“Are you planning to use the galek for tomorrow’s business?”

“Galek? Oh, you mean the galek? All of this is for the stir-fry.”

“What?”

That much galek with gizzards—it was an absurd combination.

If it wasn’t Lucas, he would have told him to stop joking.

“It’s really delicious. Don’t doubt it.”

He added a bit of water to the frying pan and put in the gizzards to boil. While the gizzards were boiling, he cut off the root parts of the galek. Then, he added all the prepared galek.

“Huh!”

“Ah, don’t doubt me.”

“But…”

Is this really right? What if he’s making a mistake with this dish?

No matter how good a cook Lucas is, even people can make mistakes.

What if he’s using me as a test subject to develop a new dish?

Kobi’s mind was spinning.

“They’re done enough.”

Lucas, who had lightly boiled the galek and gizzards, emptied the water from the frying pan and added oil, gizzards, and galek.

Sizzle!

The gizzards and galek, starting to roast in the oil, made a delicious sound.

‘Is this really going to be okay?’

Despite his anxiety, the smell wafting up was quite good.

‘Well, if you can’t avoid it, enjoy it.’

Whether he could actually enjoy it was another matter.

While they were talking, Lucas sprinkled the mixture with oil made from ground salt and sesame seeds.

The savory smell of the gizzards and galek roasting in the sesame oil stimulated his sense of smell.

This is it.

The reason Lucas’s cooking is so delicious.

Watching the cooking process up close, the sounds and smells engaged all his senses.

“Here is the stir-fried coco gizzards.”

Lucas, with a bright smile, presented the completed dish on a plate.

However, Kobi couldn’t just smile.

Galek and gizzards.

What would this taste like?

★★★

Every time I offered chicken gizzards, I laughed inwardly at Kobi’s horrified reaction.

At first, I thought I would just kindly explain that they were coco gizzards.

The coco is an animal with a similar appearance and body structure to a chicken.

Its gizzards were quite tasty too.

They were a bit less tough than chicken gizzards, but the flavor was quite rich.

I thought about reassuring him with an explanation, but seeing his reaction, I couldn’t.

His response was too amusing.

As the dish neared completion, I couldn’t help but smile, while Kobi’s face looked increasingly distressed.

I presented the stir-fried gizzards and placed a bottle of soju next to it.

The perfect drinking snack.

Stir-fried coco gizzards, the best dish to have with a drink after work.

Swallowing my saliva, I poured soju into an empty glass.

Chicken gizzards with a shot of soju.

I wanted to eat it right away, but first, I needed to see the reaction of the gnome sitting opposite me.

“Try it.”

“…Alright.”

Even a condemned criminal dragged out of the torture chamber would look brighter than he did.

“You’re not seriously messing with me, right?”

Oh, I can’t stand it anymore.

Seeing that he might not eat it, I picked up my chopsticks first.

I grabbed a whole clove of garlic, known as galek in this world, and a piece of coco gizzard and put them straight into my mouth.

Crunch!

“Wow.”

The perfectly roasted garlic spread softly in my mouth, and the coco gizzard, with a texture like crunchy cartilage, had an incredible mouthfeel.

The savory flavor, a taste I hadn’t enjoyed in a while, called for soju.

I immediately took a shot of soju.

“Ah!”

This is heaven.

Normally, it’s polite to clink glasses before drinking, but this time is an exception.

“Eat. It’s really delicious.”

Only then did the doubtful Kobi pick up his chopsticks and grab a gizzard.

“No, it’s much better if you eat it with the galek.”

“Alright, I will.”

Kobi took a bite of the gizzard.

Crunch!

“Oh?”

“It’s good, right?”

He looked at me with wide eyes.

“What is this…? I didn’t know gizzards could be this tasty. It feels different from regular meat.”

“Of course. It’s a special part.”

He fell silent at those words.

I should stop teasing him now.

“Actually, the location of a chicken gizzard is here, above the coco’s stomach.”

“Above the stomach?”

“It’s the part with the toughest muscle, so it has the most unique texture. It’s an organ.”

“So that means…”

“It’s not actually the place where poop is stored.”

“Oh.”

Finally, Kobi let out a sigh of relief.

“I thought Lucas was playing a prank on me and I was really shocked.”

“That’s the usual reaction. Have a drink and try it. It tastes even better with the galek.”

After filling my glass with soju, I raised it.

Cheers.

I took a shot of soju.

“Ah!”

The combination of gizzards and whole garlic filled my mouth.

The savory flavors of the two ingredients blended together.

There was even a hint of sweetness from the garlic.

The sharp taste of alcohol left in my mouth mixed with the roasted gizzards, creating a rich flavor.

“This is it.”

“Wow! Lucas! This is amazing.”

Kobi exclaimed in admiration.

Using his reaction as an appetizer, I took another bite of the gizzards.

“Delicious, right?”

“Why haven’t you made this delicious dish before?”

At his question, I lifted the blue soju bottle.

“Because I didn’t have the perfect partner.”

Chicken gizzards without soju are like fish-shaped buns without sweet red bean filling.

The flavor when you coat your mouth with the savory gizzards, and the soju washes down that richness!

The fiery taste you feel as you gulp down the soju.

It quickly gets you drunk, leading to conversations that last until dawn, ending with stories about family.

That’s the combination of chicken gizzards and soju.

Kobi nodded at my words.

“I agree. It wouldn’t taste this good without the alcohol. I keep reaching for the glass. This is the perfect snack with drinks. The soju and coco gizzards go so well together.”

Kobi’s hand reached for the glass again.

It was odd to see a boy who looked barely fifteen drinking soju.

I felt a strange urge, like a Confucian elder, to smack him on the head.

‘He might be older than me.’

I suppressed the Confucian scholar’s desire boiling inside me.

“Ah, as expected, your skills haven’t rusted.”

Rust? It’s only been a few months since I quit.

“Ahem, so about that.”

Kobi said, picking up another piece of coco gizzard with his chopsticks.

“Have you reconsidered? About being our company’s exclusive chef…”

“No way. Absolutely not.”

Ugh, what a way to ruin the mood.

Does he want to send someone to their death?

“If you want it that much, tell the guild master to come personally.”

“Are you serious?”

“Yes, I am serious.”

I wouldn’t go even if it killed me.

Actually, I wouldn’t go because it might kill me.

“Understood. I’ll tell him that if he wants, he should come himself.”

Kobi continued eating.

After all that initial reluctance, he was eating well now.

“Delicious, right?”

Kobi gave a thumbs up.

Crunch!

This texture is amazing.

Ah, the soju is sweet.

It tastes like home.

★★★





★★★

  ★★

Drinking it makes me sentimental. At first, I thought it was weird, but after eating it, it’s like heaven.

It goes well with soju.

Please show a lot of love for GW soju.

Guild Master, you jerk! I have a temper too!

Is your mouth the only one that matters?

Recommended Menu: Coco Gizzards – Soju

Golden Wagon Chief Manager (future guild master!) Kobi –





The next day, Kobi left early in the morning, saying he had a lot of overdue work.

When I asked if he wasn’t going to have a hangover cure, he replied,

“The spirits will take care of everything. Gnomes have the best resilience in the continent. Woo!”

He hurried off, worried the guild master would find out he ate too much of my food.

He seemed to have forgotten that he wrote a review.

The day before the official opening, I headed to the beach, an hour’s ride from the viscount’s estate, to prepare for the new menu.

“Ugh, maybe I still have some alcohol left in me. My stomach feels uneasy.”

Drinking with Kobi made me drink more than usual.

“Ugh!”

My stomach churned.

If I circulated mana through my body, this hangover would disappear quickly.

But that lacks romance.

I struggled to keep my balance on the swaying horse as I moved forward.

This isn’t drunk driving.

The horse moves on its own.

“Ugh, I’m counting on you.”

I should have eaten something before heading out.


“Should I make the new menu a hangover cure…?”

It didn’t seem too bad.

Clippity-clop! Clippity-clop!

After an hour of riding, I arrived at the beach.

The salty scent tickled my nose.


	Author’s Note
Enjoy your meal.





 
  
    Chapter 9: Freshly caught fish made into sashimi and spicy fish stew is the perfect cure for a hangover.


“Ha, the smell of the sea.”

With the sound of waves crashing, I inhale the salty sea air and imagine the fish swimming in the water.

What kind of fish will bite the bait today?

What kind of fish will I catch?

My heart swells with excitement and anticipation for the new encounter, even though it’s just with a fish.

Still feeling the heaviness from a hangover, I stood on the cliff by the seaside.

A rugged coastline, unsuitable for docking a boat.

Below the steep cliff, waves crashed against the rocks, creating white foam.

That steep cliff below was my favorite fishing spot.

I tied my horse and threw a rope down the cliff, then descended the cliff using the rope.

On my back, I had a fishing rod, cooking utensils, and a bucket for holding the fish.

“Hmm~”

The sea in this world is peculiar.

Could it be that the romance fantasy author lacked knowledge about the sea?

Fish could be caught regardless of warm or cold currents, and without distinguishing between the open sea and coastal waters.

Just like the All Blue from a famous manga.

An imaginary sea where all fish species gather in one place.

A truly fantastical sea.

The fun of fishing here was that you never knew what kind of fish you would catch when you cast your line into the sea.

‘I think this setting came up when the female protagonist tried to solve the food supply problem in the male protagonist’s territory by farming fish.’

I remember the author, who lacked knowledge about aquaculture and the sea, hastily glossed over this part.

Rebecca solved Count Johan’s food supply problem with various fish farming techniques.
That was all the explanation there was.

Of course, feeling somewhat guilty, the author added a bit of lore to the novel.

The lore stated that due to the presence of all sorts of sea monsters in the open sea, fish lived in coastal waters for survival.

“Thanks to that, I get to catch a variety of fish here, which is good for me.”

Thanks to that, I can enjoy a variety of tastes, which feels great.

However, unlike land animals, many of the fish caught here are difficult to distinguish with naked eye.

Some look fine on the outside but are poisonous or have more bones than expected, making them difficult to eat.

You have no idea how much trouble I had figuring out which ones were edible.

When the knights’ order would order fish, most of it was dried or frozen. No wonder everyone disliked fish dishes.

I understand why.

The nearest coastline to the capital of the empire is at least a week’s journey by boat.

No matter how advanced magic is, there was no way to keep fish alive for a week on a boat.

Even the Golden Wagon trading company couldn’t handle such ingredients easily.

So, when I took leave from the knights’ order, I came to the seaside to fish and categorize the fish.

To truly appreciate the taste of fish, it was crucial to taste them fresh rather than dead.

That’s why I came to the seaside myself.

In this world, chefs seem to think it’s beneath them to personally gather ingredients, but to me, that’s nonsense.

‘Talking about the taste of fish without catching them yourself is absurd.’

Thanks to that experience, I have the confidence to open a restaurant even after leaving the knights’ order.

Settling down at a good fishing spot, I took out the notebook I had brought.

It’s my secret recipe book.

It contains notes on edible plants, meats, and fish of this world, meticulously compiled by me, the cooking knight.

-List of Edible Fish.

Bullum Fish – Similar to pollock in our world, its name changes depending on how it’s preserved. Its flesh is chewy, and in winter, it becomes fatty, making it suitable for steaming or stews.

Knife Fish – Similar to beltfish in our world. It’s hard to catch and rarely seen. Among fishermen, it’s known as a mythical species.

★ Personally, it’s best grilled.

Arrow Fish – Similar to mackerel in our world, but slightly fattier. If you can eat it raw, nothing beats it.

Flat Fish – Similar to flounder in our world, one of the best fish for sashimi[1]. It’s easy to catch and is in season in autumn.

Dong Fish – Similar to sea bream in our world, also considered one of the best fish for sashimi. Unlike flat fish, it’s difficult to catch.

These are the fish I’ve personally caught and cooked.

Below the list of edible fish, I’ve also written a list of inedible fish.

“Perhaps a Bullum Fish or a Flat Fish would be best.”

I really want to make a steamed Bullum Fish soup right now.

I doubt whether the sea god will bless me with a Bullum Fish, though.

I cast my line into the sea, waiting for a fish to bite while hanging the fishing rod.

Meanwhile, I began to take out my cooking utensils.

A portable flare stove, a brewer, and a pot.

A knife, tongs, ladle, and a handful of rice for making rice in advance during fishing.

Clatter, clatter.

Just in case I catch a Bullum Fish, I brought along some red pepper paste, red pepper powder, and other seasonings.

Of course, regardless of which fish I catch, I’ll definitely make spicy soup for hangover relief.

That’s right.

I came here today with the intention of making spicy soup with freshly caught fish.

And also to test a new menu item.

I placed the pre-washed rice in the brazier.

While chopping the green onions and crushing the garlic, the fishing rod twitched.

“Already?”

Faster than I thought?

You guys, do you know I want to eat quickly?

I quickly grabbed the fishing rod.

“Argh! This guy, his strength is no joke…”

I unconsciously gritted my teeth at the sensation of the fishing rod in my hand.

The corners of my mouth lifted slightly.

With this kind of strength, it’s definitely a big catch.

For an ordinary person, it would undoubtedly be a struggle.

“Argh! Look at this guy?”

I spread my legs a bit wider and put more strength into my hand holding the fishing rod.

The fishing rod was bending almost to the point of breaking.


To prevent it from breaking, I infused mana into the fishing rod.

Then, using my waist and shoulders, I forcefully pulled on the fishing rod that I had been holding onto.

“Ahhh!!”

After all, a culinary knight shouldn’t be pushed around by any ingredient. Even if the opponent is a dragon.

“But dragons would never become ingredients.”

Splash!

A fish flapped its way up from the end of the fishing rod. It was a Flat Fish, easily over a meter long.

“What a catch!”

Not just any catch, but a huge catch.

Splish-splash!

The Flat Fish, or rather the flounder, flopped onto the rocks.

“It’s a shame it’s not a Bullum Fish…”

Still, flounder is a top-grade fish.

“I’ve never seen one this big before.”

It was too much for just me to eat alone. But there was no way to store it.

The bucket I brought was too small to contain this guy.

“Oh well, nothing I can do.”

I’ll just have to eat it alone.

I laid the flopping flounder down.

“A regular knife won’t do…”

I drew the sword from my waist.

I didn’t expect to use it again.

“I promised not to pick it up again, but I’m sorry. I couldn’t resist.”

I recalled a joke I saw on the internet as I used the sword to cut the flounder’s spine.

Thunk!

After separating the head, I rinsed the blood off with seawater and removed the innards.

I didn’t have enough water I brought for cleaning, but there was no choice.

It might smell a bit fishy, but I’ll have to endure it.

After rinsing the rest with the remaining water, I skillfully filleted the fish.

I filleted the bones and peeled off the skin.

The tender white flounder flesh glistened in the sunlight, displaying a beautiful color.

“Look at this texture.”

Ah, I’m craving soju again. But I didn’t come all the way here just to drink.

“I can’t finish this all by myself.”

There’s more than I thought. I thickly sliced the flounder and placed it in a bowl. Then, I mixed together red pepper paste, sugar, vinegar, and minced garlic to make a spicy dipping sauce.

With some soy sauce on the side, the flounder sashimi set was complete in an instant.

“It’s a shame there’s no wasabi.”

With a tinge of regret, I took a bite of the hefty flounder sashimi. The taste of the spicy and slightly sweet dipping sauce filled my mouth. As I chewed the bouncy flounder sashimi, my eyes naturally widened with pleasure.

It’s hard to describe. It’s like a feeling of release, as if a knot in my chest is being untied.

“Ah… This taste.”

The taste of eating sashimi made from a fish I caught myself, right here and now. This taste is what made me ride a horse for an hour to get here.

“Excellent. Just excellent.”

Crash! Crash!

The waves surged. The refreshing sea breeze filled my mouth as I indulged in the flounder sashimi.

It’s impossible not to feel good in this situation. All my senses are heightened. I feel like I’m becoming one with nature.

As the delicious food invigorates my body, my mana begins to circulate rapidly. I can feel the warmth spreading through my body.

“This is the sea, and this is fishing.”

This time, I dipped a piece of fin sashimi into soy sauce and took a bite.

Mana inside my body circulated vigorously.

As I prepared the restaurant, the mana core, which had been dormant for a long time, woke up and began to dance.

Sweat poured down.

With every sip of the broth filled with fish bones protruding, I couldn’t help but exclaim, “Wow, this is amazing. It just keeps getting better.”

Still steaming rice was scooped into the spicy soup, mixed with slices of flounder flesh.

“Ah…”

Spicy soup caught fresh from the mountains, this is a delicacy.

I gazed at the crashing waves while devouring the spicy soup.

Even though I ate all that rice alone, I didn’t feel uncomfortable at all.

With a pleasant feeling of fullness made me smile.

“It was a good hangover.”

It was a fantastic meal.

Flounder, you’re the best, aren’t you?

★★★

“Sebastian? Sebastian? Where on earth did he go?”

Michel, the daughter of the Sea King, who had taken a walk from the Dragon Palace in the far sea to the vicinity of the mainland, found it strange that her servant Sebastian hadn’t returned.

-Princess, I will go hunt for some food nearby.

Sebastian, who had served the Sea King and his family for hundreds of years without ever breaking a promise, was the most powerful flounder among them.

The Sea King never imagined that he would lose to another fish.

However, Michel couldn’t bear the deep sense of anxiety in her heart.

“I have to go check it out.”

She swam towards the place where Sebastian disappeared, using her tail, renowned as the most beautiful in the sea.

“His trail ends here.”

Arriving at the last place where Sebastian’s traces remained, she saw a human climbing the cliff.

And behind him.


“Sebastian?”

Her loyal servant Sebastian was hanging lifeless.

“No! Sebastian!!!!”

*Author’s Note: Recharge your energy with hundreds of years old flounder.

[1]Sashimi- Sashimi is a Japanese delicacy consisting of fresh raw fish or meat sliced into thin pieces and often eaten with soy sauce.



 
  
    Chapter 10: The mermaid princess, Michelle, who came seeking revenge


“Ahhh~, It’s refreshing.”

Maybe it’s thanks to the hangover soup made with the fish I caught myself at the beach yesterday?

Ever since I ate the flatfish I caught myself, I’ve felt full of energy.

Even though I didn’t do anything, my mana core was spinning on its own, and the mana was vigorously swimming inside my body.

Maybe because of that, I sweated a lot yesterday like I was in a sauna all day.

Thanks to that, the hangover soup worked well, and my hangover quickly went away.

Rather, I felt so energized that I put all my strength into preparing to open the store.

“That flatfish was much bigger than other ones; could it have been some kind of mystical creature or something?

No way, that can’t be.

Even I thought it was ridiculous.

I’ve been fishing there for several months now.

There’s no way the fish I caught yesterday just happened to be a mystical creature.

Mystical creatures are usually noble and live mysterious lives in places untouched by humans.

There’s no way it would be caught by a simple fishing float and end up as sashimi.

‘It was quite strong for a fish, though.’

It was big too, so it was quite a struggle to catch. If I hadn’t infused my fishing rod with mana, it surely would have broken.

Even if it wasn’t a mystical creature, it was definitely unusual.

The reason my body felt so hot was probably because of the energy left in the fish.

Just like how eels, which swim vigorously in the water, symbolize strength.

What’s the point of increasing my virility by eating this?

“There’s no one to be with.”

Ugh.

A sigh came out naturally.

I spent the seven years in the knights’ order wasting time just trying to survive, and after leaving, I spent more time setting up this shop.

Thinking about it makes me angry.

It’s not like I want to be alone, but I am.

Thinking about it only makes me angry.

“I should save what’s frozen in the shop’s freezer for later and eat it as a health food when I’m feeling weak.”

Splash! Splash!

Suddenly, the sound of the waves I heard yesterday echoed in my ears.

Remembering the spicy fish stew I made with the flatfish while listening to the waves yesterday made me hungry.

But I didn’t plan on eating something heavy in the morning.

Suddenly, I’m craving fish.

“There’s still plenty of frozen flatfish, after all…”

It should be fine to grill just a little bit.

I’ll grill just one piece.

Just one piece.

★★★

I opened the shop door while humming.

Finally, the long-awaited first day of opening.

The beginning of anything is always filled with excitement.

I arrived early in the morning, started thawing the frozen flatfish fillets, and began preparing the ingredients for the business.

The opening time I had in mind was 11 a.m.

I boldly decided not to serve breakfast.

Originally, I wanted the restaurant’s peak times to be lunch and dinner.

It’s unfortunate that I can’t serve breakfast, but it was an unavoidable choice.

If I were to serve breakfast here, I’d have to completely give up on the evening and late-night hours.

The people of the viscounty woke up and went to work much earlier than I expected.

Farmers, hunters, and woodcutters whose workplaces were outside the viscounty territory left through the castle gates at dawn, just before sunrise. And among those who worked inside the castle, there weren’t any who specifically wanted to eat breakfast at a restaurant.

Even the soldiers didn’t come to the shop.

The opening time was chosen based on thorough market research.

The first customers would definitely be lunch customers.

Serving breakfast to Heimer two days ago was a marketing promotion.

In this world, knights are a respected profession and rank.

I figured that in the viscounty, they would have their own community and be respected by the people here, which would certainly have a promotional effect.

It was marketing to attract the people of the viscounty, along with Liana, who manages this place.

A true entrepreneur doesn’t skimp on advertising.

It was still 10 a.m.

There were many people on the street, but none of them looked hungry.

Most people were just passing by the restaurant without a second glance.

‘Even when lunchtime comes, there won’t be many customers for the first few days.’

I expected this since I opened in such a rural area.

The floating population is different from the Imperial capital, so I had to start and operate as a local business.

‘Stop with the unnecessary thoughts.’

Since I’ve finished preparing the ingredients, I’ll start with the side dishes.

I opened the door and started heating up the stove to prepare the ingredients before opening.

A chef should never stay idle during business hours.

I once saw a famous chef on TV say this.

Sitting at a table watching TV or doing other things because there are no customers is the worst thing to do.

You have to appeal to the charm of the restaurant by doing something.

You could be preparing ingredients, making sauces in advance to be ready when it gets busy, or intentionally cooking something with a strong aroma to attract customers with the smell.

“Should I stir-fry some mushrooms to use as a side dish?”

The smell of mushrooms being stir-fried with soy sauce, sesame oil, and various seasonings was quite stimulating. At least at this hungry hour, it was enough to attract the footsteps of people passing by.

It would also make a good side dish for the flatfish fillets I planned to fry for myself later.

Sizzle, sizzle, sizzle!

I sliced the peppers and mushrooms into thin pieces.

With the door left open, I put the mushrooms and peppers in the frying pan and stir-fried them with a soy sauce-based seasoning sauce.

Sizzle!

The smell of oil and mushrooms being cooked wafted through the door.


In another part of the kitchen, soup was simmering to accompany the tonkatsu.

“Hmm~.”

After quickly finishing the stir-fried mushrooms, I hummed a tune while slicing the thawed flatfish, or rather, the flounder, into thick pieces.

Flounder was too precious a ingredient to simply fry and eat.

If this wasn’t caught yesterday but rather today, it would have been best to slice it thinly and eat it raw as sashimi.

Oh…

“Well, it can’t be helped.”

Since it’s already been frozen once, it’s a shame to eat it raw as sashimi, and it’s not ideal to make a stew with it just because it’s thawed. So, the only option left is one thing: flounder tempura.

It’s the ultimate beer snack, but for me, it’s a great side dish.

When you dip freshly fried flounder tempura in soy sauce, you get a perfect combination of crispy on the outside and chewy on the inside.

It’s a taste that can’t be compared to the sloppy fried fish you get in the military.

Honestly, I admit that fried fish can be a matter of personal preference.

But this flounder tempura was not something that would divide opinions easily.

“It’s just that eating it raw as sashimi is several times tastier than frying it.”

After marinating and dipping the flounder fillets in the batter, I dipped them into the hot oil.

Sizzle!

The sound of the batter frying tickled my ears.

It was a pleasant ASMR.

Just like the sound of rain, I added another piece of thickly sliced fish to match the rhythm of the frying.

Sizzle!

The sound doubled!

A delightful tingle burst in my ears.

The delightful smell of frying tickled my nose.

After draining the freshly fried flounder tempura, I placed it on a paper towel.

The paper towel absorbed the excess oil from the tempura, maintaining its crispiness even longer.

Then, I prepared a soy sauce-based dipping sauce for it to serve as a side dish with rice.

“Ah, this should be enough for a bowl of rice.”

That’s when it happened.

A young girl walked into the shop.

With her neatly tied blue hair resembling the color of the sea, she was dressed quite elegantly in black attire.

Was she here for some special occasion?

Grace exuded from every action she took.

You could tell from her attire and demeanor how refined an education she must have received.

She was a noble.

And not just any noble, but a high-ranking one.

“At least a viscount.”

She wasn’t from the local aristocracy.

I had never heard of such a woman in the local aristocracy.

Furthermore, the color of her hair was a light brown.

The lady of the house had blonde hair.

Such beautiful blue hair couldn’t come from there.

“Excuse me, we haven’t opened yet. Please come back in 30 minutes.”

“…….”

The gaze from her eyes, which had been staring at me as she entered, turned cold.

‘Survival.’

I felt a strange hostility.

Who is she?

Someone I knew from the capital?

I’ve never seen anyone like her before.

The woman with the cold gaze, her blue hair shining, sat down at the table with the best view of the kitchen.

“Do you know Sebastian?”

She placed her hand on the rapier at her waist as she spoke.

“Sebastian…?”

“Yes.”

Who is that?

I don’t remember.

I have no idea.

There was no one in the knights’ order named Sebastian.

There was no character in any novel with the name Sebastian.

I had never met a man named Sebastian before.

I was about to shake my head when I suddenly stopped.

One hypothesis emerged in my mind.

“Could she possibly be sent by the princess?”

She wore luxurious garments and adorned herself with elaborate decorations, fitting for someone from the capital.

Her demeanor suggested a high rank.

And the intense hostility she directed at me.

There was a possibility.

She was a villainess who would soon become a tyrant in the near future.

A woman capable of anything.

Could she have been sent because I left the knights’ order?

“‘Sebastian’ is a code.”

If I couldn’t decipher that code, it was clear that the woman with the intense gaze would draw her sword against me.

If she was the princess’s subordinate, it could certainly happen.

But what code?

I couldn’t figure it out.

“Let’s buy some time.”

I had to find any clues while talking to her.

“I know it well.”

“Is that so?”

Damn.

Her response was too dry.

In our brief conversation, I couldn’t find any clues from her words.

“……..”

Her eyes still glaring at me.

“So you knew…”

Even in this situation, the flounder tempura was cooling down.

“If it gets soggy, it won’t taste good.”

Grumble.

Damn.

I’m hungry.

My empty stomach started to growl loudly.

Well, let’s eat even if we die.

It’s better to eat and die than to die hungry.

I filled my rice bowl with white rice.

On the tray, flounder tempura, stir-fried mushrooms, white rice, and bright red kimchi were each served in their own bowls.

I ladled the spicy stew broth from last night into a soup bowl.

In the rich and savory broth with soft and tender radishes, pieces of seaweed floated.

“It’s a feast of fish.”

It’s a shame there aren’t any fish bones to eat with the stew.

It was so delicious that I ate all of them yesterday.

Still, the exquisite flavor of the fish bones wasn’t lost.

After all, the main dish is the tempura.

I carried the tray and sat opposite the woman.

Flinch!

She startled slightly and leaned back.

Act unpredictably against your opponent.

It was the first rule of survival.

“Well, what are you doing?”

“I didn’t have breakfast. I’m just trying to eat something.”

I scooped up some warm spicy stew broth with a spoon and chopsticks and took a sip.

Slurp!

“Wow! It’s delicious.”

Stew dishes taste best after they’ve been simmering for a day.

The taste was completely different from when I had it freshly cooked yesterday.

I marveled at the richer taste of the broth and took a spoonful of rice.

The red seasoning from the spicy stew permeated between the white rice grains, shown live in my mouth.

I picked up a piece of radish with my chopsticks and placed it on top of the rice, where the seaweed was floating.

The radish was so well-cooked that it was about to break apart when I picked it up with the chopsticks, so I tried to handle it as gently as possible.

Taking a big bite.

“Mmm!”

After taking a bite of rice soaked in spicy stew, I picked up a piece of flounder tempura with my chopsticks.

The crispy crunch of the tempura was distinct.

I dipped the tempura into the soy sauce.

Crunch!

I took a bite of the crispy tempura.

The spicy flavor of the stew and the crispy, savory taste of the flounder tempura blend together.

“What’s that?”

“Hmm.”

Not the time to ask questions while eating.

“Please answer. What is that?”

“…It’s a dish made with flounder.”

“Flounder?”

“It’s delicious meat. It’s a favorite ingredient among people. It’s great as a snack with drinks, and if cooked well, it makes a perfect side dish for rice.”

“………”

Another spoonful.

Mmm.

It’s delicious.

Perhaps it’s because it’s a meal eaten before death. It tastes even better.

The moist and white flesh of the fish, combined with the crispy fried coating, was beautiful.

And the soy sauce that complements it all.

The savory taste of the slightly melted oil, as you chew, added flavor to the tempura.

And then, a spoonful of spicy stew!

The spiciness of the stew balanced out the richness of the tempura.

‘It feels like eating tempura at a Japanese restaurant.’

I feel refreshed.

My once complicated mind clears up in an instant.

This is the taste.

The taste of living.

“Mmm, delicious.”

Despite the taste, I still don’t understand what is this Sebastian this woman is talking about.

She’s still glaring at me with that intensity, and I don’t even know what it means.

“Would you like to try?”

“……”

Her eyes fixate on the flounder tempura. Staring intensely for a moment, she then returns her gaze to me.

“But why are you looking for Sebastian?”

“Because you killed him.”

“…….”

Damn it.

Of all the places to step, it had to be a minefield.

But I killed him?

I chose a culinary life on purpose to avoid killing anyone, even to survive a future rebellion.

“Hmm…..”

This is also a code.

A code that says I did something wrong to the princess.

Clang!

Lost in thought, I took another bite of the fried fish.

What could it be?

What did I do wrong?

I fulfilled my oath when I served as a knight.

It’s been seven years, so it should have been legally terminated due to contract expiration.

I don’t understand.

I really don’t.

“I’m too inadequate to understand the intentions of the future tyrant.”

The reason she became a tyrant wasn’t explicitly stated in the novel.

That’s how vague the character was.

The character of the mad tyrant and my character didn’t seem to fit together at all.

Perhaps she didn’t like my departure.

Maybe “Sebastian” represents my knightly life?

As I ended my knightly life, I, in a way, erased the existence of Sebastian with my own hands.

That’s what they call murder.

Ending the life of a knight.

A truly noble expression.

Lost in thought once again, I bowed my head to the woman who was now staring at the fried fish.

Freshly fried tender fish fillets, crispy fried fish bones adding depth to the spicy soup, along with freshly cooked rice and stir-fried mushrooms.

“Please, enjoy.”

“Thank you for the food.”

She looked unsure what to do with the freshly made fried fish.

“Excuse me.”

“Yes, sir?”

“Do you have a fork?”

“Oh, certainly.”

I handed her a fork typically used for tonkatsu.

“Please, try it. It should be delicious.”

Her eyes widened as she dipped the fried fish with the fork.

“It’s this crispy…?”


With a brief exclamation, she took a bite of the fried fish.

Delicious!

•Author’s Note:

Thank you so much, foseja, for your generous donation of 100 coins…

I will do my best to finish until the end!



 
  
    Chapter 11: The flatfish, or rather Sebastian, was too delicious to deny


Mermaids, or beings known as sirens, are the human-like creatures of the sea.

They live under the rule of the Sea King, harmonizing with marine life in the ocean depths.

Their existence was once considered only a legend.

Humans living on the continent dared not venture into their domain, fearing the sea monsters that dwelled there.

Mermaids also had little reason to journey to the continent.

Even without venturing to the mainland, there was plenty to enjoy in the ocean, like riding on the backs of sharks or being propelled into the sky by the blasts of water from giant whales.

Swimming in the ocean alongside dolphins.

Collecting various clams and coral reefs on the seabed.

Etc.

There were plenty of pastimes for mermaids to enjoy.

However, not all mermaids lived beneath the ocean.

Occasionally, mermaids who were curious about the continent lived alongside humans.

Transforming their tails into human legs to come ashore was quite easy for them.

As a result, sightings of mermaids by humans were exceedingly rare, occurring only a handful of times over the course of centuries.

Michelle, the princess of such mermaids.

The first daughter of the Sea King, who rules the sea.

Renowned as the most beautiful woman in the deep and distant dragon palace.

Her blue hair, resembling the transparent and blue color of the sea, was adored by all sea creatures.

Loved by all and loving all, she was also the most cherished daughter of the Sea King.

“Father, I went outside the palace today and picked these coral necklaces.”

“Haha, they’re beautiful. Did you gather them yourself?”

“Yes! Sebastian helped me!”

At her words, the Sea King sighed.

“Michelle.”

“Yes, Father.”

“Don’t get too attached to those children.”

“Why not?”

“The child you named Sebastian is a different fish from us merfolk. Though they can communicate with us, ultimately they are beings we must dominate and manage.”

“But Sebastian said he worked at the Dragon Palace for centuries.”

“That’s right, He’s a faithful servant, and also a strong subject I trust. But that’s a separate matter.”

“Why?”

The Sea King couldn’t continue.

“You’ll understand in time.”

Just softly stroking instead.

“I don’t understand.

How can you consider those who can communicate and converse with us as mere subjects to be managed?

“But Father.”

“Michelle, let me tell you just one thing. Those children cannot enter this Dragon Palace. Why do you think that is?”

The Sea King snapped his fingers.

At the same time, the water that filled the Dragon Palace receded, replaced by oxygen.

As the water disappeared, the lower halves of the Sea King and Michelle, which resembled fish tails, transformed into human legs.

“Fish who cannot breathe outside of water cannot survive here.

“Like us, they can’t survive outside of water.”

“Are you saying they’re mainlanders?”

“Not quite. They can’t breathe underwater, can they? But fish aren’t like us either. We’re special beings. Remember that, my daughter.”

The Sea King said as he stroked her hair.

“Now, let’s go eat. It’s mealtime.”

As they headed to the dining hall, she saw the food laid out on the table.

The aroma of savory dishes filled with seaweed and grilled meat wafted through the air, creating a pleasant fragrance.

Her brother, Gurriel, who was also the Sea King’s eldest son, Michelle, and their other siblings all sat at the table.

This was the only time during the Sea King’s busy schedule that he could relax and enjoy a meal with his family.

Once the queen took her seat last, the meal began.

“Enjoy your meal.”

“We will, thank you!”

The underwater food was delicious.

So much so that they didn’t even think about the world above.

“Father, what are the ingredients in this dish? How can you make such dishes?”

“I can’t tell you that. It’s the chef’s secret.”

Not knowing the ingredients or the recipe made it truly regrettable that she couldn’t cook it herself.

But it was okay.

The food in the Dragon Palace always satisfied her palate.

That was enough.

Or so she thought.

“It’s delicious……………”

And now, right in front of her, there was food that was several times more delicious than what she had ever tasted before.

Crispy, moist, and tender.

The chewy flesh melted in her mouth after a few bites.

It wasn’t tough.

The man in front of her must be a top-class chef.

“Surely, he used the same ingredients………….”

The meat used by the chefs in the Dragon Palace was primarily used for steamed and grilled dishes.

The taste from the ingredients was similar.

Of course, this dish was even more delicious, but she had a palate keen enough to distinguish the taste from the ingredients.

“Is this… fried flounder?”

“Yes, it is. It’s a dish made with flounder. When you coat it with batter and fry it in oil until it’s crispy on the outside and moist on the inside.”

“…………..Fried. This is the first time I’ve had food like this.”

“Is this your first time trying fried food?”

“Yes. But it’s delicious.”

The feeling of hostility she had just felt towards him seemed to fade away.


He was too talented to be killed. Killing Sebastian had been truly infuriating, but father always said something.

“Talented individuals should be valued. One talented person can replace ten thousand ordinary ones.”

Wow.

The crispy first bite followed by the indulgent tender flesh was a delight.

The way the white flesh tore apart was incredibly beautiful.

“It must be the same ingredient that the chefs in the Dragon Palace often use.”

From the way the flesh tore apart to the color of the meat inside the batter.

From taste to appearance. They were identical.

But the taste was different.

What she had eaten in the Dragon Palace seemed like child’s play in comparison.

“Mmm, it’s delicious.”

The tender flesh lingered in her mouth.

Her hand kept reaching out.

Although the unfamiliar taste of rice and spicy soup were delicious, what she was accustomed to in her mouth was this fried flounder dish.

As she drank the slightly spicy broth, which was starting to feel a bit heavy, her body trembled.

“Ahhh….”

A wave of red, like lava, washed away the oil-filled mouth.

This fiery red spicy soup, with its scorching heat, was so spicy that it made her mouth burn, but it only stimulated her appetite even more.

With a contented sigh, she scooped up another spoonful of rice.

Delicious.

It was truly delicious.

To the point where I want to invite this man who killed Sebastian to the Dragon Palace.

If father tasted this human’s cooking, he would surely be impressed.

Maybe he would even appoint him as the exclusive chef of the Dragon Palace?

The more I ate, the more tempted I became.

It wasn’t just because I was hungry. It was really delicious.

Really. No amount of emphasis would be enough.

My anger for Sebastian subsided.

“Princess, I will hunt for some nearby food that we can eat.”

Sebastian…………….

After devouring the food cooked by the man, she wipes her mouth with a tissue and asks him.

“What’s your name?”

“I’m Lucas.”

“Lucas, do you have any intention of becoming a chef in our palace?”

“I’m sorry, but I have no intention of leaving.”

What did he say?

Are you seriously satisfied with this rural restaurant?

“You’re a palace chef. Are you willing to give up a position where you can have all kinds of wealth and honor?”

“Yes.”

His firm answer left me speechless.

It seemed that persuasion wouldn’t work.

His eyes contained a strong determination.

What should I do?

I want to take him with me.

I really want to take him with me.

I wanted to call the palace guards right away and forcibly take him with me.

I wanted to take him to the Dragon Palace and eat only the food he made for all three meals every day.

I wanted it.

His cooking.

Every single day.

Without fail.

She had eaten countless delicacies, but this feeling was new to her.

“It may be hard to believe, but I am a princess of a country.”

“Even if you’re an emperor, you can’t take me with you.”

“……”

At that moment, a thought crossed her mind.

Artisans who have reached a certain level have their own standards and stubbornness. They don’t follow the words of those who cannot meet their standards or fulfill their requests.

She even tried to kill this man from their first meeting because of Sebastian’s death.

‘I messed up. I should have been calmer…..’

What should I do?

How can I take this man with me?

There was simply no answer.

She became anxious.

If I couldn’t take him with me, then at least I want to learn how to make this.

This fried dish.

This spicy soup.

This rice.

This mushroom stir-fry.

Each emitted its own charm, making them a dish not to be missed.

As she impatiently tapped her foot, she asked.

Since he won’t tell me the recipe, let’s start by asking about the ingredients, slowly.

If I learn about each one, will he open up?

“What kind of fish is used in this fried dish?”

“Oh, in the mainland, it’s called flatfish…………..”

Clink!

“Customer?”

“I-I-I… flat….fish?”

“That’s correct. The flatfish is sliced thickly and cut into bite-sized pieces for easy eating…………..”

“S-stop!”

“Customer?”

“P-please stop.”

I knew that mainlanders called tray meats like Sebastian flatfish.

Then, could it be that the fried flounder I ate was…………

“Sebastian?”

No.

It couldn’t be.

There’s no way I could have enjoyed Sebastian.

“Ugh!”

With intense self-loathing and disgust, she felt nauseous.

Unintentionally, she retched.

But nothing came up.

Not to come up.

She enjoyed the flounder too much.

And deep down, she didn’t want to vomit up the delicious food.

It was too precious.

To spit out that delicious food.

It was instinctual desire.

“Why are you doing that?”

“I-I’ll just ask one more thing. Uh, was the flatfish about this size?”

She roughly measured Sebastian’s size and spread her hands.

“It seemed a little bigger than that, but similar.”

Unable to bear it any longer, she stood up.

How?

What am I going to do?

Am I going to seek revenge on Sebastian now?

But I ate it too.

I was complicit in Sebastian’s death.

It’s the same man…..

The man who killed Sebastian.

I couldn’t do anything.

Just clenching my teeth and shedding tears.

“It was the same meat as what I ate in the Dragon Palace.”

That means I’ve known for a long time already……………..

Father’s words came to mind.

“You’ll find out over time.”

No.

No. No. No.

It can’t be true!

It’s a lie.

Clutching her fist tightly, she fled the restaurant as if escaping.

“Uh? Customer!”

She heard Lucas’ voice from behind, but she kept running.

Until she reached the sea.

Even as she ran, she thought about how delicious the fried food was.

“……………What happened?”

I murmured as I watched the retreating figure of the girl with blue hair.

Was she really not the princess’s person?

-Lucas, do you have any intention of becoming a chef in our palace?

At first, I thought she was sent by the princess.

-Become a royal chef. Are you willing to give up a position where you can have all kinds of wealth and honor?”

-It may be hard to believe, but I am a princess of a country.

But judging by the reaction, it didn’t seem like it was just that.

But there’s no reason for a princess from another country to come looking for me……………..

“It must have been a trap.”

If she was planning to seek asylum in another country, she might have killed me.

Perhaps my firm refusal saved my life.

“Become a palace chef.”

Considering the diversity of the princess’s knights’ food preferences, how could I ever do that?

I’d be in trouble if I went the wrong way.

“But it seems like it was that delicious.”

Seeing her emptying her plate and shedding tears.

“Even though she escaped without paying, it’s shameful.”

But if you think about it as the price of saving my life, it wasn’t a waste.

“Now, let’s finish up and get ready to open.”

There’s not much time left until opening.

★★★

“Today’s the day.”

“You came in early? Isn’t it not your usual time to start working now?”

The self-authored knight Heimer, asked, surprised by Liana’s early morning appearance.

Liana was a capable talent, but she was a heavy sleeper, so she usually didn’t arrive at the office until 10 a.m.

“I couldn’t sleep much because I was looking forward to today.”

Liana said, gesturing to the dark circles under her eyes.

“Heimer, you’re the one who came in early.”

“Yes, to have a hearty lunch, you need to shop early. And you won’t be able to train while you’re away, so you have to wake up earlier.”

“You’re diligent.”

Normally, they were just two people who briefly discussed lunch menus, but today was different.

There was a strange tension between the two.

“Today’s the day. I’m sure you’re aware of it too, Liana.”

“Of course. That’s why I couldn’t sleep much.”

Today was the day when Lucas’s knight restaurant opened.

Since a few days ago, when they each ate different menus, they had been debating which was the best food. Today was the day they would finally decide.

“Finally, the knight’s restaurant is opening.”

“I can’t believe someone who is not a knight would say the word ‘knight’s restaurant’.”

“Isn’t it a knight’s restaurant if it’s a restaurant run by a knight?”

“It’s a knight’s restaurant because only true knights can appreciate the essence of the restaurant.”

“You have a narrow-minded perspective. Saying that only knights can taste the food in the restaurant.”

“Indeed… Liana, who is not a knight, cannot perceive the taste that exists in that restaurant.”

Once close colleagues, just a few days ago, they became enemies after disagreeing on the best menu between bulgogi baekban and tonkatsu.

In the end, they eventually reached a decision.

Inviting all members of the squire knights and internal affairs management to the restaurant for a taste test.

“Heimer, let’s be clear about one thing. The side that selects more delicious dishes this time will admit defeat and hand over this quarter’s budget to the other party.”

“Agreed. But it’s crucial not to falsify the taste comparisons.”

“Of course.”


He even bet his own department’s quarterly budget.

Today, during lunchtime, the two found themselves unusually excited.

“We can finally use the Knight’s budget to repair the outer roads.”

“The Knight’s will use the Internal Affairs budget for a tonkatsu party with the soldiers throughout the quarter. After all, physical strength is our national strength.”

Both sides were confident of their victory.



 
  
    Chapter 12: Tonkatsu vs. Bulgogi Baekban: What is the ultimate knight’s restaurant meal?


“Finally opened.”

At 11 AM, the monumental grand opening of the diner began.

There was one suspicious customer, but nevertheless, the grand opening was carried out smoothly.

“This time is perfect.”

After finishing preparing the ingredients for the business and even having a meal in advance, it was exactly 11 AM.

If it weren’t for the unwelcomed guest just now, I would have had about 20 minutes of spare time.

‘I would have had time for a final check before opening.’

It wasn’t too bad.

Everything was going smoothly.

Now, all that was left was for many customers to come.

And at 12 PM, one hour after the opening.

There still wasn’t a single customer.

It’s lunchtime, but no one is coming?

“Liana and Heimer, they didn’t just eat and run, did they?”

I mumbled to myself, looking at the reviews those two had posted on the bulletin board.

They clearly said they’d promote the place actively in exchange for a free meal.

Did they just eat and keep quiet?

If that’s the case, I’m very disappointed.

The reputation of people working at the guild is only this much?

“I heard running a business isn’t easy…”

It can’t be helped.

I expected there wouldn’t be many customers since I opened this place in the countryside.

Unlike the capital of the empire, the population here is different, so I had to start and run it as a local business.

“It feels a bit disheartening to have no customers like this.”

I was feeling a bit down when I saw a group of people walking towards the diner from a distance.

The direction they were heading was definitely towards our diner.

I counted the numbers, 8 people?

And at the front, I saw familiar faces.

Liana and Heimer.

“Of course!”

Hey, hey, I knew I could trust them!

The crowd swarmed in, opened the door, and streamed into the diner.

“Welcome!”

“Hello, boss.”

“Sir Lucas, Heimer here, reporting in with some juniors!”

Liana and Heimer, along with six men and women, entered behind them.

“You’re here?”

“Smells good. What are you cooking? It smelled great even from a distance.”

“I’m preparing the side dishes for the bulgogi baekban and the soup to go with the pork cutlet.”

Even at this moment, I didn’t miss any small details to appeal the restaurant.

I looked at the people who came in with Liana and Heimer.

‘Three of them look sturdy, like soldiers or knights…’

They probably followed Heimer.

If the other three came with Liana, they must be internal managers from the noble house.

Both groups seemed to be taking cues from Liana and Heimer, indicating that they were probably subordinates of the two.

“Is this a team gathering?”

At my question, their eyes sharpened.

“Yes. I came here to boost the morale of our fellow knights on behalf of the absent commander, who was away for regional maintenance.”

“I came because it seemed like a good time for the internal department to have a proper gathering as well. We’re here to support you with your grand opening.”

The tension between the two was palpable.

After finishing their statements, they seated their respective groups.

“The internal department should sit near the kitchen, and the knights can sit over here,” Liana suggested.

Heimer interjected, “What are you saying! The knights should sit near the kitchen, Liana.”

“Sir Heimer, don’t you know that the internal department holds a slightly higher rank within the viscounty?”

“For the knights, meals are also training and operations. In a wartime situation, the authority of the field commander should take precedence.”

What’s with these guys?

They were glaring at each other as if ready to kill.

“Come on, both of you, calm down. There’s plenty of space, so let’s not fight over seats. If you keep fighting, I won’t serve you any food.”

At my words, their fierce gazes softened a bit.

“Ahem, we came here to eat, so we can’t afford to be kicked out.”

“I agree.”

I combined two tables into one. Since they seemed to have come together, it made sense to have them sit together.

It was better to seat them together than to lose customers over a fight.

All eight of them sat at the two tables pushed together.

“So, what can i get you?”

I handed the menu to my first customers of the day.

– MENU –


	Bulgogi baekban – 10 Silver

	Fried Rice – 4 Silver

	Western-style tonkatsu – 12 Silver

	Fish Dish – 12 Silver (The menu varies depending on the catch of the day)



“Oh? Boss, you added fried rice?”

“A new menu item, I see.”

“I tried something new this time, and it tastes pretty good.”

“I also recommend the new menu items.”

The spicy fish stew I had made from the recent catch was exceptional, so I added it to the menu. The randomness of the fish dish might attract customers as well.

With the main menu items already solid, I felt confident.

After a brief moment of contemplation, Liana and Heimer exchanged glances and raised their hands.

“We have to try the bulgogi baekban. Four portions with fried rice addition, please!”

“If you’re a knight, it’s got to be the Western-style tonkatsu! We’ll take 4 portions of tonkatsu.”

“Alright, that’s 4 bulgogi baekban and four Western-style tonkatsu!”

No one chose the fish dish.

That’s too bad.


It’s a piece I’m quite confident in.

“Got it.”

After taking the orders, I hurried into the kitchen.

“You’ll have to get your own water and utensils.”

I have no choice, because I run this place alone.

I heated a frying pan, added oil, and started cooking the bulgogi I had prepared earlier.

Then, I coated the prepped tonkatsu with breadcrumbs and fried four of them in the clean oil I had prepared before the grand opening.

Sizzle!

Bubble!

Making both dishes simultaneously was no longer a challenge for me.

Seven years ago, it might have taken quite a while, but as a former cook for the Royal Knight Order, I could do it with my eyes closed.

Just think about it, I used to prepare over 500 portions of food alone for three meals a day.

At least when it came to cooking, I had more experience than any other master.

With my left hand, I made the Western-style tonkatsu, and with my right hand, I cooked the bulgogi.

Sizzle!

And intermittently, I stirred the bulgogi in the wok to give it that smoky flavor.

A roaring flame erupted in the oil, creating a spectacular display.

“Wow………..”

I can hear the sound of people’s admiration.

“See? You won’t see such a cool performance with just frying.”

“…..”

Liana beamed with pride, while Heimer remained silent. Why are you beaming with pride?

Still, I feel good.

This was why they did performance cooking.

Guests admiring the performance.

By witnessing the process of making it, I wanted it to become an element of enjoying cooking with one’s eyes.

But then maybe you’ll understand the chef’s struggles a bit.

-“Being a chef must be a breeze, right?”

-“Training aside, it’s not an easy job.”

-“I’d rather cook than deal with intense training.”

I’m not doing this out of spite.

Suddenly, reminiscing about the past feels bitter.

“There’s elegance in your movements.”

“As expected of a knight of the court…”

The gaze of the mesmerized knights fixates on me.

Yeah.

That’s it.

Looks tough, doesn’t it?

That reaction is what I wanted.

“I feel lighter than usual.”

That flounder I had yesterday must have done the trick.

Properly replenished my body.

I gently sprinkled sesame seeds over the glossy bulgogi cooked in red oil.

The savory scent of sesame blended with the bulgogi, creating a pleasant aroma.

Sizzle.

I drizzled the freshly made tonkatsu sauce over the tonkatsu, which was fried in oil and carefully drained.

Then, I added some white rice.

I placed the freshly made, steaming dish, with its fragrant aroma of kimchi, on a tray.

In no time, I had completed four servings of bulgogi and four servings of Western-style tonkatsu.

“How would you like it served?”

“Please serve two servings of bulgogi and two servings of Western-style tonkatsu on each table.”

Members of the Internal Affairs Department and the Knight Order were seated at separate tables.

Two servings each, to keep things friendly.

Both of them seemed quite satisfied with the menu.

“Got it!”

I placed the completed dishes on each table.

“If you’d like fried rice with the bulgogi baekban, you can place an additional order, and we’ll prepare it for you.”

“Thank you for the food!”

I served the bulgogi baekban in front of Heimer and the Western-style tonkatsu in front of Liana.

Gulp.

Looks like they recommended each other’s dishes to one another.

Of course, both Liana and Heimer were looking at the dishes arranged in front of their respective dining companions with more affectionate eyes than the ones set in front of them.

It was like when you reluctantly introduced a friend to someone, but then felt regretful as you watched your friend being introduced to someone else in a blind date.

“Wow! What’s this? It’s delicious!” The knights and members of the Internal Affairs Department, who had picked up their utensils first, smiled.

They alternated between admiring the food and glancing at me several times.

“Is this the skill of the palace chef…?”

“Wow…”

“Mmm~!”

“Delicious! So tasty!”

“You need to be honest in your evaluation. Don’t hold back because you treat me like a fellow knight.”

“We’re not giving it a better review just because it’s our superior’s recommended dish.”

Liana and Heimer, who had been eyeing each other’s food for a moment, finally turned to their own dishes and picked up their utensils.

Heimer dug into the bulgogi baekban, while Liana tackled the Western-style tonkatsu.

Heimer wrapped the bulgogi in leafy greens, added rice and ssamjang, and took a big bite.

Liana used a fork and knife to cut into the hot, sauce-soaked tonkatsu and took a bite.

“Mm?”

“Oh!”

Their eyes lit up with surprise.

Their next actions were straightforward.

“This is really…”

“Bulgogi has this kind of flavor?”

Without further words, they just picked up their spoon.

★★★

After learning from the tonkatsu, Heimer had dedicated himself to his chivalric training.

Therefore, he couldn’t fully agree with Liana’s claim that the best knight’s meal was the bulgogi baekban.

Even if he acknowledged that she had a lot of experience with food, a knight’s meal wasn’t determined solely by taste.

Enlightenment.

A true knight’s meal was one that provided enlightenment when eaten.

That’s why he didn’t acknowledge the bulgogi baekban she mentioned.

Because by eating the tonkatsu, Heimer had gained insight into a knight’s life and the pride he should carry as a knight.

However, the moment he tasted the bulgogi baekban, his thoughts changed.

‘This dish speaks of harmony.’

What is the most important thing for a knight?

Their own combat skills?

Of course, that’s important.

But to survive on the battlefield, more than that was needed.

It was the coordination with comrades and the trust in them.

On the battlefield, survival rates depended on how well one could synchronize with their comrades.

He had already felt this in battles with bandits.

No matter how weak a soldier is, if he had reliable comrades around him and were accustomed to fighting alongside those comrades.

They could survive.

The bulgogi baekban was telling Heimer about comradeship.

This could extend into the combination of swordsmanship.

A blade that is only soft cannot pierce a knight’s sturdy armor.

But a blade that is only hard cannot defeat a swift opponent.

And a blade that is only fast cannot carry enough force.

Each element had its own distinct rhythm.

But what if they were brought together?

They could certainly complement each other’s weaknesses and amplify their strengths.

Heimer closed his eyes, savoring the taste.

When I ate only the bulgogi, I thought it fell short compared to the tonkatsu.

But when I wrapped it with the leafy greens, the taste changed.

The simple flavor of the bulgogi was enhanced by the crisp texture.

And when ssamjang was added, the taste transformed again.

When I ate the vegetables stir-fried with the meat, the taste changed yet again.

It kept getting better.

The more harmonized and newer the combinations, the more new flavors greeted Heimer.

He gained yet another new insight.

‘Senior…’

To think that someone who was just a fellow villager with no real connection would impart such a lesson to him.

‘As expected he’s a great person.’

For a rural knight like himself, it was hard to fathom the extent of his mentor’s greatness.

As I looked at Lucas with eyes full of respect,

“Here’s the fried rice,” Lucas said with a smile, presenting a new dish.

The fried rice, which came as a set with the bulgogi, looked appetizing with its golden-brown color and red seasoning.

“Thank you for the meal.”

As I scooped up a spoonful of the crispy rice and put it in my mouth, a deep flavor emerged.

It was a taste I had never experienced before.

The nuttiness, spiciness, the bold seasoning, and the deep flavor of the meat all combined together.

‘Ah.’

I lost.

Heimer acknowledged his defeat.

I realized how arrogant I had been.

There was no need for a vote to know the outcome.

Heimer looked at Liana, who had finished her tonkatsu cleanly.

“Liana.”

He called her name,

“Sir Heimer,” she responded.

It was time to admit it.

His defeat.

“I lost. The bulgogi baekban is truly the food of a knight.”

“I admit defeat. The tonkatsu is tastier than the bulgogi baekban.”

They both bowed their heads and spoke almost simultaneously.

“Huh?”

They looked up at each other.

“What did you just say?”


“Are you saying you admit defeat?”

The two of them stared at each other in a strange scene of mutual defeat, as if time had paused for a moment.

What’s going on here…

Watching the two of them, Lucas chuckled and wiped the dishes.

“What are they doing?”



 
  
    Chapter 13: Tonkatsu vs. Bulgogi Baekban: What is the ultimate knight’s restaurant meal?


“…So, you bet the departmental budget on whether bulgogi or tonkatsu is the better menu option?”

“That’s right.”

“Yes.”

I looked at Liana and Heimer scratching their heads and handing over the money.

I’m embarassed.

Why are you embarassed?

“We both concluded that each other’s dish is the superior one.”

“And the overall vote ended up tied at 4-4.”

“So, we would like you, senior, to make the final choice.”

These two want me to decide the outcome of their bet, which involves their department budgets.

“Which dish do you think tastes better, boss?”

“Please choose the dish that best fits the spirit of a knight’s restaurant!”

“……”

Why are you suddenly putting me with such a trial?

And of all things, those two menu items.

To choose between tonkatsu and bulgogi?

This is such a tough question.

It’s like being asked if you like Mom or Dad more.

“Hmm…….”

After a moment of consideration, I took the money from Heimer’s hand.

“As expected, my defeat… It’s frustrating, but I have to accept it.”

At that moment, Heimer nodded in agreement, accepting the outcome.

“But surely, tonkatsu alone is enough without any other combination…”

“No. The taste was only possible because it was made using just meat. Compared to bulgogi, it indeed falls short.”

I took only the 48 silver for the pork cutlet from Heimer and handed the change back to him.

“Senior?”

Then I took 56 silver for the bulgogi from the money in Liana’s hand.

“Uh, boss?”

I spoke to them as they looked at me in surprise.

“From my perspective, I can’t say that one menu is better than the other. Both of you said that the other person’s recommended dish was tastier.”

Bulgogi baekban and Western-style tonkatsu.

Both are iconic dishes that come to mind when you think of a knight’s restaurant.

There are other options like dried pollack set meal, soybean paste stew, kimchi, and soft tofu stew, but for now, these two are the only menus available.

It was impossible to choose between them because both dishes are my favorites.

So, I decided to only take the money for the dishes each of them claimed was delicious.

That was the conclusion I reached.

“I understand what you mean. Just as you taught us with the bulgogi baekban, you’re telling us to seek harmony not only on the battlefield but also in everyday life.”

That’s not exactly what I meant.

It seemed like an overinterpretation, but I didn’t bother to correct them.

“…Was that really the case?”

Liana asked with wide eyes. I winked at her and made a subtle gesture behind Heimer’s back to indicate that it wasn’t true.

I’m not sure if she understood, though.

“One thing is certain. This was an unnecessary fight, wasn’t it?”

“Something like that. In the end, as long as the food tastes good, that’s all that matters, right?”

“You’re right. That makes sense. Does it really matter which menu it is? As long as it tastes good. We’ll just have to pay with our respective budgets. Hohoho.”

Heimer, overhearing the conversation, murmured quietly to himself.

“In the end, a knight must prove themselves through their skills. I understand.”

I don’t think he really understood.

He seems truly obsessed with chivalry.

Anyway, we successfully served our first customers.

“I’ll come back often. I’m recommending this place to everyone, so it’ll explode soon!”

Liana exclaimed excitedly.

“When your business is booming, don’t kick us out, okay?”

“Don’t worry. We won’t mistreat the customers who wrote the first reviews.”

As Liana was heading out after paying, she noticed the bulletin board at the entrance.

“What? The Golden Wagon Trading Company? Chief Manager? Boss, did Mr. Kobi from Golden Wagon come here? Why? Why? Why?”

Her eyes sparkled as she finally noticed Kobi’s review.

Even though the review was filled with the scent of alcohol, she didn’t seem to mind at all.

Instead, she was filled with respect for Kobi.

The Golden Wagon Trading Company is one of the most famous trading companies in the empire.

Moreover, Kobi is known to be one of the key figures who, along with the owner, made Golden Wagon what it is today.

At least among the empire’s citizens who handle money and use pens, there’s probably no one who doesn’t know Kobi.

Still, I was surprised by her reaction.

To me, he’s just a drunken, troublesome gnome.

“He’s someone I deeply respect! Just as he built the Golden Wagon Trading Company, I want to one day make the Britten Viscounty prosperous with my own hands!”

To make this rural territory prosperous.

Liana was indeed an ambitious woman.

“For now, I’ll focus on the meal menu. But if there are guests looking for something special, I’ll always serve them.”

Liana’s eyes sparkled brightly.

It wasn’t just the look of someone who loved food or was a gourmet.

I had seen that look somewhere before.

‘Kobi often had that look in his eyes.’

The eyes of a merchant calculating profit and loss.

“If you’re curious, come back later. I’ll show you the magic in the green bottle.”

As I took out the green bottle of soju from the refrigerator, her eyes lit up once again.

“So this is soju. I heard that Golden Wagon Trading Company is introducing a new liquor product, and this must be that soju.”

Liana rubbed her chin and asked.

“That’s correct. It’s the new alcohol released by Golden Wagon Trading Company, GW Soju.”

“As expected…”


Liana’s nodding intensified, her eyes shining even brighter.

She glanced at the employees from her administration department who had come with her.

“Everyone is thinking the same thing as me, right?”

“Yes!”

They all had similar expressions to hers.

“Boss, we’ll come back later and bring important guests at the right time for dinner. Is that okay?”

Judging by their expressions, they seemed determined to do so.

Surely they wouldn’t be coming with the viscount, would they?

If the viscount comes, I’ll firmly tell him that I have no intention of becoming his personal chef.

But if he comes as a guest? He’s always welcome.

“Of course. I’m looking forward to it.”

“Got it. I’m excited! I wonder how it’ll taste. Hehe.”

But Heimer shook his head.

“Alcohol is the worst food for a knight. I’ll have to decline. But this Coco’s glizzard seems intriguing.”

As Heimer finished speaking, the knights ominously raised their hands.

“We’re in for the new menu too! We’ll definitely come to try it!”

The sight of the burly knights raising their hands in unison was intimidating enough to give anyone a sense of foreboding.

It’s nice that they appreciate my cooking, but it’s also a bit overwhelming.

“Anytime.”

★★★

Michelle swam back to the Dragon Palace, her beautiful blue tail gliding gracefully through the water.


	It’s Princess Michelle!

	She’s Princess Michelle.

	How can someone be so beautiful…?



She heard the voices of the fish in her ear.

Countless creatures swimming in the sea. They were undoubtedly the friends she had known until yesterday.

But now she couldn’t meet their eyes.

‘Sebastian…’

Because of the sin she had committed.

She was guilty of the sin of eating her friends.

Perhaps she didn’t even realize she had been committing it for quite some time.

Even if it was out of ignorance, it didn’t diminish the gravity of the sin.

The guards at the front of the Dragon Palace, holding a spear with eight prongs as their foothold, greeted Michelle.

“Princess, have you come? Huh? Where is Sebastian?”

Michelle remained silent in response to the questions from the eight tentacles.

Sebastian.

Born as a flatfish destined to be a noble.

The elite who had served the royal family in the Dragon Palace for hundreds of years.

In the language of the mainland, he was the knight of knights.

Flatfish, braver than anyone else, Sebastian was revered by those living in the Dragon Palace.

“W-well… um…”

She couldn’t bring herself to say that Sebastian had died at the hands of humans.

Nor could she utter the words that she had eaten him.

Then it happened.

“Oh, Princess! You’ve arrived!”

Another flatfish, swimming along the sea floor, approached Michelle as it rode the underwater currents.

Hearing the soft voice of the female flatfish, Michelle found herself looking at her unintentionally.

And as she gazed at the flatfish…

Sizzle!

Her voice sounded like the sizzling sound of a fried flounder in oil.

It was a delicious sound that made her mouth water just by hearing it.

To her, who had experienced fried food for the first time, it was an incredibly memorable sound.

It was like the sound of raindrops hitting the surface of the sea on a rainy day.

Crunch!

The sound of the crispy batter added to the harmony of the flatfish’s voice.

As the tail swam gracefully, it brought to mind a chewy yet tender texture.

That fried batter had quite a resilience.

“So that’s why their bodies are so tender…”

Chomp!

“Ouch!”

Michelle inadvertently slapped herself.

Smack!

The stinging pain on her cheek brought her back to her senses.

“P-Princess? Are you alright?”

The flatfish swam over to her, clearly startled.

The deep, rich flavor of spicy soup came to her mind, transmitted through the water…

“Oh, please stop!”

“Huh? What’s wrong…”

“I-I’m sorry. I’m not feeling well today.”

Startled, Michelle hurried back into the Dragon Palace.

I need to get out of here.

If I had stayed a little longer, I might have done something irreparable.

Back at the Dragon Palace, Michelle swam alone to meet the Sea King, who was handling his duties.

“Father.”

“Oh, Michelle. Have you returned?”

He greeted her with his usual kind smile.

“I have a question.”

“What is it?”

“It’s about the food we eat… Is it made from other fish?”

Since realizing she had eaten Sebastian.

And realizing the taste was so familiar.

It was a question she had wanted to ask since then.

As much as she felt guilty for eating her loyal servant as if he were a friend, she was equally consumed by curiosity.

She prayed it wasn’t true.

She hoped what she felt was just a misconception.

Because if it was, she could direct her anger solely at the humans on the surface.

She could seek revenge against him by rising above the water.

The Sea King’s expression changed upon hearing her question.

“Where did you hear that?”

“Please answer. It’s important.”

“…………..Follow me. It’s almost time for dinner.”

The Sea King snapped his fingers.

As the seawater that filled the office receded, fresh air replaced it, thanks to his magic.

As their lower bodies, which had resembled fish, transformed into human legs, the Sea King swept back his hair, which was the same dark blue color as his beard, and led the way to the dining hall.

She followed the Sea King silently.

A heavy silence hung between them.

Breaking the silence, they arrived at the dining hall, where the family had already gathered.

“Darling, you’re a little late. Oh? Michelle, when did you arrive? You should have said something if you did.”

“Could you please take all the children to their rooms except for Gurriel?”

“What’s going on?”

“Michelle asked about today’s menu.”

“Ah…”

Upon hearing those words, the Queen swiftly led Michelle’s siblings out of the dining hall.

“Come on, let’s go.”

“Why?”

“I’m hungry.”

With Michelle’s siblings gone, only the Sea King, Michelle, and Gurriel remained at the table.

“Please answer quickly.”

Michelle couldn’t grasp the situation.

Why did her mother take her siblings out, and why was her father delaying his response like this?

“Michelle has grown up. It’s natural for her to ask such questions.”

“Father…”

“That’s right. The dishes are made from other fish.”

It was an unbelievable statement.

The moment she heard the confirmation from the Sea King’s lips, Michelle felt like her world was crumbling.

“…Did you and Mother know?”

“Yes. It’s customary for all merfolk to learn from their parents what they consumed once they become adults. It’s part of the merfolk’s coming-of-age ceremony, realizing how they survived.”

Her hands trembled. All the fish she had considered friends or servants until now…

“Why did it have to be that way?”

“That’s how we survive. Merfolk can’t survive on seaweed alone.”

If only she hadn’t known.

It would have been better if she hadn’t known at all.

“There’s still a year until your coming-of-age ceremony, and it was supposed to be kept a secret… Who told you? If not, then…”

Michelle avoided the Sea King’s gaze.

“So, you know. Haha, becoming an impressive mermaid before your father could even tell you… It’s both impressive and disappointing, isn’t it?”

The Sea King gently placed his hand on Michelle’s trembling shoulders.

“Yeah. So didn’t I tell you? Don’t give them more affection than necessary. They’re different from us. They’re just fish.”

The Sea King’s eyes looking at her seemed truly sad.

“How did the taste of that flatfish? That’s what I have to know.”

“Do I have to say?”

“Yes. It’s tradition. It’s the ritual to become a true mermaid.”

How did it taste? She didn’t want to say.

But looking into the Sea King’s warm gaze,

And hearing the Sea King’s words about it being the inevitable fate of their race.

A sense of relief washed over her, knowing that she wasn’t the only one experiencing this pain.

It was truly sorry for Sebastian, but the dish the human had prepared…

“It was delicious.”

It truly was delicious.

So much so that tears threatened to well up.

Even now, the taste lingered in her mouth.

“Now, Michelle, you’ve become an admirable adult. I’m proud of you. Hahaha.”

The Sea King finished speaking and offered her the silverware.

The palace chefs presented a dish meticulously prepared, with seaweed arranged delicately on top.

“Let’s eat in celebration of becoming an adult.”

“Is it really okay, though?”

“Remember this. Don’t give too much affection to those kids. Merpeople are entirely different creatures from fish. We dominate and protect them, but in return, we receive a price.”

Prompted by the Sea King, Michelle reluctantly picked up a spoon and took a bite of the fish.

‘Huh?’

The seasoning was bland, and the texture that should have been tender felt tough.

Clearly, the palace cuisine, which had been delicious just yesterday, was off today.


It didn’t taste good.

‘Why…?’

Michelle couldn’t understand the sensations her tongue was giving her.

Surely the food that man made was delicious, but?

● Author’s Note (Author’s Review): One more person (or fish) who cannot forget the protagonist’s cooking is added!



 
  
    Chapter 14: A glass of soju and some pork belly after work.


There were more customers than I expected after opening.

The knight’s restaurant was bustling.

It seemed that it was thanks to the active promotion by the knights and the interior department people who came from early lunchtime.

There were twice as many customers in the evening than at lunchtime.

They probably went into the Viscount’s castle and spread the word.

Although it’s a rural Viscount’s family, there must be quite a few servants working inside.

It was a fief with quite a bit of wealth, thanks to abundant farmland, a rich hunting ground, and a dense forest filled with trees.

There were no money-making mines, but it had everything it needed.

Anyway, this meant I was busy enough to sweat all day.

As the sun set and farmers and hunters finished their work and returned home, they stopped by our restaurant.

“A new restaurant, huh?”

“Bulgogi set meal? I’ll have one of those.”

“Wow! Why is the portion so big? The cook here must be generous!”

“What? Do they sell alcohol too?”

In the evening, I offered a free bottle of soju to customers who came and ordered food.

“Have a bottle each. It’s a service from the owner.”

“What? Free alcohol?”

“It’s a gift to celebrate the grand opening.”

“Wow. You know how to run a business!”

“Thank you, we’ll enjoy it.”

It was important to make people aware that we sold alcohol here.

Especially for those working in physically demanding jobs.

There’s nothing like a meal and a drink after a hard day’s work to comfort a laborer.

Bulgogi with a shot of soju.

Add some stir-fried chicken gizzards as a side dish.

That’s all you need.

Farmers and hunters in this medieval fantasy world were bound to fall in love with a burning shot of soju.

“Wow! This is amazing! Boss, can I get one more bottle?”

“Sure, one more soju! I’ve kept them in the fridge, so just let me know whenever you take one!”

“Is that okay?”

“Since I’m running this place alone, it’s hard to serve soju while grilling meat.”

A woodcutter, who took a shot of soju after eating bulgogi wrapped in leafy vegetables, closed his eyes tightly, his face flushed.

“This is incredible. The beer at Ever blue Inn has gotten so bland lately, but this place is the real deal.”

“Shall we have another round?”

“Sounds good!”

Bottles of alcohol were quickly emptied.

As the customers’ faces turned red, a smile spread across my face.

Do you know which item has the highest profit margin in a restaurant?

It’s not the pork cutlet or the bulgogi set meal.

It’s not even the side dish of stir-fried chicken gizzards.

It’s the alcohol.

Alcohol has the highest profit margin.

A customer who ordered eight bottles of soju while nursing a bowl of fish cake soup for hours is more profitable than one who ordered a table full of food for four and sides.

Moreover, the Golden Wagon Trading Company helped with the development idea and basic design, only charging for the cost and transportation.

As the bottles emptied, my wallet quickly filled up.

Yes. Drink more.

Drink and become money in my wallet.

“Hehehe.”

I couldn’t help but let out a villainous laugh.

I shouldn’t be doing this, but I can’t stop laughing.

“How much is all that? Hehehe.”

Enjoy your meal, everyone.

“Boss, I’ll take another bottle of soju!”

“Sure, as many as you want!”

As my wallet filled up, the sizzling sound of oil grew louder.

Sizzle, sizzle.

Ah, the sound of deliciousness.

I’m hungry.

★★★

After sending off the last customer, I stood at the cash register and tallied today’s earnings.

Daily revenue: 30 gold.

A whopping 30 gold.

Considering that 10 silver in this world is roughly equivalent to 10,000 Korean won, that’s a staggering 3 million won.

A daily revenue of 3 million won.

It’s generally accepted that restaurants have low profit margins, but I had spent half of my knight’s retirement fund to build this place.

What does that mean?

That’s right.

It means I am a landlord, as great as a creator, with ownership of the building itself.

The biggest expense for a restaurant owner—rent—is absolutely zero.

No outflow there.

Labor costs?

Why would I need labor costs when I work alone?

That’s another pass.

Maybe if the business grows even more, but for now, I didn’t need additional labor costs.

And while considering other costs like raw materials and the mana usage for the flare range, the expenses were quite significant. However, the profit margin was still much higher than that of a typical store.

Moreover, a significant portion of today’s revenue came from soju sales.

All those empty green bottles were the soju we sold today.

I was starting to worry that we might run out of soju before the next delivery from Kobi arrived.

Business was definitely better than expected.


‘Considering the almost wholesale price we get the soju for…’.

A smile spread across my face involuntarily.

I earn much more now than I did when I was a cook in the knights’ order, struggling through hardships.

“This is it.”

Now, there’s no need for me to worry about getting killed in battle, and I earn even more than I did when I served in the knights’ order.

Even though the knight’s status and honor are gone…

‘What good is fancy honor if it won’t protect my neck?’

If honor is going to get my neck chopped off, then it’s not worth it.

“Hail to the restaurant.”

Of course, I had to consider the fact that there might be an opening rush.

It’s a well-known fact that the first day of a restaurant’s opening is usually the busiest.

There’s no guarantee that it will continue to be this successful.

If I don’t want to go under, I’ll have to work harder.

I should actively develop new menu items.

But can’t I just take it easy for today?

“Yeah. Let’s just enjoy this day.”

I closed the door of the knight’s restaurant.

-CLOSED.

I hung up the sign indicating that we were closed and turned off the lights in the dining hall.

Shouldn’t I enjoy a nice dinner before calling it a day?

After all the hard work.

I hummed a tune as I took out my portable flare range, a portable gas stove.

I sliced the leftover green onions thickly.

I took out the kimchi that usually comes with bulgogi as a side dish and transferred it to a plate, then grabbed the ssamjang and headed out to the backyard.

In the back of the restaurant, in the backyard, various vegetables for bulgogi’s lettuce wraps were being grown.

But I didn’t come all the way to the backyard carrying all these side dishes just to pick lettuce wraps.

In a corner of the backyard, under the shade of a beautiful tree, there was a small table.

“Wow, what a view.”

It was one of the best spots with a panoramic view of the vast fields and forests of viscount territory, along with the cultivated paddy fields.

If it were daytime, you might even see several villages connected to viscounty in the distance.

Located at the end of the vast plain of viscounty, nestled in the middle of a moderately elevated mountain, it was a picturesque view.

Of course, there was more to see during the day than at night.

It wasn’t like the imperial capital with its nocturnal lights; there were just torches placed along the central road of the viscounty.

But having nothing to see on the ground meant there was a beautiful view offered by the sky.

Stars densely scattered across the black sky.

The beautiful Milky Way formed by the densely clustered stars and the two moons, Eclipse and Luna, standing out prominently between them, gave viewers a sense of awe.

Two moons shone brightly, illuminating the surroundings like a full moon.

The soft moonlight was bright enough to see the surrounding landscape without the need for torches.

“Incredible.”

I lit the fire on the flare range and placed a wide grill on top.

Enjoying the charm of nature, I brought out the stars of today’s show: pork belly from the Meat Ranch and soju from the green bottles in the fridge.

The succulent pork belly, with its layers of rosy meat and snowy white fat, proudly displayed its charms in my hands.

A perfect piece of meat, with a harmonious balance of thick meat and fat.

This miraculous gift of meat, delicious even when simply grilled, is my dinner tonight, a gift to myself after finishing work.

“It’s a gift to myself after finishing work.”

Yes.

It should be at least this much of a gift.

But the people of the Empire didn’t enjoy pork belly as much because of its excessive greasiness.

Instead, I heard they often remove the excess fat and smoke it like jerky.

This delicious pork belly being reduced to just bacon?

Sure, bacon is tasty, but it doesn’t even come close to grilled pork belly wrapped in roasted kimchi.

I feel so sorry for the people of the Empire who don’t know the deliciousness of this pork belly.

The pogs being slaughtered might even shed tears inwardly.

Just imagine them throwing away the best part because they think it’s tasteless.

“Since it’s a part that won’t sell anyway, feel free to take the pork belly for free. It’s on the house.”

Cancel what I said earlier.

Hail to the people of the Empire.

What a wonderful dietary habit it is.

The fact that the people of the Empire don’t know about pork belly.

It means you can enjoy this delicious taste at an affordable price.

I placed the refrigerated pork belly on the heated grill, which was already hot enough.

Sizzle!

“Ahh, delightful.”

The sound of satisfaction rings out.

As I satisfy the stomachs of my customers, memories of the times when I ignored my own stomach come flooding back.

The smell of grilling pork belly made my nostrils twitch involuntarily.

Ah, I can’t do this.

“Smells good.”

The aroma of sizzling oil tickled my nose as it dripped down onto the grill.

I placed the pre-cut kimchi on the grill where the oil was flowing.

Sizzle!

The loud sizzling sound of kimchi broth and pog oil coming together echoed through the night.

While it might not be as skillfully made as homemade kimchi from Korea, it was my best effort.

The aroma of the kimchi seasoning mixing with the oil as it grilled was delightful.

I also placed finely chopped garlic on the grill, and with a deft flick, I flipped the pork belly, now beautifully browned from the Maillard reaction.

Sizzle!

The meat, tinged with brown, looked incredibly appetizing.

It was torture watching it cook.

I wanted to eat it quickly.

They say not to eat pork before it’s fully cooked.

In the 21st century, pork processed with modern techniques can be safe to eat even if it’s not fully cooked, but here, it’s uncertain.

While magic might replace science, their hygiene standards aren’t exactly up to 21st-century levels.

Sizzle!

I waited until the pink hue disappeared from the pork belly.

“Ahhh. I can’t stand it anymore.”

Even as I flipped the meat with tongs, my eyes never left the pork.

The Milky Way spread across the sky and the landscape of viscounty territory didn’t catch my attention.

I originally planned to enjoy the meal while taking in the beautiful scenery, but my heart wasn’t in it.

“Ugh.”

When I felt the pork was properly cooked, I picked up the tongs and cut the meat with scissors.

Chop! Chop! Chop! Chop!

Every cut of the thick pork belly made my mouth water.

The oil glistening on the meat, like the saliva pooling in my mouth, dripped down, mirroring my anticipation.

After confirming the pork belly was well-cooked, I reached for a piece with my chopsticks.

Crack!

I opened a bottle of soju.

Glug glug glug.

I poured the clear soju into a transparent shot glass, holding the glass in my left hand and chopsticks in my right.

Then, I picked up two pieces of well-cooked meat, dipping them generously in ssamjang.

“Phew, phew.”

Blowing on the steaming hot meat to cool it slightly, I took a big bite.

“Delicious.”

The strong flavor of the ssamjang stimulates my tongue.

Through the rich taste of the ssamjang, the savory pork fat seeps in.

The penetration of the pork belly’s flavor is as blatant and unstoppable as a punch from Ngannou.

It was a destructive taste.

The chewiness of the meat and the rich flavor from the Maillard reaction danced like tap dancers in my mouth.

It was so hot that it felt like it might burn the roof of my mouth, but I didn’t care.

“This is insanely good. Truly, unbelievably delicious.”

I tossed back the cold soju from the fridge into my mouth.

“Ahhh.”

The chilled soju soothed my mouth, which felt like it might burn from the heat of the pork belly.

However, as the soju traveled down my throat, it heated up my empty stomach.

It was a signal to prepare for more food.

“This is great.”

Grilled pork belly and soju after a hard day’s work.

Is there anything more delicious than this?

“Insane.”

If I wrap it with grilled kimchi, I’ll probably pass out. Definitely.

Knowing this, I still couldn’t stop my chopsticks.

Wrapping the oil-soaked kimchi around the pork, the sizzling meat and kimchi steamed and exuded their presence.

I blew on the grilled pork belly and kimchi to cool it down a bit before taking a big bite.

“Ah, hot. Whew.”

It was so hot that I had to bite it with my teeth and forcibly cool it before putting it in my mouth.

“Whew! Whew!”

I have no choice but to cool down the heat in my mouth.

I tried not to drink too much today.

Ah, it can’t be helped.

Gulp.

“Ah! The liquor tastes great.”

Eating pork belly and drinking soju under a roof of stars in the Milky Way, with the night view of the vast forest as a side dish.

There was no greater luxury than this.


I could die happy like this.

Just then, I felt the presence of someone inside the shop that I was sure I had closed.

“Is the owner in there?”

Who is it while I’m eating? I definitely hung up a sign saying we’re closed.

● Author’s Note: I want to eat pork belly….



 
  
    Chapter 15: Putting three pieces of meat on one chopstick is crossing the line.


The interruption to my peaceful meal was unwelcome, but I couldn’t chase the guest away, so I paused my meal and headed towards the restaurant hall.

“Who’s there?”

Waiting in the hall was a middle-aged man with a gentle demeanor.

“Oh, there you are. I thought you were closed today since only the kitchen light was on.”

If you thought we were closed, couldn’t you just not come in? I thought, but I didn’t feel like pressing the issue.

Local businesses have to be kind to every customer, after all.

Of course, even though this man who came after business hours seemed like a customer, I scrutinized him carefully.

He was a middle-aged man with a gentle demeanor, sporting neatly grown brown hair and a well-defined nose, but his physique was quite different from his demeanor.

He appeared to be someone who engaged in intense exercise, with a broad, muscular back and a posture that exuded restraint.

Though his clothes were stained with dirt and time, the quality of his armor, seemingly made of fine steel, spoke volumes.

‘A skilled individual.’

I knew it from 7 years of eating knight’s meal.

This man was as skilled as Luke, the head of the Princess’s knights to which I belonged.

Was there a knight of such caliber here?

I didn’t know because this region, which didn’t even get proper recognition in the novel, was unfamiliar to me.

I had only heard that there were five knights.

Suddenly, I realized that the knight who had visited earlier today, including Heimer, was only four.

‘This man must be the remaining one.’

He’s probably a real knight who protects the viscounty.

The other four knights, including Heimer, probably see this man as a mentor to learn from.

That means…

He’s the person I should be most wary of.

A skilled knight.

If I show any weakness to this man, I’ll be drawn in.

Where to?

To the capital.

I won’t go to the capital right away.

“You, don’t you have any intention of entrusting yourself to our knights’ order?”

By provoking him like this, I’ll end up having to go to the capital due to some incident, and my exceptional skills will catch the attention of the other knights, leading to…

“How about joining the Imperial Knights?”

I’ll probably be scouted in a similar manner.

Then Luke, upon seeing this, will say,

“Weren’t you absolutely not supposed to join any other knights’ order?”

and grab me by the collar?

I might just get swept back into the Princess’s knights again.

So, this man meant that he was the most dangerous landmine I should avoid.

“I was just passing by, but the delicious smell drew me in like a spell.”

“We’re closed. Please leave.”

“But why is such a wonderful smell lingering?”

“We don’t offer food to uninvited guests.”

“Ah, is this place always so unfriendly to visitors?”

I seemed to have unintentionally adopted a harsh tone.

I’m sorry.

If they’re not a customer, I tend to be a bit rough.

“Because it’s not opening hours.”

“But can’t you smell the food? It’s so sad that a place with such a delicious smell has its doors closed. I’ve just returned from a mission and I’m really hungry. Please understand.”

“I’m sorry. I’ve just returned from an expedition and I’m really hungry. Won’t you understand my situation?”

He seemed determined not to leave.

“I heard from Heimer that this place is a knights’ dining hall. Can you really drive away a knight who has come here after such difficulty?”

Even as we argued, the pork belly was getting cold.

Damn it.

Time was not on my side.

If this continued, I might have to eat the cold pork belly and lukewarm soju after sending him away.

That’s just not acceptable.

I’ve been waiting for this day for so long.

The pork belly and soju I earned after working hard.

There’s nothing better than this.

Even as we keep arguing, the pork belly is lying on the cold grill, slowly cooling down, waiting for me.

Why isn’t he coming?

It won’t taste good when it’s cold.

If the bones and meat cool and harden like this, I won’t be able to enjoy the best flavor.

Ah, it’s getting tougher and tougher.

“No.”

Absolutely not.

Isn’t this how the mind of detectives negotiating with bank robbers holding hostages feel?

Time is running out, and everyone is getting tired…

That’s exactly my situation right now.

Detective, I finally understand.

How did you live like that?

There’s no way out.

It’s my defeat with so much to lose.

“There’s no special dish for guests, but I have what I was eating. If that’s okay with you…”

“It’s fine. A true knight doesn’t pick and choose what to eat.”

That’s not a knight, but a beggar……

I couldn’t bring myself to say that out loud.

I wasn’t so out of my mind as to insult a person who looked like a knight to the core, like Commander Luke, to the point of insulting a knight.

“Oh, there’s a place like this. It’s a fantastic place with a great view.”

I offered chopsticks to the middle-aged man sitting in a chair beneath the trees.

“Oh, I heard this is famous in the capital…”


“Please enjoy it slowly. There’s not so much to eat.”

“It’s pork belly used for bacon.”

“It’s pork belly. It’s much tastier than bacon.”

Still, sharing is better than eating alone.

Especially with pork belly.

It’s more enjoyable to tilt our glasses together than to eat alone.

With the sound of meat sizzling on the grill as background, we can chat.

And with some soju on the side?

I might as well forget about going to work the next day and prepare for a nostalgia train ride.

Hey, it’s nice to vent frustrations while enjoying some snacks.

“Damn boss, always hassling me… Damn, life is tough.”

After work, I miss the soju I used to drink with my coworkers.

Luckily, I managed to grab a piece of meat that hasn’t cooled yet.

Sizzle sizzle.

As soon as the grill heated up, the meat started cooking quickly again.

Wrapped in lettuce with some ssamjang, it’s time for a bite.

And a glass of soju to go with it.

Ah.

“Ah, I see how it’s done.”

Then the knight picked up two pieces of meat at once.

This is a bit…

Well.

Knights have good appetites.

So, my chopsticks got faster too.

With a mouthful of pork belly and a sip of soju.

This moment when the meat fills your mouth could be the very reason for eating pork belly, don’t you think?

“Oh? This is really delicious! Did you say it’s pork belly? Hehe. I never knew pork belly could be this tasty. Even as the meat melts in your mouth, you can taste the deep flavors of the fat. Yet, the chewiness of the meat remains. It’s a completely different taste from steak. It’s amazing. Was it always this delicious?”

The knight laughed and played with his chopsticks again.

He eats well.

When about half of it was eaten, he raised a piece of raw meat.

“Sizzle!”

“Oh? So you just grill it without any separate seasoning?”

“Yes. Grilling is all there is to it. The taste varies depending on how delicious the meat is. It’s mostly delicious, so it’s a part that can’t fail.”

“Hehe, this broadens my horizons.”

The knight chuckled and this time grabbed three pieces.

This guy, when you watch quietly, keeps eating three pieces at a time like before.

I can understand up to two pieces.

That’s possible.

Knights have good appetites.

But three pieces is a different story.

He’s gone too far.

Eating three pieces with one chopstick from the perspective of a diner!

This violates the rules.

If this were Korea, he would’ve been jailed for some crime or another.

Is eating too much meat a crime?

“Aren’t you a bit too gluttonous?”

“Haha, the chef’s food was so delicious that I inadvertently committed a breach.”

“My food is indeed delicious. But this isn’t for guests, so please eat in moderation.”

I didn’t like to scold people about food unless they really went overboard.

I may have been a bit harsh.

But eating three pieces with one chopstick is too much.

This isn’t basketball.

“Alright. I’ll eat in moderation.”

However, regardless of the presence of the uninvited guest knight, the pork belly was incredibly delicious.

With each bite, I could feel the delicacy of the pork meat.

Was it because it was raised and fed with manna, or because it was sliced with mana when cutting?

The flavor was deeper, and the texture was alive.

Juicy and chewy.

“Meanwhile, the beef brisket melts softly in the mouth. A perfect balance has been achieved. And another glass of soju. The anger I felt towards the knight just now dissipates. Ah, happiness.”

“Is that alcohol? I can smell the alcohol scent.”

“It’s soju. It’s the alcohol we sell at our store.”

“Wow… Can I try some?”

“Well, go ahead. How can I stop you when you’ve already eaten like this?”

Unfortunately, there were no more glasses, so I emptied my own and handed it to him.
.
“You’re splitting the glass. Quite the knight’s way, more than anyone else.”

“Enough with the talk, just drink. It’s not what you think.”

The alcohol went down smoothly and cleared up unnecessary misunderstandings.

“Is that so…”

However, this knight, whatever he was thinking, calmly took my glass.

“It’s delicious. The slightly bitter aftertaste suits a knight’s drink.”

After emptying his glass again, he pushed it towards me.

“Take it. I want to return the favor with a drink.”

“Thank you.”

Pouring drinks, we waited for the meat to cook.

Not a word was exchanged.

We were too unfamiliar with each other to engage in any conversation.

Still, having someone next to me made the meal taste a little better than eating alone.

After eating like that, there was one last piece left.

Sizzling.

Now, the lonely last piece of pork belly was sizzling on the grill with the remaining heat.

“There’s one piece of meat left.

regretful…..”

“I’ve finished everything. There’s nothing left.”

The knight, his appetite restored, picked up his chopsticks and took the last remaining piece of meat.

“What?”

“Look at this guy.”

I cleared the knight’s chopsticks aside and grabbed the meat with my own.

“The last piece rightfully belongs to the owner of the restaurant.”

Upon hearing that, the knight, as if not backing down, grabbed the meat with his chopsticks.

“Still, am I not a guest? Wouldn’t it be right to give the last piece to the guest?”

“Shall we have a chopstick fight?”

“It might be overwhelming to face mainland chopstick skills.”

I cleared his chopsticks away and grabbed the meat. “If that guest were a trespasser, the story would be different.”

“Haha, are you going to be this aggressive? You should treat our guests well.”

“In our hometown, rescuing someone from drowning and then demanding a gift in return is the norm in such situations.”

The knight chuckled at those words.

“Since it’s come to this, might as well accept the gift.”

“You are a pure robber.”

His lips were smiling, but his eyes weren’t.

With one last piece picked up with chopsticks, he continued the nerve-wracking duel.

“This is the first time I’ve been obsessed with meat”

“Just meat? It seems you haven’t fully grasped the aesthetics of pork belly yet. I can’t concede to someone like that.”

“You misspoke. This grilled meat here isn’t just meat. It’s gourmet. Yes, that’s right. This is what you call gourmet.”

Snap!

As I pulled out the pork belly with chopsticks, the duel continued as the knight countered, clearing my chopsticks.

Like knights dueling, we moved our hands as if our chopsticks were swords.

Clash! Clang! Tadadat!

In a fleeting moment, we exchanged opening moves.

“…You are serious.”

“I told you. I’m obsessed.”

“A man’s obsession isn’t always welcome.”

“I’m not doing it for you.”

“Do you know who cooked this meat?”

“Didn’t I just say I don’t like a man’s obsession?”

This person doesn’t give a single thought about losing.

Clash! Clang! Tadadat!

The fight was so intense that sweat started to bead on my forehead.

If I faltered even slightly, I’d lose.

To maintain my focus at every moment, I pushed with all my might.

While this man may have more experience as a knight, my skill with chopsticks is superior.

I can’t let my pride as a native dweller be shattered here.

The knight’s chopsticks aimed for the meat I was holding.

In an instant, I let go of the meat and swiftly struck the knight’s chopsticks.

Clack!

“Huh?”

In that moment, his chopsticks shot up into the air.

Startled, he belatedly tried to catch them in midair.

“Hmm.”

By then, the final piece had already entered my mouth.

Ah, the feeling of victory.

This pork belly wasn’t just the last remaining piece of meat.

This was the pride of the progenitors of chopsticks, the Koreans.

It was the rightful award for the one who cooked the meat.

It was the knight’s honor.

And it was a satisfying revenge against the knight from across the table who had been eating two pieces at a time.

With the meat in my mouth, I downed the last remaining shot of cool soju from my glass.

Ugh!

Feels good!

“Haha, I lost.”

The middle-aged knight, his face covered in sweat, looked at me with a surprised expression.

“Hahaha!”

And then he suddenly burst into laughter.

What’s going on?

Did he go crazy because he couldn’t eat the last piece of pork belly?

“It’s been a while since I’ve had a duel that made my heart race like this.”

A duel, he says.

This was a struggle for taste.

A battle for the ultimate flavor!

The knight, who had set down his chopsticks, extended his hand to me.

“What’s your name?”

“Isn’t it customary to give your full name first when asking for someone’s name?”

“Ah, my apologies. You’ve been observing proper etiquette all along. I am Sir Lancelot, serving under Lord Britten.”

Lancelot?


I stared at the middle-aged knight offering his hand, unable to even swallow the meat I was chewing.

Wait a minute.

Why does Lancelot, the mentor of the male protagonist in the romance novel, appear here?

•Author’s Note:

The last bite is always the most delicious.



 
  
    Chapter 16: ★★★★★ – Recommended Menu: Pork Belly – It’s a story from when I was a rookie swordsman. The me from the past believed I could do anything to train my sword skills.


Lancelot.

He was the mentor who made Ivan, the male protagonist of the romance fantasy novel “I Saved the Male Lead from the Tyrant, and Now He’s Obsessed with Me?”, into the greatest knight.

Of course, there wasn’t an exact description of the process by which Ivan became the greatest knight.

There was only a mention that Ivan became stronger after receiving the teachings of the Empire’s Sword Master who had retired.

Even after achieving great success, it was described that he often visited his mentor to spar and improve his skills.

To the extent that the female protagonist, Monica, was jealous of Lancelot.

Later, he made his first appearance in the novel when he showed up to help the male protagonist, Ivan, who had raised an army to oppose the tyrant Diana.

He stood at the forefront of Ivan’s army as they charged to seize the capital, facing the Imperial Knights who rushed to defend it.

Lancelot’s lines from that moment are still vivid:

“Ivan, if you want to defeat the Emperor, you must conserve your strength. Lead the elite troops to the palace. I’ll hold them off.”

Perhaps he was a favorite character of the author, as Lancelot was depicted with great care until the very end.

“Giving my life for my unworthy disciple is not something I regret.”

Lancelot, who faced off against Andy Warmaiden, the Iron-Blooded Knight and ruthless executioner who was the right hand of Empress Diana.

In the scene where he was finally pierced through the heart by her but managed to take her left arm with his final strike, I couldn’t help but get emotional and shed tears.

“This should be enough as a final gift for my disciple…”

To me, Lancelot was a character who was willing to sacrifice his life for a new era, a magnificent character from his first appearance to his last.

That’s what I thought.

But now, are you telling me that this shameless meat thief is Lancelot?

It was the moment when my illusion came crashing down.

In the novel, he was such a genuinely cool knight.

But this is… well…

It’s like running into an older man who’s had a bit too much makgeolli[1] while hiking?

Let’s have some chicken soup!

Why am I hearing things…?

He might be a handsome middle-aged man, but considering he stole my meat, he didn’t seem all that dignified.

Was he a knight of the Viscount of Britten?

His specific territory wasn’t mentioned.

It was only mentioned that he lived in seclusion in the countryside.

Well, being part of the Viscount of Britten’s estate would indeed be considered the countryside.

Not barren, but also lacking in profitable mines or special resources, and far from the capital, thus underdeveloped.

To think he was the knight commander there.

I don’t know the reason, but he must have his own story.

However, his story wasn’t what mattered to me.

“Since Princess Diana hasn’t become a tyrant yet.”

This means that right now, Ivan should be receiving Lancelot’s teachings and undergoing rapid growth.

Didn’t the novel mention that due to his incredible talent, he would reach the verge of becoming a master within a year?

In the novel I read, “I Saved the Male Lead from the Tyrant, and Now He’s Obsessed with Me?”, the story officially begins next year when Princess Diana becomes Empress.

Once she becomes Empress, she begins a large-scale purge of the noble faction and moves to strengthen imperial power.

Of course, her actions were so excessive that they provoked backlash from the nobles and the people of the empire. After five bloody purges, a nationwide rebellion broke out.

In that process, a significant portion of the male lead’s family is destroyed, and he becomes a target for elimination.

Monica, the female lead, saves him.

That was the beginning of the story in the novel.

So, the fact that I have escaped means that the story hasn’t started yet.

I thought I had timed my escape to the countryside perfectly.

But why are you here?

There is still about a year left before Princess Diana becomes Empress, as in the novel.

But Lancelot being here means…

Could it be? No, right?

“That’s embarassing.”

I stopped thinking and looked at Lancelot’s hands.

Yes.

Come to think of it, even if Ivan is here, it’s none of my concern.

After all, Ivan is here to train under Lancelot and will leave when the time is right.

If I don’t establish any connection with him, there will be no reason for us to get involved with each other.

Getting close to someone who will become the leader of the rebellion in the future?

Absolutely not.

No way.

Expecting that good things might happen if I befriend the protagonist of a romance fantasy novel is a mistake.

So many people die beside Ivan until he succeeds in the rebellion.

Ivan survives because he’s the protagonist.

I am not.

I’m just a cook and a humble citizen who dreams of opening a small restaurant and lying under the eaves, praying for the storm to pass.

Yes.

Let’s not get involved more than necessary.

I just need to let it go.

Just like I escaped from the princess, I can get away from them too.

I was confident enough.

I just need to stay quiet, as if I’m dead.

“I’m Lucas, the owner of the knights’ restaurant.”

“Thanks to you, I had such a delicious meal.”

“Well, thanks to you, I lost half of my portion, didn’t I?”

My voice naturally turned sharp.

It’s surprising that this man is Lancelot, but what’s even more is the anger of someone who had their meal stolen.

He said he doesn’t even touch a dog while eating.

I involuntarily tightened my grip on his hand.

“Haha, you have quite the strength there.”

“Because I ate a lot of good food.”

“Haha, just enough to earn the title of knight at a restaurant.”

With a chuckle, he let go of my hand.


“Heimer sent word that there was a restaurant in the town that thaught the knights what they should be like. As soon as I returned, I came to see you right away. I didn’t knew you weren’t in buisness.”

His neat apology somewhat softened me.

“When I first tasted pork belly, I wanted to take you as my disciple.”

Disciple, he says.

This person speaks frightening words.

I will absolutely not do it, okay?

I ran away from the capital because I didn’t want to get involved with main characters like you.

And becoming a disciple of Lancelot means associating with Ivan.

“I don’t want to be tied up together and hung for treason.”

“You’ve already reached too high a level for me to teach.”

His words seemed to stem from our earlier chopstick duel, but I didn’t bother to refute them.

Being misunderstood is better than losing my head.

Let them misunderstand all they want.

“Oh, you must pay for what you’ve eaten.”

Lancelot drew the sword hanging from his waist and held it out to me.

“What’s this…?”

“My cherished companion, the Sword of the Lake.”

The Sword of the Lake?

Wait a minute.

This was originally the sword held by the protagonist. Why would Lancelot give me a cherished gift meant for the main character?

“Why…?”

“I intended to give it to my cherished disciple originally, but I’ve had a change of heart. It’s only natural to give such a gift to the one who has given me enlightenment.”

“Enlightenment… you mean?”

“Yes.”

I looked at Lancelot again.

He looked at me with eyes deeper than when he first saw me.

A gentle yet powerful gaze.

Did he really gain enlightenment from eating pork belly?

Does that even make sense?

“As a knight from a humble countryside with nothing to offer, understand that repaying kindness with the sword is my way. It’s the price, including an apology for causing a disturbance.”

“Wait. Are you coming again?”

“Yes. You didn’t give me enlightenment. It was a meal that taught me that growth doesn’t come solely from chastising oneself but also from leisurely enjoying a meal under the moonlight.”

Another typical knightly interpretation. Is this how all the knights in this town are, like Heimer as well?

As I stared blankly at the sword, Lancelot forcibly placed it in my hand.

“Sir Lancelot…”

“I won’t take no for an answer. You must accept it. My honor is at stake.”

No.

Isn’t it my life at stake here?

I was worried about what would happen if the rightful owner of the sword made a fuss, but… I couldn’t bring myself to say those words.

“How do you know Ivan? Are you perhaps the empreror’s henchman? Die!”

I couldn’t handle suddenly drawing the sword and attacking.

The opponent is a Swordmaster.

And not just any Swordmaster, but one who just attained enlightenment.

He wasn’t someone a knight who just cooked in the kitchen could handle.

“I’ll come during business hours next time. Hopefully, we can have a pleasant chat then.”

I wish you wouldn’t come at all.

The words shot up to my chin before lowering.

Turn away a customer?

That was an absolute taboo in the local business.

So, there was only one response I could give.

“You’re always welcome, sir. Haha.”

Damn it.

A powerless, spineless knight in the kitchen is pitiful.

I could only hope silently that Ivan wouldn’t come along.

★★★

“Tasty.”

Lancelot muttered softly as he returned to viscount’s castle.

It was a rich meal, something I hadn’t had in a long time.

I filled my stomach with rich food, and my mind with newfound enlightenment.

It was a day filled with nourishment for both body and mind.

Have you ever been this obsessed with food?

No.

Not at all.

Food for a knight was merely a tool to fill one’s energy.

I always said the same thing to Heimer, who was obsessed with gourmet food.

-Eating is for survival. Don’t seek delicious food. You should be able to eat anything to survive in any situation.

That’s what I thought.

For Lancelot to forget his dignity and only think about food, it must have been incredibly delicious.

“A truly delicious restaurant has opened. If you dine there, even the Lord will change his mind.”

“Pork belly…”

It was a dish filled with the romance of a knight.

I liked the fact that I could grill and eat outdoors at any time, with the sky as my roof.

Of course, starting a fire on the battlefield was suicidal, but at least during camping, there would be enough food to eat.

“How long has it been since I ate? My mouth is watering already.”

Suddenly, Lancelot recalled the situation where he had fought earnestly for the last bite.

He had forgotten his dignity in earnest to eat that last bite.

He hadn’t just wasted it; he had poured all his skill into the chopstick duel.

Despite pouring in over 30 years of experience and skill, it was taken away.

If this were a battlefield, his life would no longer be in this world.

I heard that he was a member of the Royal Knights.

But to be defeated by someone so young…

“He doesn’t seem like an ordinary knight.”

Why would such a skilled individual be in a rural area like this?……..

“Well, it’s not my place to say.”

Everyone has their reasons. Just like himself, who had left his former lord and taken refuge here a few years ago.

“I’ve gained my own enlightenment as well.”


	Chastising oneself isn’t the only way to grow.

	Sometimes, you need to give yourself some leisure.



“That’s why dueling with an equal knight is necessary.”

The enlightenment of not regretting giving his sword as a gift was profound.

When his disciple becomes a knight, he can choose a different gift.

Lancelot, smiling softly, remembered why he had gone out for a short trip outside the castle.

A disciple he had secretly accepted.

A young lad who couldn’t blossom his talent in the small village in the valley.

It was heartbreaking to see him, like a wounded dog, wary of people, so I accepted him as his disciple.

The kid had such exceptional talent that he couldn’t let it go to waste.

I came seeking for Lucas, the restaurant owner, hoping he would be a good mentor.

But it was a mistake.

In my opinion, Lucas was already a giant of a man.

“I should let Ivan know too. Impatience doesn’t solve everything.”

The thought of bringing that kid here one day made his heart tremble.

It seemed like I would frequent that restaurant often.





★★★★★

The food there changed my common notion that food is merely to fill the stomach.

It was my first time realizing how savory pork belly could be.

The combination of the chewy lean meat and the savory fat alone overwhelms many other dishes.

It was also a moment when I felt that true flavor comes from the quality of the ingredients rather than elaborate techniques.

Waiting leisurely for the meat to cook while gazing at the moonlight was incredibly charming.

The path of the sword is the same.

One cannot develop simply by urging oneself to grow.

Sometimes, one must look down at their own situation, examining both their weaknesses and strengths…

[See more]

Recommended menu: Chef’s Special – Pork belly enjoyed under the moonlight.

I have much to say about this as well, but the scenery under the moonlight…

[See more]


	Knight Commander Lancelot –



“Why do I feel a chill?”

Lucas, who knew nothing, felt a strange sense of unease and shivered. He felt a chill.



For the first few days after opening, running the store was hectic.

I would wake up early in the morning to prepare the ingredients and wait for customers.

Officials working in the area, including Heimer, would come to the restaurant during lunchtime. During the afternoon break, while I was organizing ingredients for dinner, the owner of a nearby poultry farm and ranch would come by to supply the meat.

Ordering and prepping ingredients kept me so busy that before I knew it, the evening customers had arrived. Handling them took me right up to closing time.

In what felt like the blink of an eye, a week had already passed.

Though no day was as busy as the opening day, the restaurant was still unusually busy for a countryside establishment.

“I never thought it would be this busy.”

There were far more customers than I had expected.

Maybe that’s why.

I had completely forgotten about my routine of going fishing every dawn to procure fresh fish.

The restaurant was packed with people, even though we only served bulgogi, tonkatsu, and chicken gizzards.

Of course, there were some complaints from the customers.

They said the menu was too limited.

‘They’re right.’

I shouldn’t be satisfied with just this number of dishes.

I need to create a variety of foods.

Why?

Because it’s for my personal satisfaction.

Tasting various dishes I make with my own hands, and seeing other customers enjoy the food I love—there’s something oddly gratifying about it.

I fled to a rural estate to survive the chaos, but I can’t resist the allure of gourmet food.

So, I woke up earlier than usual for the first time in a while and went fishing by the sea.

“Alright!”

I couldn’t help but grin at the familiar feel of a fish on the line.

I didn’t catch a flounder over a meter long like before, but I did catch a few pollack, which are called bullum fish in this world, and mackerel, known as arrow fish.

It was a pretty decent haul.

“With this, I can make a special menu for lunch.”

I returned to the restaurant with the fresh fish I caught today.

As I was preparing the ingredients, I heard, “Excuse me.”

The blue-haired noble who had visited before had come again.

She, dressed neatly, clicked her heels as she entered the restaurant and sat at a table in front of the kitchen.

Then, without a word, she looked at the menu.

“Does this ‘fish dish’ mean that it’s made with the fish caught today?”


	Fish Dish – 12 Silver – The menu varies depending on the catch of the day.



She pointed to the spot on the menu and asked.

“Yes, that’s correct. But it’s not business hours yet.”

“I’ll wait. Is it alright if I wait here and watch?”


Before I could finish my sentence, she looked up at me and answered.

In her gaze, I sensed a certain determination.

What is this?

[1] Makgeolli- A traditional Korean alcoholic beverage made from fermented rice or wheat.

● Author’s Note (Postscript)
Oh dear… I didn’t mean to make a reservation… I won’t make excuses. Accepting mistakes is the true mark of a professional. I believe one should always show a willingness to endure.



 
  
    Chapter 17: Is the key to braised mackerel the mackerel itself or the radish?


As I was preparing the ingredients for the fish dish, I felt uncomfortable under the piercing gaze of the peculiar guest with blue hair.

At first, she was the woman I mistook for an envoy sent by the princess.

Then, she was the woman who tried to recruit me to her palace.

She was also the woman who suddenly showed up, asked for Sebastian, ate fried flounder, and then fled without paying.

Now, that woman sat at the table closest to the kitchen, glaring at me.

How should I put it?

Her gaze was burdensome.

It seems like I’m being viewed as an enemy, and at the same time, as someone worth capturing.

“What could be the reason?”

A neighboring country’s princess?

No.

A princess wouldn’t come to such a rural place.

Moreover, this part of viscounty is not exactly bordering other kingdoms either.

The closest kingdom would take 2 to 3 weeks on horseback to reach the border.

“But is she really a princess?

She might just be a wealthy aristocrat’s daughter.

It’s like a guest visiting viscount Britten or something like that.

Anyway, I partly ignored her gaze and began preparing the ingredients.

Today, there were plenty of fresh mackerels caught.

The fish dish for today would be braised mackerel using those fresh catches.

I hesitated between grilling and braising the mackerel.

I chose braising, perhaps because the woman in front of me seemed quite stressed.”

“An uneasy look in her eyes.

Trembling body as she looks at the fish.

And subtly exhaling deep sighs, perhaps unconsciously.

I don’t know what’s causing her to make such expressions.

With no understanding of the situation, I had no words or actions to comfort her.

I just need to do what I can.

A moderate spicy flavor is perfect for relieving stress.

So, I thought of making braised mackerel.”

“In the boiling spicy sauce, radishes and mackerel were steeped thoroughly. With the sauce permeating, a dish of braised mackerel that emits an unbelievable depth of flavor melted away even my frozen heart. There’s also a companion dish of braised cutlassfish.

While cooking, I had a resolution I’ve had since long ago. I hoped that when people ate my food, they would smile. Eating isn’t just about satisfying hunger but also about relieving stress and feeling good while enjoying delicious food.

I had the same aspiration when I was serving in the knights order.

“After completing rigorous training, when the knights would finish their training and energize themselves by eating my food.


	As expected, Lucas! Your food is the best!

	How is your cooking better than what my wife makes?

	Let’s live together, Lucas!



Whenever my fellow knights went wild praising my food, I felt strangely good.

Continuing to hold the position of cook knight despite grumbling wasn’t just to save my own life.

That’s probably why.

Seeing her, with a face that seemed like she could burst into tears at any moment while looking at the fish being prepared, I wanted to treat her to the best braised mackerel.

“If the fish scares you, there’s no need for you to watch the preparation.”

“No, I have to watch.”

“…Alright.”

Why does she keep insisting on watching if she’s scared of the fish?

She finally burst into tears, biting her lower lip.

It seemed like there was some story behind it.

She seemed completely different from when she visited last time, making the atmosphere awkward as I finished preparing the ingredients.

“Did the little princess of the viscount got rejected or something?”

I chopped the radishes and potatoes into large pieces, took out the dried kelp and anchovies, and grabbed some hot peppers.

If they knew how many trials and errors I went through to cultivate these peppers, everyone would be shedding tears.

Collaborating with local farmers, I improved various crop varieties…

Not interested?

Can’t be helped.

I’ll have to save it for later.

Apart from this, there’s also the backstory of why I started cultivating leeks and potatoes…

“Not interested in this either?

I wanted to chat a bit while focusing on cooking, but oh well.

I finely chopped one of the specially spiced peppers and placed it in a strainer with the dried kelp and anchovies.

Personally, I prefer adding the spicy peppers separately to the broth, but the people here can’t handle the heat of the peppers.

Since I need to impart the sensation of spiciness, I’ll strain them well and then remove them separately.

I filled a pot with water, added the chopped radishes and potatoes, and the strainer I prepared for flavoring, and brought it to a boil.”

While the water was boiling, I mixed minced garlic, red pepper flakes, ginger, and a sauce made from fermented fish and soy sauce.

When the water started to boil, I removed the strainer and added the prepared seasoning sauce I had prepared in advance.

It was important to remove the strainer at the right time because if left too long, the unique bitterness of the kelp and anchovies could affect the flavor of the broth.

Bubble bubble!

The red-seasoned water boiled.

And on top of that, the secret ingredient of the knight’s restaurant, the magical M… cough! was added.

This is also a collaboration with a wizard…

I’ll stop there.

Anyway, after removing the internal organs, I placed the mackerel, cut into suitable pieces, into the pot.

Bubble bubble!

I let it cook until it was thoroughly simmered in the boiling water.

The guest tightly closed her eyes.

Tears streamed down from one eye, but apart from that, her nose twitched excitedly.

“Do you like the smell?”

“Pardon?”

“I particularly love the aroma that this pepper seasoning emits when it harmonizes with the ingredients.”

“………”

“It’s the process of ingredients coming together to form a complete dish.”

This time is precious.

What flavor will this dish have?


How spicy will this stew be?

Will it have a subtle sweetness?

Will it offer a taste different from what I’m used to?

It feels even better with the anticipation packed into each dish.

And the expressions on their faces when they see the completed meal, filled with all those expectations.

“Of course, I enjoy eating too. It’s because I want to share what I love with others.

The pleasure of sharing the taste I know with others.

You know that taste, right? It’s delicious at that place.

Let’s go together sometime later and try it.

Isn’t sharing tastes like this the true path of gastronomy?

“I have just one question.”

“The royal chef declines.”

“I have no intention of making an offer again to someone who has rejected me once.”

“So what is it?”

“Do you think the arrowfish that turned into a stew would be happy?”

As she asked her question, I watched the mackerel gradually cooking in the simmering stew.

The mackerel, simmering slowly in the bubbling stew, was developing a deep flavor.

Is the fish happy?

I have no idea about that.

I’m not a druid or a necromancer.

How could I possibly know the feelings of an animal, even one that has been dead for a while like this mackerel?

But one thing I do know.

“The person eating that fish will be happy.”

“Why is that?”

It’s a foolish question.
Why would they be happy?

“Well, because it’s delicious.”
“The person eating it will be happy because it’s delicious, right?”
“Yes.”

“Don’t overthink it. We cook and eat like this to live, don’t we?”

She closed her mouth.
In the meantime, the mackerel was fully cooked, and I topped it with sliced onions and green onions.
Once the onions and green onions were fully cooked, I served the freshly made braised mackerel in front of the guest with beautiful blue hair guest.

The pot on the brazier was still bubbling away.

Next to it, there were white rice and side dishes prepared earlier in the morning, along with kimchi.

“Today’s special menu is braised mackerel.”

“………”

Even though the food had arrived, she didn’t raise her hand.

“…I’m sorry.”

I’m not sure who she was apologizing to, but after apologizing, she picked up her spoon.

She scooped a spoonful of broth and sipped it.

Slurp.

The eyes of the guest with the blue hair widened.

“How does it taste?”

“…It’s delicious. Really delicious.”

Tears started to well up in her eyes.

Did I make it too spicy?

It’s the first time I’ve seen someone cry while eating, so I’m not sure how to react.

We began our meal in earnest.

★★★

After that day, Michelle couldn’t bring herself to eat the dragon palace’s food.

At first, it was because of the trauma of eating a friend.

When she realized that everything she had eaten until now had been fish, she felt tortured all day long.

For three days, she couldn’t eat anything.

She was tormented by self-loathing and guilt.

But as time passed, hunger tormented her more than the trauma.

Every fish around her looked like the fried arrowfish.

Fried arrowfish.

Fried flatfish.

Fried bullumfish.

Fried squid.

Fried food.

Fried food.

Fried food.

When hunger overcame the trauma, she tasted the dish prepared by the palace chef.

“Please eat, Your Highness. You need to eat to live, don’t you?”

But the dish he served didn’t taste the same as before.

It was tough and chewy.

The fish dishes that used to be tender now had a fishy smell.

So, she couldn’t eat it.

Because it didn’t taste good.

‘I need that man’s cooking.’

So, she tried to find the place where she had seen that man.

She tried to trace her memories back to find the chef’s restaurant.

Coincidentally, wasn’t the chef returning to his shop with freshly caught fish, just like that day?

She followed him again.

Standing there, mourning the fish caught by that man.

Mourn?

What right do I have?

I’m just like that man, aren’t I?

She forcibly ignored the rising dark feelings.

Sitting in the kitchen, watching him cook, was the utmost courtesy she could give to the fish caught by the man.

It was like seeing them off until the end. That was what the princess had to do.

“I’m sorry. To the nameless fish.”

Unlike Sebastian, they were fish she had never met before.

However, they were still one of the fish she had to protect.

It was a harrowing sight, but she didn’t shy away from it.

She faced it until the end.

Amidst it all, the delicious scent tickling her nose tempted her.

Ah.

This is it.

This unbelievable aroma.

It penetrated deep into her brain, stimulating her appetite.

Tears welled up due to her self-loathing.

But more than that, she was trembling with hunger.

It’s been a week since she properly ate.

Her stomach was roaring, begging for help.

“Do you like the smell?”

“Pardon?”

“I particularly love the aroma that this pepper seasoning emits when it harmonizes with the ingredients.”

“……..”

“It’s the process of ingredients coming together to form a complete dish.”

This man who approached her.

The man who killed her friend.

But… strangely, she couldn’t hate him as much as she should.

A man who creates dangerously tempting food that could corrupt one’s palate.

She asked him,
“Let me ask you just one question.”

“The palace chef declines.”

“I won’t propose again to someone who has rejected me once.”

“So what is it?”

“Do you think the arrowfish that turned into a stew would be happy?”

After a moment of silence, he replied,

“The person eating that fish will be happy.”

“Why is that?”

“Well, because it’s delicious.”

“The person eating it will be happy because it’s delicious, right…?”

“Yes.”

“Don’t think too deeply about it. We’re just trying to eat and survive, right?”

Don’t think too deeply?

Those words pierced her heart.

How could she not think deeply?

All these fish are creatures I must govern.

But that resolve melted away when she tasted the broth of the braised mackerel Lucas had served.

The slightly sweet and spicy broth gently enveloped her tongue.

The taste of the broth enveloped her tongue and quickly slid down her throat.

As the broth entered her stomach, the flavor lingered in her mouth.

“Ah.”

She could feel the strength of the arrowfish swimming swiftly in the sea.

This shouldn’t be happening. It shouldn’t be like this.

“How’s the taste?”

“…It’s delicious. Really delicious.”

Even the broth alone was incredibly delicious.

It was tastier than any palace dish she had ever tasted.

“Try the radish and mackerel together.”

“Mackerel?”

“That’s the name we use for arrowfish in our hometown.”

“Mackerel………………”

Calling it by a different name seemed to alleviate some guilt.

She cut the soft radish and mackerel into small pieces and scooped them up with a spoon.

After dipping them into the red seasoning, she placed them on top of the rice.

She had learned something from her past experiences.

All the dishes in this restaurant are harmonious when eaten with the rice in front of you.

It was the same with the flatfish tempura.

It showed it’s true worth when eaten with rice.

And she placed the mackerel and cooked radish on top of the rice.

“Ah.”

The mackerel flesh, tender and moist yet firm.

Hot but with a savory taste mingling with the full-bodied seasoning in her mouth.

Even the rice, mixed with the savory sauce, added to the richness of flavors.

The taste of the firm mackerel flesh, the flavor-packed radish, and the texture of the rice.

In between, the subtle yet profound taste of the seasoning enveloped everything.

Admiration naturally arose at the harmonious taste spreading in her mouth.

It’s happiness.

Many thoughts that had troubled her mind just moments ago dispersed and vanished.

And in the place where anguish once resided, a sense of abundant happiness filled in.

It makes me feel better.

The corners of her mouth curve up.

The mackerel moved in her mouth as if traversing the ocean.

She could sense the power of the mackerel.

“So this is it.”

The feeling of happiness this man spoke of.

Her body felt buoyant.

It was as if she were swimming on the ocean’s surface.

In this moment, she became the mackerel, no, the arrow fish.

She was fulfilling the dream of swimming across the unattainable ocean that he couldn’t.

The spoon moves.

Her long-empty stomach rumbles.

More.

Give me more.

I want to eat all the delicious food.

Her hands move instinctively.

They keep reaching out.

Before she knows it, she has devoured a bowl of rice.

“……..”

With brightened eyes, Michelle looks at Lucas and says.

“Chef, one more bowl, please.”

What reflected in her eyes was the basic appetite that all living beings have.



★★★

It felt like swimming in the ocean.

It’s not an experience everyone can feel.

The allure of being able to provide an experience reserved for special beings is tremendous.

This braised mackerel is just like that.

It makes me forget all the worries I’ve had so far.

Perhaps because their wishes are imbued in the dish?

The sweet taste of well-cooked radish, combined with the savory flavor of the seasoning, perfectly complements the tender flesh of the mackerel.


The spicy flavor that tingles the tongue uniquely helps alleviate stress.

If you ever have any concerns, I recommend:

Recommended dish: Fish dish – Braised Mackerel.

-Michelle-



● Author’s Note (Author’s Review) I was originally going to post it tomorrow, but I’m posting it right away to match the serialization tempo.



 
  
    Chapter 18: Golden Wagon owner Camilla Wagon


The blue-haired woman, who had just finished eating the mackerel stew, sighed deeply and wiped off her sweat.

She had indulged in the spicy and hearty flavor, eating three bowls of rice, and on top of that, she had devoured a medium-sized mackerel stew meant for three people all by herself.

“You have a great appetite,” I couldn’t help but admire.

Contrary to her slender frame, her appetite was robust.

Had she been starving for days?

Otherwise, there was no way she could have eaten this much.

While I was inwardly admiring her, I noticed that her slightly protruding upper belly was visible through her dress from eating so much.

When my gaze shifted there, she blushed and hastily covered it with her hand.

“It’s because I overate!”

“I understand.”

“It’s, it’s inappropriate for a gentleman to casually look at a lady’s belly like that.”

“Sorry.”

“Ahem, ahem…”

Covering her upper belly with her hand, she cleared her throat and glanced at me furtively.

“Um, excuse me.”

“Yes, go ahead.”

“May I… come here again?”

What else can I say?

“Why not? Our restaurant welcomes everyone. We are open to anyone, so please feel free to come.”

As long as you pay, you are always welcome.

I smiled and extended my hand to her.

The woman with blue hair blinked, looking back and forth between me and my hand.

Realizing belatedly, she clapped her hands and laughed.

“Oh, I’m sorry. I was oblivious.”

Last time, she left without paying for the fried flounder.

I’ll have to get that payment too.

No matter how small the business, running it on credit will ruin it.

You might reluctantly handle a regular customer’s bill on credit once in a while.

That’s because there’s a mutual trust built between you.

However, extending credit to a brand new store that’s been open for less than ten days?

That’s out of the question.

We can excuse her sudden disappearance as an accident.

She placed her hand over mine.

“I’m Michelle Clionelle. All I can tell you is that I’m a princess from a nearby place.”

“……..”

Then, without any intention of letting go of my hand, she stared at me blankly.

Her innocent eyes seemed to be asking, “What are you doing?”

“???”

“???”

What is this woman saying without paying?

I looked at her with a question mark in my mind.

Could it be that she’s not a neighboring princess, nor someone sent by the empress, nor a noble?

Maybe she’s just dressed in fancy clothes….It seems unlikely, but could she be a habitual dine-and-dasher?

It seemed she didn’t understand either.

“What are you doing? You should kiss the back of my hand as a greeting.”

She looked up at me with an innocent face, devoid of any malicious intent.

There was no intention to pay money or to look down on anyone.

Did she really grasp my hand just to greet me?

What is this…

“Pardon?”

“Yes?”

A brief moment of silence.

I realized it late because of her surprised reaction.

‘This woman is an incredibly out-of-touch noblewoman.

There are some among the nobility like that.

Servants take care of everything for them from A to Z, so they lack any sense of reality and end up causing trouble with trivial matters.

There were many such people in the world I came from.

Didn’t they say that rich people often don’t even know the cost of a bus or subway fare?

It’s exactly like that.

The kind who think it’s natural for others to take care of everything.

“You need to pay.”

“…Oh.”

At those words, Michelle’s face turned red, and she quickly withdrew her hand from mine.

“I-I’m sorry. I’m not familiar with the customs here.”

“If you’re a princess from a neighboring country, that’s understandable.”

I completely understand.

“So, um… I don’t have any money from this country right now.”

“Credit is not an option.”

Michelle, unsure of what to do, darted her eyes around.

“Oh, it’s okay! I don’t have money, but I do have a gem that can be exchanged for money.”

Michelle removed a turquoise shell that adorned her blue hair.

It was a shell-shaped hairpin, its color changing brilliantly depending on the angle of the light.

She offered me the obviously valuable item.

“This is a jeweled shell considered a treasure in our country. I heard it sells for a high price in the Empire.”

“…Are you saying you want to pay with this?”

“Is that not possible?” she asked, looking up at me and biting her lower lip.

Even though I didn’t know much about gems, I could tell this was worth far more than the cost of two meals.

It looked so valuable that even if a group of 100 people ate three meals a day for three days, it would still be too expensive.

It’s way too valuable for just two meals.


“Hmm….”

I looked at her for a moment.

She had several other pieces of jewelry on her body.

bracelets, earrings, a necklace, and gems on her belt.

All of them looked at least as expensive as, if not more than, the jeweled shell.

‘There’s no way around this.’

I couldn’t refuse to accept it. It’s a basic rule of business to never allow credit.

“Alright, I’ll accept this.”

I took the jeweled shell from her, and her face lit up with a bright smile.

“But this is far too valuable compared to the food you had.”

Honesty is the foundation of good business.

This principle applies not just to small neighborhood shops but universally.

While there are too many restaurants out there that fail to uphold this basic principle, I intended to stick to it.

“You can take it. I ran off without paying last time, too.”

She was very insistent. With the jeweled shell sparkling in my hand, she held onto my hand firmly.

“Then, I will hold onto this as collateral. If you give your name, Michelle, you will be served anytime.”

“Really?”

“Yes.”

Michelle’s face lit up. Was it really something to be so happy about?

It must mean she’s a genuinely good person.

“When you come next time, I will prepare a meal voucher with your name on it. Bring it, and you can eat here anytime.”

Michelle swallowed her saliva at those words.

“Thank you. I was worried….about not being able to enjoy such delicious food again.”

She rubbed her chest and breathed a sigh of relief.

“Thank you for enjoying the meal.”

Only then did I receive the jewelry shell from her.

Michelle bowed her head and left the restaurant.

For a self proclaimed princess, she was a very personable woman.

The first impression wasn’t that good, but it seemed like it was a misunderstanding.

And for business owner, customers who pay a lot of money are the best.

A customer who leaves such a valuable item as collateral is especially precious.

Why did I readily accept the Lake’s Sword from Lancelot?

That knight crossed the line.

He took three pieces in one bite.

I can tolerate many things, but not that.

Not long after Michelle left, a group of knights and internal affairs officers swarmed in.

Behind them were soldiers who had just finished their morning training.

“It looks like it’s going to get busy again.”

Sizzle!

I turned on the flare range.

★★★

Plop.

On the road to the kingdom.

Michelle felt a sense of satisfaction as she patted her stomach.

“I’m full. It’s been so long since I had such a delicious meal.”

It had been almost a week since I ate so heartily, since the fried flounder incident.

It couldn’t have been that delicious.

While eating, I didn’t think about anything else.

All I could think about was eating that mackerel stew.

Before I knew it, I had already finished three bowls of rice and the entire mackerel stew.

I even forgot about her status as a princess.

Her face flushed.

I must have looked so uncouth.

“Ugh… This is the first time I’ve eaten so much.”

She looked at her bloated stomach.

Ah, so this is what happens when you eat a lot.

I just found out.

I showed shameful behaviour, but I wanted to go back.

It was a moment that made me forget all my worries.

That restaurant was the reason behind her worries.

You can’t imagine how surprised I was when they asked for money.

I had only heard about continental people using gold coins for transactions, but this was my first experience with it.

She pawned her most cherished jewelry clam out of anxiety that she might be forever banished because of this incident.

The jewelry clam wasn’t a real living clam. It was a gemstone in the shape of a clam.

It’s a crystallization of residual mana, gathered from the deepest part of the sea where mana’s vitality swims.

They called it a jewelry clam in the dragon palace because of its clam-like shape.

Sometimes, when items from the continent were needed, mermaids would transform into humans and sell them to continental merchants to procure goods.

It holds immense value.

It took at least a hundred years for a perfect jewelry clam to be created.

The jewelry clam she received as a gift must have been at least 300 years old.

Seeking forgiveness, she presented the item of immense value.

Fortunately, the chef reassured her that she could come anytime.

How relieved that must have felt.

“Heheh~.”

With the assurance that she could now come freely, a sigh of relief escaped her.

“But… the Dragon Palace is too far.”

“When hunger struck unexpectedly, problems I hadn’t considered became a reality.

An hour from the restaurant to the beach, and at least three hours from the beach to the palace.

‘…So it won’t be long until dinner time,’ I thought.

To think, after enjoying such a delicious lunch, I’d have to eat at the palace.

‘I’ll have to find a solution,’ Michelle said to herself, gathering her resolve as she headed back to the palace.”

“Danju, I’m here.”

“Kobi, you’re here? You arrived sooner than I thought.”

“Of course, I’m a gnome.”

“True, there’s no one better at handling horses than gnomes.”

After a journey of two weeks to reach the capital, Kobi, the chief manager of Gold Wagon, looked at the red-haired woman clicking the abacus as she sat in her chair.

With her orange eyes swiftly calculating profits and losses, she was the best merchant who had brought Gold Wagon to its current level alongside Kobi.

She was Camilla Wagon, the leader of the Gold Wagon and the richest person in the empire, second only to the emperor.

As befitting the leader of the best merchant guild, her office was filled with luxurious items.

The opulence of her office wasn’t due to a penchant for extravagance.

It was to impress and intimidate those who visited her.

-I can afford to spend this much even on just an office.

It was a display of Gold Wagon’s financial power to others.

Every aspect of this room was infused with her commercial prowess.

When she raised her head, Camilla’s beautifully curled red hair gently swayed.

“Did you deliver my gift well?”

“Yes, he unusually liked it.”

“Really? That pleases me. I prepared it with care for Sir Lucas. So, what did he say about my proposal?”

“He flatly refused.”

“He doesn’t want to be my personal chef?”

“Yes.”

As Kobi nodded, she pressed harder on the abacus she was clicking with her fingers.


Crack!

The abacus cracked under her grip.

“I didn’t expect Sir Lucas to refuse my offer. Ha. Ha. Ha.”

Gritting her teeth, Camilla Wagon let out a deep sigh.

Her expression showed that she truly hadn’t expected him to refuse.



 
  
    Chapter 19: Soy sauce egg rice that I cooked in my own place on my day off


Camilla Wagon, the current head of Golden Wagon, has been nothing but successful since she took over the company’s leadership.

At just 15 years old, she was already deemed more skilled than her father, who laid the foundation of the current Golden Wagon.

Starting to run Golden Wagon even before reaching adulthood, she climbed to her current position by recruiting talents like Kobi.

She had always been successful, never experiencing failure.

Kobi, who had observed Camilla closely, understood her well.

Naturally, he must have thought Lucas would accept her proposal.

Perhaps she was the one in the empire who could offer more money than even the emperor.

But Kobi knew.

Lucas will reject her offer.

In essence, when Lucas left the princess’s knights, he was practically turning down a position in the imperial knights.

Currently, Kobi considered Princess Diana the most likely candidate to succeed as the next emperor among the imperial siblings.

To leave Princess Diana’s knights?

It was akin to abandoning the position of the top knights guarding the future emperor.

She decided that money wasn’t the condition to lure knights like Lucas.

Camilla seemed to have a different opinion.

“What did he say when he rejected it?”

“He said if you wanted to taste his cooking, the head of the guild should come personally.”

“He told me to come directly?”

“Yes.”

“Hmm~, is that so.”

Though Kobi pretended to be indifferent, he noticed Camilla’s face starting to light up with a smile.

“You’re not being honest. You want me to come and talk to you directly, right? Hehehe.”

Kobi hesitated for a moment, considering whether to tell Camilla the truth, as she struggled to suppress her laughter.

Even if the head of the guild went personally, he wouldn’t be able to hire him as Camilla’s personal chef.

His determination to open his own restaurant was that strong.

But she also needed to experience defeat at least once.

‘Failure only makes people stronger.’

So Kobi kept his mouth shut. Even if they couldn’t scout Lucas, they wouldn’t lose much money.

“Kobi, you know? I mean, after I tasted his cooking, all the food in the capital has tasted bland to me.”

“I feel the same way.”

“Yeah. Ever since I had that soybean paste stew, my life changed.”

Perhaps just imagining the taste brought it back to her.

Camilla grimaced as she spoke.

“Steak made by a top chef tasted like chewing on a paper box, and dishes made with premium ingredients tasted like they were hastily thrown together with some cheap ingredients.”

“……”

“It’s been months since I’ve tasted that flavor, so that man should take responsibility for making me like this. Don’t you think?”

Kobi couldn’t bring himself to answer.

He felt like any wrong answer would bring the blame of failure upon himself.

Camilla smiled as if she understood his feelings.

“I guess I’ll have to go down there myself and persuade him. To become my personal chef.”

Finishing her sentence, Camilla hummed a tune while clicking the abacus.

“Heheh~.”

Suddenly, her appetite was piqued.

She wanted to hurry and taste the food he made himself.

The soybean paste stew bubbling with beef brisket.

★★★

Sometimes there are days like that.

Days when you don’t want to do anything.

Not even going to work, getting up from your seat, you just don’t feel like it.

You just want to lie on the floor, covered in a blanket, with your smartphone on, watching videos.

“Ah, I don’t want to work.”

Today is exactly that kind of day.

“I don’t even want to get up.”

But there’s no smartphone in my hand.

Ah, this isn’t Korea.

Shit.

With the smartphone in hand, I want to surf the web and watch videos without any particular thoughts.

After expanding my restaurant, I spent a hectic two weeks.

I was truly swamped, busier than I anticipated.

More people visited the shop than I expected.

It didn’t matter if it was lunch or dinner time.

I could confidently say that I didn’t take a single moment to rest.

Officials from my private military affairs office, knights, and even soldiers all came and filled the lunch hour.

Even though there were chefs in the castle, these people didn’t seem to consider eating chef-cooked food there.

But that wasn’t all.

Michelle, who had been visiting our shop since last week, started coming every other day before opening hours to order fish dishes.

How did she know I caught fish that day? She showed up like a ghost every time I went fishing.


	Could I have some mackerel stew today too?

	So this is grilled mackerel. The texture is similar to mackerel, but the taste is oddly different.

	Can I have the fried dish you made last time…?



As we rushed through another hectic evening, it suddenly became the day for ingredient procurement.


	Isn’t the order increasing every day? We might not be able to handle it all from our poultry and cattle ranches.



The ranch owners of Pog Ranch and the poultry farm chuckled as they spoke.

Of course, the farmers felt the same way.


	Thanks to Sir Lucas, we live abundantly. Haha! Thank you for purchasing at a good price.



After receiving and organizing the ordered ingredients, it was already dinner time before we knew it.

And then came the customers for drinks in the evening.

After one day passed, I continued to have another busy day, busier than my days in the knights.

“I really don’t want to do anything today.”

I groaned as I lay on the floor, staring at the ceiling.

It was already past 10 in the morning, but I hadn’t even washed up yet, just scratching my bird’s nest-like hair.

Why can’t I be more relaxed?

Today was one of the two holidays I had each month.

Let’s take a day off every two weeks for recharge.


It was a promise I made to myself when I opened the shop.

No matter how well business goes, I intended to keep it.

Just because business is booming doesn’t mean I should keep going without a break.

Otherwise, there might be an accident.

Or it could spread somewhere.

So I need to rest adequately and recharge my fuel.

Just like now.

Lying on my back, staring blankly at the ceiling.

Grrrrr!

My stomach is growling for food.

“Even though it’s bothersome, I have to eat. Fine.”

I need to eat, but…

“Why is this so annoying?”

Groan.

I reluctantly rolled over.

“Ughhh!”

My whole body groaned loudly.

After stretching to the fullest, I staggered to the kitchen.

“We separately built our house in a place not far from the restaurant, with a good view.

It’s a safe place within the territory, where we’re not exposed to external threats.

Would it be fair to call it somewhat upscale for a rural town in Korea?

I opened the old refrigerator we had at home.

It was slightly larger than me, unlike the flashy and large ones in the restaurant.

It was natural to use something smaller at home than what’s used in the restaurant.

I know that, but…

I felt a bit frustrated every time I used it.

I should have ordered a slightly bigger refrigerator, now that I think about it.”

In the restaurant, there were several expensive refrigerators, but at home, there was only one refrigerator.

“It feels unfair somehow,” I muttered as I opened the refrigerator.

“Huh?”

Unlike the restaurant refrigerator, which was filled with various ingredients, the home refrigerator was completely empty.

Just a few Coco eggs, some kimchi in a small side dish, and sealed green onions leftover from the restaurant’s preparation.

“Is this all?”

Really?

I was too busy to take care of my own home. Most meals were eaten out, or I cooked using ingredients from the restaurant.

So, it’s natural that there are no ingredients at home.

“But I don’t really feel like going to the restaurant.”

Today, I just wanted to relax at home without doing anything.

“Yeah. Let’s just make do with what we have.”

I don’t really want to go to the restaurant just because I don’t have ingredients.

Today is my precious once-every-two-weeks holiday.

I rinsed the rice and started the rice cooker, then sat there blankly waiting for the rice to cook.

As I watched the rice cooking, I pondered.

“Should I make golden fried rice by stir-frying rice with eggs? Or should I just fry the eggs and mix them with rice and soy sauce for soy sauce egg rice?”

The golden fried rice would probably taste better, but I thought about the amount of dishes to wash after frying it compared to not frying it.

“When considering the size of the frying pan and the splattering of rice grains…”

Okay.

Decision made.

Today’s breakfast menu.

“Let’s make soy sauce egg rice.”

The oldest friend of a person living alone, soy sauce egg rice.

Just sprinkle soy sauce and sesame oil on a half-cooked fried egg, mix it, and it becomes a magical dish.

“Oh, it’s making my mouth water.”

When the rice was almost done, I placed the frying pan on the stove.

With a flare range for both the rice cooker and the frying pan, there are still two more ranges left.

“Is this really a place for one person?”

It was inevitable, as the kitchen was the most emphasized part when designing this house.

The U-shaped kitchen had a sink, four flare ranges, and even an oven, not to mention a separate island-style table, it was spacious enough for six people to sit and eat comfortably.

Plus, all sorts of seasonings were stocked in the drawers.

It wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say that most of what’s in the restaurant is also here.

The kitchen was as spacious as the living room.

I was foolish.

Yeah. I regret my arrogance from the past.

What’s the point of having such a large kitchen? I don’t even use it because it’s too much hassle.

My misguided determination to give my all when cooking at home led to this disaster.

“Well, since it’s here, I should use it.”

Grumbling, I took out two coco eggs and a green onion.

Before cracking the eggs, I took out half of the neatly trimmed white part of the green onion and thinly sliced it.

seong seong seong (frying sound)

I poured oil into the frying pan.

The crucial thing is to maintain a 1:1 ratio of sesame oil and vegetable oil.

When you fry eggs with sesame oil, it adds a nutty flavor that feels deeper than just eating it plain.

Maybe it’s because the oil gets cooked again.

I poured a tablespoon of each oil into the pan and heated it over low heat.

Once the pan started to heat up, I added the thinly sliced green onion.

Sizzle sizzle.

Suffusing the oil with enough green onion fragrance is the key.

It’ll add a suitable savory flavor even without special seasoning.

It would create an even deeper flavor if there were garlic, but there were none in the refrigerator.

When the aroma of the green onion starts to waft from the gently heated oil, I cracked two coco eggs.

They found their place amidst the sizzling green onions.

Sizzle sizzle.

The transparent egg whites turned white as they cooked in the oil, forming bubbles.

The oil bubbles popped and crackled as the egg whites cooked.

Having plenty of oil is key to frying it up.

This way, it brings out a slightly richer flavor compared to regular egg rice.

There’s a subtle difference in texture too.

I added soy sauce to the eggs and green onions cooking in the oil.

Just two spoonfuls.

It’s a suitable amount to balance the seasoning.

Depending on preference, gently stirring soy sauce, eggs, and cooked green onions over low heat is also good.

“Egg rice has to be half-cooked.”

The fresher the egg, the more special the soft-boiled taste is.

I like to cook it until the yolk flows when pressed with a spoon, just enough to cover the rice grains.

If the eggs aren’t fresh, it’s better to cook them through, but otherwise, half-cooked is the best.

Sizzle sizzle.

After confirming that all the egg whites were cooked from the heat of the frying pan, I turned off the heat and opened the rice cooker.

Heat rises from the freshly cooked rice.

Feeling the hot steam rising from the freshly cooked rice, I scooped a generous portion into the bowl.

“I love sticky rice.”

Not too mushy, nor too firm, just the right texture.

After filling the bowl with rice, I topped it with the finished soy sauce fried egg.

“The soy sauce and oil sauce with the egg is also great.”

A brown soy sauce and oil mixture enveloped the green onions, while the whites remained cooked and the yolks that were half-cooked eggs were placed on the hot rice.

The reason I didn’t mix the egg with soy sauce was because of these green onions.

The green onions, soaked in oil and soy sauce, provided a flavorful and rich seasoning.

“It looks delicious.”

When feeling lazy, soy sauce egg rice is the way to go.

It’s simple, easy to make, and hardly leaves any dishes to wash.

If there’s only cold rice available instead of hot, simply stir-frying it together is enough to make a delicious and perfect meal.

I popped the half-cooked yolk.

The thick, flowing yolk mixed with the brown soy sauce and green onion oil.

The yolks, painting the white rice with their respective colors, along with the soy sauce and green onion oil, emitted a pleasant aroma.

“Mmm~.”

This smell. This fragrance.

Ah. This is why I eat soy sauce egg rice.

“Kimchi too, yes.”

After mixing everything, I placed the kimchi I had prepared earlier on top of the soy sauce, rice, and egg mixture.

It’s a beautiful sight.

The harmony of red and orange hues.

Taking as big a bite as the spoon could hold.

“Mmm.”

I chewed with my cheeks bulging.

The refreshing kimchi and the savory soy sauce egg rice created a wonderful synergy.

I took another bite with the spoon, savoring it.

Chew, chew.

Then, I picked up a bite of kimchi with chopsticks.

Crunch!

This is heaven.

If the rice is already cooked, it’s a super easy recipe for solo dwellers that can be made in under 5 minutes, right?

“It’s delicious.”

Even without any special ingredients, it tasted great.

I felt satisfaction in having a simple meal comfortably.

Eating was quicker than cooking.

In less than 5 minutes, I finished the soy sauce egg rice in my bowl.

“The quantity is a bit lacking…”

Should I have one more bowl? There are a few eggs left.

It was when I glanced at the frying pan for a moment.

“Boss! It’s the boss!!”

I heard Liana’s voice from outside.

Why is that person coming all the way to my house?

“I need your help, boss!”

“It’s my day off, what’s going on? I’m not doing any business today.”

“It’s not about the restaurant. They say a wild bull appeared near Cornwell Mountain. Sir Heimer and the knights are leading the soldiers with the young lord to Cornwell Mountain right now!”

A wild bull?

There was only one creature referred to as a bull.


A fierce wild bull. A bull has come?

Rumble rumble.

A wild ingredients has appeared.

Writer’s Note: Thank you for the support, 카카카카카칵! With the donation you sent, I’ll have to make soy sauce egg rice. Thank you!

Today’s protagonist is enjoying soy sauce egg rice while taking it easy.



 
  
    Chapter 20: The cow has no part that is thrown away.


“Wild bullfighting?”

“Yes! It’s utter chaos right now! Of all times, it had to happen when both the leader and the captain are away…”

In this world, there were several types of cows.

There was the Black Cow, domesticated from a past breed with incredible strength, used for farming and ranching.

There was the Milk Cow, known for its abundant milk production, which significantly supported the Empire’s dairy industry.

And then there was the Meat Cow, raised exclusively for consumption in the capital city and other major cities of the Empire.

These all referred to cows that had been tamed by humans and had become inseparable livestock from human society.

However, there was one type of cow that humanity in this world could never domesticate.

That was the Fighting Bull.

A Fighting Bull was not just a large cow.

It had a fierce temperament and loved freedom, making it impossible to keep confined in one place.

Practically classified as monsters, they were notorious for being impossible to tame.

Their population was not large, and since they moved alone or in pairs rather than in herds, even if they were successfully domesticated, it would be impossible to raise them in large numbers.

“But isn’t it not the breeding season right now?”

“We’re puzzled by that too. It’s not the time to deal with them at all, so we haven’t set any traps… The only person capable of handling them in the viscounty, Captain Lancelot, is away escorting the viscount to a nearby city on business… We’ve sent word to Captain Lancelot, but it will be too late by the time he arrives.”

Now I understood why Liana had rushed to me so urgently.

Even for a knight, the Fighting Bull was a monster that couldn’t be easily defeated without proper trap equipment.

The four knights, including Heimer, were still apprentice knights with little experience.

They had never fought a Fighting Bull before.

Despite that, they went out because it was their duty as knights.

Liana looked at me with a distressed expression.

“Hmm.”

Even though the Fighting Bull was fierce, it rarely caused trouble under normal circumstances.

Due to their aversion to humans, they spent most of their lives either deep in forests or roaming wide grasslands, keeping their distance from human society.

Except during the mating season, that is.

During the mating season, both males and females would wander in search of a mate, which was a troublesome time for farmers.

It was said that a single Fighting Bull in heat could obliterate an entire orc village.

And now such a Fighting Bull had appeared in the farmlands?

If the farmland and nearby villages were destroyed, it would mean devastation.

If the farmlands and farmers of the Britten viscounty, where agriculture and livestock made up most of the tax revenue, suffered damage, it wouldn’t be a simple issue.

“It’s a problem that is also directly tied to our store’s sales.”

Moreover, if the regular customers, the knights, and soldiers, got injured, tomorrow’s sales would surely drop.

How could injured people eat pork cutlets? They’d be eating hospital porridge.

After a brief moment of thought, Liana earnestly requested to me.

“Boss, I’ve heard you were part of the Royal Knights. Please, help us. We’ll compensate you well.”

Not all Royal Knights are strong.

Of course, I had faced a Fighting Bull before.

I had volunteered to be a cook to avoid killing or injuring others as much as possible, but that didn’t mean I was completely unacquainted with real combat.


	“Even a cooking knight can be deployed to the battlefield at any time!”



That was something Commander Luke always said.

Part of it was also due to personal curiosity.

It’s a cow. A cow.

One of the best ingredients among land animals.

I couldn’t just let this opportunity pass.

“You said you’d compensate me well, right?”

“Yes!”

“Then I’ll take all the meat from the wild Fighting Bull we catch.”

“Of course! You can have all of it! I’ll make sure of it.”

Liana answered without hesitation. She was dependable, after all.

With the viscount and his minor lord absent, it meant she was the acting authority.

“Alright.”

Having to work on a rare holiday was a bit disappointing, but when it meant obtaining premium ingredients, it was a different story altogether.

“Let’s depart immediately.”

I grabbed my sword, along with the sword from the lake given to me by Lancelot.

★★★

Despite its notorious reputation, the Fighting Bull was a valuable ingredient.

Not every part was popular, but the bones, sirloin, strips, and tenderloin were the most prized.

Due to its unique deep flavor, which differed from other types of beef, it was a dish even nobles frequently sought out.

However, other parts weren’t as preferred.

The reasons were simple:


	“Fighting Bull meat is tough.”

	“It’s a challenging ingredient to handle, even for top chefs. Mishandle it, and even the tenderloin will become tough.”

	“Fighting Bulls tend to have a strong odor, don’t they?”

	“Even with proper cooking, it’s difficult to completely eliminate its distinct smell.”



The toughness of the meat compared to other cattle and its strong smell set it apart.

So, generally, aside from those four parts, most of the Fighting Bull’s meat would be discarded.

The usual practice was to simmer the less odorous cuts for a long time to extract their unique flavor into broth.

But what if you knew the techniques of deboning and butchering to preserve tenderness?

What if you knew how to handle it to avoid the strong odor?

It would become the ultimate cooking ingredient with unparalleled flavor.

“Just imagining it makes my mouth water.”

I swallowed the saliva that had built up as I rode on the horse borrowed from Liana.

“How much time is left?”

“It will be soon!”

Before long, cheers could be heard from afar.

“Wow!”

“Block it!”

“If that’s the direction, it must be Cornwell town. Looks like they’ve already reached the town.”

There was no time for further thoughts.

“Then I’ll go ahead.”

“Huh? Boss!”

I tightened the reins of the horse and increased the speed.

The fact that the sound carried so far meant they were already engaged with the Fighting Bull.

“If someone gets hurt, it’ll be trouble.”


Our store will lose customers.

As we neared the town, a bull much larger than usual was exhaling heavily, facing off against the soldiers.

Under Heimer’s command, they were holding their ground with long spears.

They were working hard to keep the bull at bay, preventing it from entering the village.

“They’re holding up better than I expected.”

It seemed they had been well-trained by Lancelot.

They were effectively utilizing the basic tactics for facing a Fighting Bull.

They were using long spears to keep their distance, taking advantage of the bull’s aversion to sharp objects, and luring it into traps until it calmed down.

The problem was, there were no traps to spring on the monster.

“We’re not trying to spring traps. It’s a tactic to buy time until Lancelot arrives.”

It was an effective tactic, but the issue was that it would be a while before he arrived.

I took a deep breath.

“Yaaaaaah!”

As I let out a howl reminiscent of a wolf, all eyes, including the bull’s, turned towards me.

“Lucas, run away! It’s dangerous!”

The second method to hunt a bull.

Mimicking the sound of their natural predator, the werewolf, to lure them.

It was a hunting technique I learned from Commander Luke.


	Bulls in heat have a tendency to want to kill werewolves, as a defense against their natural predator, who would steal their calves for food.



It was said to be the best way to lure a bull in heat.

The fighting bull’s attention focused on me.

Perhaps it thought I’d be an easier target than the crowded area with all those spears?

Swish.

I drew the longsword I had used since my rookie knight days.

“Phew.”

Gripping the sword, I stared down the bull charging towards me.

Stay focused.

Because failure could lead to serious injury.

The sword is imbued with mana.

Cooking Sword Technique, Form 2.

Meat Eater’s Strike, First Move.

When butchering cattle, always aim for the head.

The bull’s body came close, and I precisely drove the sword into the top of his head.

The mana-infused sword struck straight into the top of the bull’s head.

“Mooooo!”

The bull, unable to overcome the force of my blow, staggered forward instead of lunging at me.

Thunk!

As the bull fell, all eyes were on me.

In moments like this, you should say this line.

“Ahem, enemy commander! Defeated!”

I’ve always wanted to say that.

After a brief moment of silence.

“Wow!”

A cheer rang out.

That’s the taste of victory.

“Huff, huff. Boss! If you leave like that alone……uh?”

But then Liana stopped mid-sentence, puzzled.

Arriving late, Liana looked back and forth between the fallen bull and me, her eyes wide with disbelief.

“H-how did this…?”

“Liana, did you know? There’s nowhere for the cattle to go. No matter how much of a monster it is from the wild.”

She blinked.

“….Yes?”

Humans can be so oblivious.

★★★

There were two conditions needed to tenderize the bull’s meat.

First, the bull had to be killed before it could feel any pain.

A bull that fought for a long time and felt pain would swell its muscle tissue to increase its body size.

The heat generated during this process quickly melts the fat and makes the muscles even firmer.

This was why the bull possessed such incredible strength.

During this process, the muscle tissue swells and tears, making the meat tougher than necessary.

As the fat disappears, the deep flavor of the fat disappears, and the muscles harden, making the meat tough.

Even in this process, blood flows into the torn muscles, imparting the distinct gamey flavor characteristic of bulls.

Most of the gamey taste in bulls originates from here.

“I’ve accomplished the most difficult task.”

If this process is successfully executed, then achieving the second condition is all that’s left.

That’s swiftly dismantling and deboning the bull with a mana-infused sword during butchering.

One can be confident that there is only one person in this world capable of doing so.

“I’ll start deboning.”

Confirming that enough blood had drained from the bull, I drew the sword from the lake given to me by Lancelot.

With such a large bull, I needed a large and sharp sword.

Luckily, I had just the right one.

The sword. The one I received from Captain Lancelot, the leader of the Knights.

Its blade was undoubtedly sharp enough to cut through bone effortlessly.

“Isn’t that Captain Lancelot’s…?”

“Why does Lucas have that sword…?”

Cooking Sword Technique, Form 2.

Meat Eater’s Strike, Second Move.

When butchering the meat, do it quickly and neatly.

The sword from the lake pierced through the flesh and bone of the slain bull.

Thunk!

The mana-infused sword from the lake sliced through the meat as effortlessly as cutting tofu.

“Wow, this is amazing.”

I couldn’t help but exclaim in admiration.

With meat like this, I could surely charge a hefty price for pork belly, couldn’t I?

Slice, slice.

With the sword from the lake, I quickly removed unnecessary fat tissue and cut the meat, sorting it by different parts.

The reason for using a mana-infused sword to cut the bull is simple.

It’s the same reason as when handling the pog.

When you cut meat with mana-infused blade, the texture of the meat becomes more vibrant.

The same goes for the bull’s meat.

It was clear that mana penetrated the muscles before the meat toughened.

The only difference from cutting pog is…

“Phew, phew.”

Because of its enormous size, I had to exert all my strength.

If it weren’t for the sword from the lake, I’d probably be battered and bruised by now.

In front of everyone, I presented a spectacle of dismantling the bull with all my might.

Could this also be a promotion for the shop?

“Come to think of it, the knights and soldiers are all regulars anyway.”

Hmm, too bad.

The head, neck, front legs, backstrap, sirloin, tenderloin, ribs, flank, brisket, chuck, shank, tail, and so on.

As the dismantling show neared its end.

“Is everyone okay?”

Viscount Britten and Lancelot swiftly approached on horseback.

Their horses seemed to be foaming at the mouth, perhaps from their hurried journey.

“Everything’s finished.”

I said, tapping the remains of the bull with the sword from the lake, now reduced to just its skeleton.

“Surely that sword of yours…..”

“It’s a fine sword, isn’t it? There’s nothing quite like it for deboning.”

Lancelot looked shocked as he stared blankly at the remains of the bull and the sword of the lake.

“Oh my.”

Twist.

He staggered heavily.

It’s the revenge of the pork belly.

Is it okay to call this revenge?


But anyway, the sword is doing its job well.

Slice, slice.

Ah, it cuts so well.

● Author’s Note (Author’s Review):

The sword of the lake was a good butcher’s knife.



 
  
    Chapter 21: The freshness of the meat is important for yukhoe and yuksashimi (mungtigi).


“I’m sorry. The sword already has a master, and who am I to interfere? A sword’s role changes depending on who wields it. A sword that kills many can also save lives depending on who holds it.”

Having regained his composure, Lancelot began a discourse on the philosophy of swords.

“What surprised me was that you used such a legendary sword for cutting meat. Perhaps there’s no need for it to kill anyone. I had forgotten that you had left the knighthood. For a knight strong enough to defeat a bull alone, your sword will forever be…”

Snore.

Ah, I dozed off for a moment.

Lancelot’s seemingly endless lecture on swordsmanship was brought to an end by viscount Britten.

“Thank you. We rushed over upon hearing news of the bull in Cornwell Mountain, worried we might be too late. Thanks to you, we’ve managed without any casualties. How can we ever repay this debt?”

“It’s nothing, viscount. Running a business in your estate is already a favor you’ve granted me. It’s only right that I repay that favor.”

Basic lip service.

Though it was somewhat based on truth. If the viscount had refused my business, I would have been unable to operate and likely expelled.

Even a rural lord is a king within his domain.

Whether it was to recruit me as a knight or simply to have another knight in the territory, it was thanks to the viscount’s permission that I could run my business.

“Haha, you are too modest. Without you, many would have been hurt.”

“Sir Heimer and the young lord were leading the soldiers well. Even without me, the damage would not have been significant.”

“You are truly humble. A model knight.”

“You flatter me.”

“But are you sure it’s alright if you only take the meat?”

“Of course.”

Wild bulls were not easy to come by, except during mating season.

Just obtaining such a rare ingredient was already immensely valuable.

Thinking about the dishes I could make with the two carts full of bull meat, the reward was more than sufficient.

I couldn’t handle all that meat alone.

While some curious customers might visit, the general perception among common people, aside from gourmet nobles, was that bull meat was tough and inedible.

I wasn’t sure if all this meat would sell.

‘If it doesn’t sell, I can always freeze it and sell it to Golden Wagon later.’

Kobi and Camilla, having already tasted that meat, would understand its true value.

However, turning such precious bull meat into frozen meat immediately would be a waste.

‘Everyone should know its taste.’

The viscount spoke.

“If you ever need our family’s help, please let us know. We will surely repay the kindness we’ve received.”

“Understood.”

“Oh, and could we purchase some of that bull meat?”

“For eating or for sale?”

The viscount leaned towards me and lowered his voice.

“I’ve heard that fighting bull’s bones are very good for virility. Is that true?”

Ah.

“I understand what you mean. If you visit the restaurant, I will prepare a dish for you.”

“Then, can I visit right away on this occasion?”

“Weren’t you supposed to go to the city for business?”

The viscount of Britten sighed.

“It’s already gone awry. The trading company that was supposed to trade our estate’s goods said they would no longer purchase our products. I went to negotiate, but they turned me away harshly.”

I had wondered why he arrived sooner than expected.

“If that’s the case, I’ll have to comfort you with some delicious food.”

“Thank you. Ever since receiving Liana’s recommendation, I’ve wanted to visit. Now I finally can. It’s good to take a breather like this.”

After loading all the slaughtered and deboned meat onto the cart, we mounted our horses and set off.

To cook anything, we need to bring it to the restaurant first.

There was only so much we could do in a place without any tools.

“Let’s hurry. We need to get cooking right away.”

There was only one reason we needed to hurry.

Since we had just slaughtered the cow today, shouldn’t we savor the freshest beef omakase[1]?

The fresher the meat, the better it tastes.

The taste varies depending on how fresh the meat is.

“Heimer, you need to learn this. After all, the way a sword is used changes everything. You need to know how to apply it…”

Lancelot had already shifted his attention to teaching Heimer, expounding his educational theories.

Heimer, with his eyes shining, nodded eagerly as if committing every word to memory.

“I’ll take it to heart, Captain!”

We loaded the bull’s meat and returned to the viscount’s estate.

★★★

“You mean to come tomorrow?”

“Yes, it will take about a day to prepare a dish using the bull bones. Besides, today isn’t a business day.”

“What kind of dish is it… Does a bone dish usually take that long?”

I nodded.

There are also dishes here that use bull bones. In my original world, this is known as marrow, a bone dish.

“It’s a dish where the bull bones are split in half and roasted, known for its deep flavor.

In the capital, some wealthy nobles enjoy it as a gourmet delicacy.

However, unfortunately, I don’t know how to make that dish.

The bull bone dishes common in this world are not my specialty.

What I’m planning to make is a slow-simmered bone broth.

“Our restaurant has a unique recipe we use.”

“Hmm… I was hoping to eat it right away.”

Viscount Britten looked longingly at the bull meat loaded on the cart, as if he was disappointed.

“If you wish to enjoy the bull meat right away, there is another way.”

“What method is that?”

“It’s called ‘munti-gi.’ It’s made by slicing the freshly butchered cow’s rump and eating it raw…”

Munti-gi is named for the chunks of round steak cut thick.

It’s famous for its fresh taste, achievable only with freshly slaughtered beef.

Usually, round steak is used for yukhoe (Korean steak tartare) and yuksashimi (thinly sliced raw beef), but when cut thicker, it becomes munti-gi.

In fact, it’s a dialect term from Daegu[2] for freshly slaughtered yuksashimi.

“The taste is on a whole different level compared to yuksashimi from a regular raw meat restaurant.


‘In fact, it’s more about the difference in meat freshness.’

Anyway, it’s true that the taste is on another level.

Thinking about it, Daegu had a lot of great food spots.

Munti-gi, makchang, Chinese-style bibimbap, dal tteok, and so on.

Ah, my mouth is watering.

“Are you suggesting we eat the bull’s raw meat?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

At this, the viscount fell silent. He seemed uneasy about the idea.

“Th-that’s fine. I’d prefer if you gave it to the knights and soldiers instead.”

It was natural since bull meat is known to be tough and not often grilled.

“Are you sure? You might regret it.”

“It’s fine. Ha ha ha.”

Many nobles were averse to eating raw meat.

Not just nobles, but even many commoners preferred to cook their meat in some way.

They considered eating raw meat barbaric or something.

Not knowing this taste is what’s barbaric.

Yukhoe is incredibly delicious.

K-sushi, along with octopus, is my favorite.

Surprisingly, yukhoe has been a unique Korean dish for quite a long time.

China usually cooks most ingredients, and historically, Japan consumed more fish than meat.

If Japan has sushi, Korea has yukhoe.

It’s a pity that Viscount Britten doesn’t know this taste.

But I won’t force him to eat it.

Forcing someone to eat isn’t gentlemanly.

“Understood. Then, I’ll treat you to a dish using bull bones.”

“I wonder if I can wait until tomorrow.”

“Waiting for a dish can also be considered a form of gourmet experience.”

“That’s right. Waiting is also part of the dish. Alright, I’ll come tomorrow. I’ll cover the cost of feeding the hardworking soldiers, so feel free to treat them generously.”

“Understood.”

The announcement that the lord would personally scratch off the bark elicited cheers among the knights.

Although the soldiers didn’t show it openly, their lips curled upwards.

Even bull meat, known for its toughness, is a premium ingredient.

When will you try it?

Ugh.

Indeed, a lord who cares for his estate’s people is the best.

Thank you, sir, no, my lord.

We’ll provide the best service at our knight’s mess hall.

Viscount Britten returned to the castle with twenty of his guards.

I thickly sliced the rump part of the bull’s round with the sword of the lake.

We should test the freshness before serving, shouldn’t we?

The round I sliced was stuck to the sword, showing how tender it was.

“Perfect.”

It’s a shame there’s no sesame oil right now.

There’s sesame oil in the restaurant, but I couldn’t wait to get there.

Using the tip of the sword, I cut the tendon right there, leaving only the ruby-red raw meat sparkling.

“Are you really going to eat that?”

Everyone in the vicinity turned their attention to me.

And without hesitation, I popped a piece of fresh munti-gi into my mouth.

“Umm~! This is it!”

As the fresh meat’s texture chewed moistly, it felt pleasantly springy.

The meat’s elasticity surpassed that of regular beef, so much that it stuck to the teeth.

There was no hint of gaminess or sourness.

Additionally, the aroma of the meat’s oil permeated throughout the mouth.

The depth of the beef’s flavor lingered even after swallowing, maintaining its presence.

“This is astounding.”

Under the command of Lancelot, knights and soldiers who were moving meat looked at me dumbfoundedly as I devoured the raw, tough beef without hesitation.

“To eat that tough bull meat raw without flinching, truly, you are a true knight.”

“I Heimer, was once again impressed by Lucas today.”

Misunderstandings seemed to pile up unintentionally.

“I, I was impressed too! Truly, as I heard from the two knights, you’re the knight among knights!”

As I turned my head to the voice of a young boy, a boy with light brown hair, similar to Britten’s, looked at me with sparkling eyes.

He seemed slightly intimidated by the sight of eating raw meat.

The soldiers and knights must have stayed for a reason.

It was the young lord of the cattle.

He was the future ruler of viscounty, who had managed the initial response well with Heimer.

The young lord of the Britten family, Henry Britten.

“I greet the young lord.”

“You don’t have to be so formal.”

“But why did you stay instead of going with Lord Lancelot?”

“I stayed voluntarily because I wanted to try the bull’s meat.”

“Is that so?”

The boy nodded vigorously.

“Then, let’s hurry and move the meat with the knights.”

“Uh, me?”

“We need to finish quickly so we can eat, right?”

There’s no time for hesitating when it comes to labor.

“Got it!”

The boy rushed off to help the knights who were moving the meat.

It seemed like I roughly understood why Henry stayed.

I felt his gaze on me ever since we caught the bull.

Despite my efforts to ignore it, he blatantly stayed behind like this.

“Thanks to him, the soldiers and knights can feast.”

If we have to cook for the victory celebration anyway, it’s best to minimize my workload.

While Lancelot and the knights put the meat in the refrigerator, I took out the legs and tails of the cattle to treat the lord tomorrow, slicing them into pieces with the sword of the lake and soaked them in water.

The lingering scent of the meat in my mouth didn’t disappear until all the bones were cleaned.

Deep. Profound.

“What would be good for a Korean beef omakase menu?

First, raw beef and ‘Mungtigi’ (Korean-style beef tartare).

However, raw beef is more like a snack than a meal…

‘Should I at least include some charcoal-grilled beef?’

Not a bad idea.

Since each cut has a different flavor, it can be a satisfying meal even without serving elaborate dishes.

Yes. Freshly prepared raw beef and freshly grilled beef from a freshly slaughtered bull.

K-sushi and K-barbecue?”

“However I think about it, the menu selection is the GOAT.

Ah, it’s you again. GOAT.

‘Captain Lancelot, could you help me out a bit?’

‘What do you need help with?’

Lancelot and his knights, having moved all the meat, approached me with eager faces.

‘While I handle the bones, could you prepare these?’

After checking the list, he swallowed hard.

‘We’ll get right on it with the men.’

Since it seems like it would take a while to prepare everything alone, I need to get some help.”

“Are you planning to eat in the backyard again today?”

“Me and the knights will eat in the back.”

“Thank you. It seems I’ll have another precious experience today.”

“But this time, don’t eat three pieces at once. It’s premium meat, you know.”

“Ahem, of course. I learned my lesson from you that time, so I won’t make the same mistake twice.”

Lancelot hurried out.

I took the meat out of the refrigerator and wielded not the Sword of the Lake, but the Knife of Butchery.

After sending the knights on their errands, I placed the meat for grilling on the cutting board and quickly sliced it.

Starting with the neck, then the loin, tenderloin, and then the flank. Added to that were the skirt steak, outside skirt, inside skirt, and ribs.

The knife swiftly separated the muscle and fat, dividing the cuts.

Indeed, it was the Knife of Butchery.

The blade was sharp.

This is why they say you need a good knife.

I trimmed off the unnecessary fat and connective tissue and separated the tendons.

There was no hesitation in my movements.

This was a high-level butchering performance that only someone with seven years of experience as a cooking knight could achieve.

Of course, everyone was too busy to appreciate it.

The cuts of meat I prepared didn’t need any elaborate techniques. Simply grilling them would allow one to savor their texture and flavor.

Grilled over charcoal, this beef would reveal a deep flavor even with just a dip in salt or sesame oil.

“Wow, look at that marbling.”

White fat was interspersed like snowflakes among the white meat.

It was truly a work of art created by the meat itself.

The meat of the bull, specifically the bull refined with mana, had no off-putting smells. Its flavor was complete and perfect on its own.

It’s the meat with the deepest flavor, but its characteristic toughness makes it a polarizing choice.

Some even say that eating tough meat is a knightly thing to do, considering it a primitive experience.

But what if that meat wasn’t tough?

Naturally, it would deliver an exquisite taste on its own.

What more needs to be said?

That alone is enough.

Just as I finished slicing the grilling meat for 60 people, Lancelot came in.

“Everything’s ready.”

“Finished earlier than I thought.”

“Everyone’s eager. Whether it’s because you had some of that raw meat earlier, or because they’re excited about eating expensive beef, I don’t know.”

Lancelot looked at the pile of meat I had just finished cutting and asked, “Does it usually yield that much? I heard that despite their size, bulls don’t have many edible parts.”

“Ah, of course. It’ll be delicious.”

“I’m looking forward to it too. I had bull meat once before, and I still can’t forget the taste.”

“Is that so?”

“Okay, so you fully understand the significance of eating that meat raw.”

Lancelot nodded.

“As a knight yourself, you must know that just eating that tough bull meat is already a knightly act. Eating it raw means you have already achieved the pinnacle of chivalry…”

While Lancelot expounded on the philosophy of knighthood, I cut the separated meat into appropriate sizes and portioned them out.

Ssshhhhh!

I heard the sound of water and saw that Heimer and the knights in the backyard were washing vegetables they had picked.

Maybe it’s from watching how to make bulgogi over someone’s shoulder, but they did a pretty good job.

“I heard from Captain Lancelot that the meat we eat in the backyard is incredibly delicious!” Henry, who had followed Heimer, exclaimed.

His face was full of anticipation.

It seemed his excitement about trying a new dish outweighed any guilt about eating bull meat before his father.

If the lord knew, he might weep, saying he had raised his child wrong.

“Did you tell them everything?”

At my words, Lancelot avoided eye contact.

“Ahem, I even wrote about it in my review…”

“I actually read everything you wrote.”

“W-what? You said that knowing all along?”

His reaction was more amusing than expected. It was fun to tease him.

“Ahem, my apologies.”

“No need to apologize. Compliments about the food are ultimately compliments to the chef.”

I carried the meat to the table in the backyard.

“But did you light the charcoal properly?”

“Yes, I did. But why did you ask for it to be lit when it’s not even cold?”

“I’m going to grill the meat with it.”

“With charcoal?”

“Yes, we call it charcoal grilling in our hometown.”

The knights’ eyes sparkled with anticipation. They were eagerly awaiting it.

But before that…

“Everyone, give this a try.”

I handed the prepared beef munti-gi to the knights.

They hesitated as they looked at the fresh raw meat, not expecting it to stick to the plate so firmly.

Oh, these people.

“Knights can’t eat this either?”

“I’m more interested in that charcoal grilling…”

“Uh, I, too, prefer eating it grilled…”

Ah, knights are so timid.

Tsk.

They’re probably experiencing a psychological aversion.

Even though they’re dull enough to eat it raw without any issue.

The Royal Knight Order trainees had a similar reaction, didn’t they?

They changed a bit after eating it, but at first, they all looked at it like it was a monster.

Those who grow weary of seeing blood on the battlefield are the ones who fear this.

Captain Lancelot, surely you’re braver than this?

“But there’s someone who should try it before me.”

Lancelot pointed at Henry.

“Me?”

“Yes, how could I eat before someone I’m supposed to serve? Weren’t you here to experience being a knight too? Give it a try. It won’t taste bad.”

He wasn’t wrong.

“Ahem, fine. In times like these, as a lord, I should set a good example.”

The youngest, Henry, speared a piece of beef tartare with his fork, that shined like a ruby.

As expected of a lord.

“Dip it in this sauce.”

I offered a sauce made by mixing garlic, red pepper flakes, ssamjang, and sesame oil.

While the native seasoning might be slightly different, I didn’t know all the details, so I made a special sauce as close as possible.

“Um, then I’ll try it.”

With trembling hands, Henry dipped the beef tartare into the sauce, closed his eyes tightly, and ate it.

Chew, chew.

While everyone was focused on Henry’s reaction…

“Wow!!!! Uh, uh?”

“My lord, what’s the matter?”

“How does it taste?”

“Tell us!”

Amidst the uproar, everyone waited for Henry’s response.

“Was bull meat always this tender? It just melts in your mouth?”


Tenderloin, no, the beef tartare melts in your mouth.


	A word from author (author review)



“Today’s special: Beef tartare omakase is served.

See you at 10~

[1] Beef omakase- It refers to a Japanese dining style where a chef selects and prepares various beef dishes for the customer.

[2] Daegu- Daegu is a city in South Korea.



 
  
    Chapter 22: Charcoal-Grilled Beef Omakase


The young lord of Britten, Henry, had never eaten fighting bull before, but he has met several people who describe it.

-Among nobles and knights, fighting bull is known as a delicacy. However my opinion is different. Isn’t the only edible part of that large body a portion of the flesh on it’s back?

-I agree. Even the tenderloin, the only part that can be eaten, is so tough that it’s almost impossible to grill unless you’re a really skilled chef.

-Still, one who can endure that tough meat can be considered a knight. So wouldn’t it be a delicacy?

-I’d rather grill a tender beef steak instead.

Among the nobility, foodstuff sold at high prices, but opinions on its taste were divided.

However, there’s a saying everyone agrees upon.

Bull meat is too tough to cook.

It’s said you have to either boil it or stew it to even begin to taste the tender flesh’s flavor.

That’s why they called it the food of knights.

Because it’s a dish you can only eat after struggling and defeating a bull.

Already tearing into the tough flesh of the bull, reflecting on the battle with it, and gaining enlightenment.

There were even some crazy ones claiming that’s the charm of bull meat.

Of course, Henry couldn’t understand.

But he couldn’t resist his curiosity.

He, too, was a young man who aspired to become a great lord and knight in the future.

He dreamed of becoming the finest knight, like Lancelot, who would protect this territory someday.

That’s why he volunteered to help in the restaurant alongside the knights.

Throughout the day, as the other knights bickered and shouted, except Lancelot, his curiosity only grew.

“I wonder how tough it will be!”

“Some say it’s deeply flavorful, aren’t you curious? I want to try a piece no matter what.”

“Will Sir Lucas allow it?”

“If he says no, I’m willing to pay for it. Can’t miss out on knight’s food here.”

I worried about how tough it might be and prayed anxiously.

Of course, when I saw Lucas actually eating raw meat, I couldn’t help but be amazed inwardly.

Eating meat raw?

Why?

Just why?

It made even less sense to me.

But it’s delicious, they say.

At first, I thought they were just teasing me along with the knights.

But the knights’ reactions were the same as mine.

Eyes saying, “What’s that?”

Heimer and Lancelot looked at him as if he was extraordinary.

Unless they aren’t making fun of me, the young lord, then it must be real.

Since everyone refused to eat, Henry stepped forward.

Despite the fear, it was the virtue of a lord to set an example before his subjects.

As I dipped the raw meat into the seasoning sauce and took a bite:

“It’s this tender?”

Chewy yet tender, it was.

Two words I thought could never go together danced in harmony.

The chewy texture sparked my taste buds, and as I chewed the flesh, its flavor spread.

The leaness of the bull meat and the richness of its fat enveloped my tongue.

Not a trace of the feared odor was detected.

The chewy and fresh aroma lingered in my mouth, followed by the sauce enhancing the meat’s lacking intense flavor.

It’s so delicious, isn’t it? Wow. This is insane.

“It melts in your mouth?”

Profoundly.

The depth of flavor was different.

Even amidst the sauce’s intense saltiness, the deep taste of the raw ingredient stimulated Henry’s taste buds.

After chewing a couple of times, the sauce began to complement the natural flavor of the ingredient.

As he chewed, he sensed a different flavor than when he first put it in his mouth.

Despite his initial apprehension about its toughness, his skepticism unfolded, and he experienced the full flavor of the bull meat effortlessly.

His eyes widened as his pupils dilated.

Henry’s nostrils flared, and saliva quickly pooled in his mouth as he chewed.

The smoothly melted meat slid down his throat like water flowing.

The time spent savoring the deep flavor of the bull meat passed too quickly.

Disappointed that the taste had ended, Henry soon looked at Lucas.

He chuckled as he picked up a piece of raw meat to eat.

“Isn’t beef delicious? Normally, grilling meat is the best way to enjoy it, but there’s a unique charm to the natural aroma of freshly caught beef. Fresh, with the flesh bursting in your mouth, and the richness of the fat. How is it?”

“It’s exquisite. Really delicious.”

Henry picked up another piece.

It was his personal desire to eat another piece, knowing the knights beside him wouldn’t experience this taste.

“Sir Lucas, how did you manage this? I heard this meat is extremely tough. No, isn’t it meat that shouldn’t be eaten raw in the first place?”

“That’s the chef’s secret.”

“Ah, truly astonishing. How can it melt so smoothly…”

Henry couldn’t take his eyes off Lucas. How did he do it?

How could he make such tough meat, renowned for its toughness, so tender?

Most of the nobles and staff in the manor, including Liana and Heimer, had gathered to praise the food of this house.

His skill in handling ingredients was on a different level.

“Young lord, is it tender?”

“Bull meat can’t be tender. Everyone said it’s so tough.”

“Isn’t there a smell of blood?”

“Is it really that delicious?”

“Do you think I’m lying? Then don’t eat it. Lucas and I will enjoy it ourselves.”

Well, it’s probably for the best.

This way, there will be more for me to eat.

Maybe it’s better if they don’t know?

However, Henry’s hesitant hopes were dashed as Lancelot, without hesitation, picked up a piece with his chopsticks.


Oh.

As soon as the young lord took his second bite, Lancelot dipped his meat into the sauce as if he had been waiting.

“I remember trying it once before. It was tough, but I felt a sense of accomplishment. I wonder if it tastes the same as the raw meat I had back then. I was young and now I’m… hmm?”

Lancelot, who hadn’t stopped talking, closed his mouth as soon as he put the raw meat in it.

“Sir Lucas, what’s this…?”

Starting with Lancelot’s exclamation, the knights’ amazed exclamations erupted throughout.

“Wow!”

“What is this?”

“Is bull meat supposed to be this tender?”

“What happened to those who said it was tough?”

“It melts in your mouth.”

Henry quickly speared a piece of bull meat with his fork.

He couldn’t let those knights with good appetites take all the delicious meat.

It might slightly tarnish the nobility’s dignity, but it should be fine since his father isn’t around.

Even now, the meat was dwindling.

“Mmm! Delicious!”

Indeed, it’s beef.

Lucas grinned mischievously as he watched them.

“Would that be enough to fill our stomachs?”

The knights’ eyes turned to Lucas.

And in his hands…

“Ah.”

There sat a marvelous set of charcoal-grilled bull omasake, filled with fantastic marbling.

★★★

As they headed to the grill, the charcoal Lancelot had asked for earlier was burning white-hot, just as requested.

White-hot charcoal glowing with a reddish hue.

While I was preparing the meat, what the soldiers and knights did was simple.

They picked fresh vegetables from the backyard, set up tables and chairs in front of the store, and brought side dishes from the fridge.

And finally, they prepared charcoal for the grill.

Of course, they couldn’t put charcoal on every table.

After all, the tables were all set up, and there wasn’t a grill for every table.

So, I came up with a solution.

In the backyard, the knights and young lord who were going to eat were going to use the small grill I had prepared to cook the meat by themselves, while for the soldiers filling the tables, I had planned to set up a large grill in the center, which could accommodate all of them.

Since everything except the meat had already been set up at each table, I trusted they would handle it themselves.

I couldn’t grill meat for tables other than mine.

As I received the eager gazes of the soldiers, I placed well-burning charcoal on the large grill and put the grates on it. Lancelot then asked,

“What’s that? It looks different from the grill I saw last time.”

“Oh, this? It’s called a grate. We’ll use it for charcoal grilling.”

“It looks fascinating. So, is this a system where individuals cook their own food instead of the chef serving it?”

“Exactly. You got it.”

“Hmm, according to the code of knights, to understand the essence, one must…”

I finished arranging the remaining charcoal.

Placing the grates and shouted to the soldiers,

“We’ve got meat here, so gather around and grill it yourselves! If we run out, there’s more inside, so help yourselves! Remember, one bottle of soju per person! Manage it yourselves!”

“Yes! Understood!”

The soldiers flocked in to eat the supposedly expensive bull meat.

They, too, had realized that even though it’s bull meat, it’s not as tough as they had thought, especially when it’s in the form of lump meat and raw meat.

They’ll manage fine on their own.

I approached Henry, who was quietly adding charcoal to the grill in the backyard.

As the young lord watched the charcoal burn, he asked,

“Um… Can I call you Lucas?”

“Call me whatever makes you comfortable, young lord.”

“You don’t have to call me ‘young lord.’ I’m Henry Britten. Feel free to just call me Henry.”

“Understood, Henry.”

Henry hesitated for a moment, struggling with his words.

“So, I have a question. How come Lucas is so strong at such a young age? I’ve heard he’s on par with Captain Lancelot.”

Me, strong?

That’s news to me.

Maybe it’s because I won that last chopstick duel against Lancelot over the last piece, but in terms of skill, I’m far behind him.

And beating the bull was just knowing the right strategy.

What should I say?

Lancelot, Heimer, and the other knights were also listening intently to my words.

“Well, eating delicious food makes you stronger.”

“…Indeed, the methods of becoming stronger are not something to be shared with just anyone.”

“It’s not like that. In order to make the delicious food I want to eat, I started cooking, and in the process, I ended up cooking for my fellow knights too. It became a form of training. That’s how you could see it.”

Henry looked at me as if he couldn’t understand.

It’s okay if you don’t understand.

I have a reliable dream interpreter by my side.

Lancelot, who was listening beside me, cleared his throat and spoke up.

“It seems that the repetitive training and the relentless pursuit of goals have brought you to your current level. Eating delicious food means getting enough nutrition to provide energy for that training… Indeed, Lucas. Your upright passion for effort and goals is something to admire.”

“I agree, Captain! Indeed, Sir Lucas, just as you imbued the spirit of knighthood into your cooking, you have shown a firm commitment to your own training as well.”

I knew you believed in me, Lancelot! Heimer!

As expected, they are a duo that interprets dreams better than dreams.

“Uh, was that what it was?”

Henry asked, belatedly influenced by the passionate words of the two knights.

I actually considered telling the truth, but I didn’t want to betray those sparkling eyes.

And it’s not entirely untrue either.

Thanks to the repetitive training, my strength and stamina have indeed developed.

“Well, yes.”

When the charcoal, heated to a fiery red, turned white, I placed the grates on it.

I placed the sirloin on the grates.

It’s lean and low in fat, making it the safest option to start with.

If you eat other meats first, you won’t be able to eat this one.

Sizzle!

The sound of blood and grease dripping onto the charcoal is beautiful.

Quickly flipping the cooking meat, I handed the drained pieces to Henry.

“Try it. It’s the sirloin of the bull.”

“Oh, thank you, Lucas. For giving it to me first…”

“You’re the young lord, aren’t you? You should go first.”

“T-Thank you.”

Everyone waited eagerly for Henry to spear the meat with his fork.

Those who had already tasted the blood, no, the meat, had evolved into a pack of beasts.

Henry closed his eyes after savoring the well-cooked sirloin.

It had a different flavor compared to when he ate raw meat.

The richness of the fat was more pronounced, enveloping his tongue in a much smoother texture than raw beef.

It was as if, while raw beef felt like a rapier slashing through his body, this sirloin was like a heavy greatsword pressing down on him.

Perhaps it was the subtle heat rising from the charcoal, but he also noticed a distinct aroma different from regular meat.

Was it akin to the feeling of meat cooked over a wood fire?

When he grilled meat over a campfire at the campsite, it had a distinct smoky flavor.

It wasn’t a taste he particularly enjoyed, as it reminded him of amateur cooking methods.


Yet, the hint of char in this meat somehow tickled his palate.

And as the meat slid down his throat, filling his emptied mouth, Henry’s emotions gathered into one and burst forth.

“It’s delicious.”

And beasts in the form of knights raised their chopsticks.

Author’s Note (Author’s Review): Ah, I’m craving some soju.



 
  
    Chapter 23: Beef bone broth, made by simmering bones for a long time, with cubed radish kimchi (1)


Seeing everyone brighten up while eating made me feel good.

‘This reminds me of the old days.’

There was a time in the knights’ order when I prepared freshly hunted bull meat.

After hunting the bull, I used to experiment with how to process the meat to minimize loss.

I would debone the meat with the knights who showed interest and grill it together with them.

‘One of the few good memories.’

That’s how military life generally is, isn’t it?

It was shitty at the time, but once you’re discharged, it gets wrapped up as good memories.

This was exactly that kind of situation.

Thanks to that, I learned how to debone and hunt a bull, so it wasn’t all bad.

“It’s delicious.”

If nothing else, the meat is tender and tasty.

Grilling over charcoal gives it a great smoky flavor.

It really felt like cooking and eating outdoors.

It was the kind of taste you experience when you go to a cottage with friends.

“Maybe it’s because it’s not mating season, but the meat seems a bit more tender.”

The bull we hunted was definitely a cow.

I don’t know why a cow that wasn’t in heat came all the way to the village, but well.

As long as it’s tasty, who cares?

As soon as the blood disappeared, I took a bite of the meat.

Perhaps because of the perfect marbling of the fat, it was much more tender.

That’s why you have to kill it before it gets angry.

The ratio of fat to lean meat is fantastic.

The knights were eating like there was no tomorrow.

Before eating, they all had a training mindset, ready to chew through tough muscle.

“Wow!”

“This is delicious! So good!”

“It’s so tender. The balance between fat and lean meat is… amazing!”

“I could die happy. My mouth is in heaven.”

Now, they were savoring the taste.

There’s an old saying: You can give someone pork out of goodwill, but if someone gives you beef for free, they have an ulterior motive.

It was that delicious.

Someone who gives away such delicious meat is surely planning to take something even greater.

“Ahem, Sir Lucas.”

Lancelot, watching the other knights, lowered his voice and asked me.

“Don’t we have any ssamjang today? Just eating with salt and sesame oil feels a bit lacking.”

“Ssamjang?”

“Yeah. I remember it was really tasty when we I ate it with pork belly. And it was great with that yukhoe we had earlier. I think it would be delicious with this bull meat too…”

He was fidgeting like a kid who needed to go to the bathroom.

This guy doesn’t know how to eat beef properly.

“Beef should be enjoyed for its natural flavor. Ssamjang is too overpowering, so it’s not included in this bull omakase.”

Maybe if it were fatty or cheaper cuts, but we’re grilling ribeye, tenderloin, sirloin, strip steak, skirt steak, and hanging tender.

Using ssamjang would be sacrilege.

“That’s right, Commander Lancelot. Using an overpowering sauce is like relying on equipment rather than skill. To truly appreciate the taste of bull meat, excessive sauces are a no-go! Just as a knight’s skill is paramount and equipment is secondary, surely you wouldn’t rely on the flavor of a sauce?”

Henry backed me up, adding weight to my argument since he had already tasted the ssamjang.

Then he took a bite of the meat.

“I was just asking. Relying on the flavor of a sauce, really… Just… hmph.”

Lancelot, with a face full of regret, retreated and picked up another piece of meat.

With the bull meat sizzling on the grill in front of us, we enjoyed our meal with the knights.

Sizzle!

Whoosh!

The dripping fat from the meat caused the charcoal to flare up.

“A brief fire show.”

“Wow. They say Lucas’s cooking is also a visual treat, and it’s true!”

Young Henry, still with a boyish air, watched the flames with sparkling eyes.

He’s still at that age where he loves playing with fire.

I lightly tapped the grill.

The beef fat dripped down, causing an even larger flame to shoot up.

“Whoa!”

Startled, Henry looked at me.

“Lu, Lucas, you scared me!”

“But it was fun, wasn’t it?”

“Well, it was, but…”

“Presentation is important when eating, Henry.”

In 21st-century Korea, many places thrived because of this visual appeal.

Places that became popular through word of mouth on platforms like Instagram.

The sudden flare of the fire nicely seared the edges of the meat.

“Eat up. There’s not much left.”

The knights didn’t stop until all the remaining meat was gone.

Their appetites are impressive.

Are all knights like this?

★★★

After the victory celebration and the subsequent meat feast, the soldiers cleaned their spots thoroughly.

I didn’t need to touch anything.

“We’ll take care of the dishes!”

“Knights, take a break!”

“Sir, we’re not questioning your competence, just offering to supervise!”

After helping with the cleanup until the end, Lancelot and Henry led the soldiers back to the castle.

In Henry’s hands were leftovers and the remnants of charcoal from the omakase.


It was a gesture of goodwill to take as a gift to the viscount who misunderstood.

The 20 soldiers who followed him couldn’t even eat, and he’s offering them as a gift?

“Can I look forward to tomorrow’s meal? My father is visiting, and I’d like to take him to the restaurant.”

It seems Henry was deeply impressed by today’s experience; he declared he would come again.

Our restaurant welcomes both those who come and those who go; that’s our policy.

As long as you pay, of course.

But here’s the thing.

“Why are those four people not going back to the castle and staying here?”

“We’re here to help!”

“With what I gained, how I just leave?”

“The commander said he’d cancel tonight’s training, so he asked me to help out Sir Lucas here!”

“Order whatever you like!”

Heimer and three knights shouted eagerly.

No wonder.

“You enjoyed your meal. If you need anything, just ask. Those guys will help out.”

Lancelot said this.

“What about Commander Lancelot?”

“He’s responsible for escorting Lord and his family, so he went up to the castle.”

He wouldn’t hog all the perks for himself, would he?

No wonder Lancelot seems to have a knack for enjoying the finer things the more time you spend with him.

He might have been a cool knight in the novel.

“Well… Escorting the Lord is an important task.”

“What should we do then?”

I looked at them in response to Heimer’s question.

Though they didn’t have much experience yet, they were still knights.

“You’ve all done your shifts, right?”

They nodded as if it were obvious.

“Yes, but why does that matter….?”

“Oh, well, we have something to do tonight.”

I pointed to the bones and tails, still full of blood.

Tonight, I’ll boil those.

“I’ll teach you the method step by step, so don’t worry too much.”

I almost stayed up all night alone, but it’s definitely rewarding to see it through.

★★★

The water in the large pot with the beef bones was bubbling on the stovetop.

“Lucas, what’s this?”

Heimer asked as he watched the beef bones boiling in the pot without blood.

“This? It’s the bull bone dish recipe requested by the viscount.”

“Ah, this is… that…”

Heimer swallowed hard.

Bull bones were said to be good for a man’s virility, making them a coveted ingredient by all.

In fact, it was one of the most expensive parts that came from a bull’s body.

Naturally, if something is said to be good for virility, it would be expensive, right?

It’s the same here.

And if the ingredient is hard to come by? It becomes so valuable that it’s worth splurging for.

“I don’t intend to sell it at such a high price to Sir.”

We need to charge a reasonable amount.

Including today’s feast.

“We’ll boil the bones after draining the blood.”

“How long should we boil them for?”

“Initially, about 30 minutes to remove any impurities and odors.”

“What do we do after boiling for 30 minutes?”

“We’ll discard the water and boil them again. After boiling, we’ll transfer them to a large container to cool, then repeat the process of boiling and cooling about three times.”

Heimer asked me, “Does this mean I have to stay on duty…?”

“It will take about 3 hours for one boiling session.”

“I was considering doing it tomorrow originally, but I have to run my own business tomorrow too.”

“Ah.”

Heimer nodded in agreement.

“It’s a new cooking method for me. Boiling the beef bone. Usually, they’re grilled to enhance the flavor and then used in sauces, right? Or you could even grill them with butter and eat them directly.”

“That’s not a bad idea either.”

“What’s the dish called?”

Heimer asked, sniffing the scent of simmering bones.

“It’s called bone broth.”

The dishes served to the lord were bone broth, simmered slowly, and braised oxtail.

On days when my parents went out together for leisure or work, leaving the house empty for a long time, there was always a menu they prepared.

That was bone broth.

A soup simmered until the bones were thoroughly cooked, producing a deep flavor.

The broth floating with bone marrow, meat, and fat.

Sometimes, if we found a large piece of marrow, it was the kind of food that made us buy a lottery ticket or a scratch card that day.

A magical soup that multiplied endlessly no matter how much you boiled it.

It was the food I would prepare for the lord tomorrow.

While the key to bone broth lies in how well the bones are boiled, equally important is how delicious the kimchi and pickled radish are.

The contrast between the white broth and white rice and the red seasoning of kimchi and pickled radish.

For those who know the moment when the tangy and spicy flavor of well-fermented pickled radish perfectly blends with the deep flavor of the bone broth, it’s undeniable.

Indeed, the real stars of bone broth are the pickled radish and kimchi.

Since I made kimchi and pickled radish last year, it should be fine.

It’s cooked well enough, and I can guarantee the taste.

“If there’s chives in the fields tomorrow morning, I’ll bring some separately to make chive salad. It’ll be perfect.”

Chives are good for virility too.

Hmm…

Anyway, with the time-consuming bone broth and braised oxtail, I should be able to provide enough nourishment and energy as the lord wanted.

However, the chef will surely have a hard time.

After confirming that there was enough dirty residue, I poured out all the water from the pot.

Sssshh.

As I washed the beef bone under running water, I carefully removed the fat clinging to the bones.

After thoroughly washing the bones and removing the fat, I filled the pot with water again.

“Heimer, could I ask you for a favor?”

“Of course.”

“When the water starts boiling vigorously, please reduce the flame to medium on the stove and skim off the impurities and oil floating on top. After 3 hours, please wake me up.”

“Ah, is that all?”

“Yes. And please don’t drink the boiling broth. If it doesn’t simmer enough, it’ll be almost like plain water.”

“Got it!”

When I stepped out of the kitchen, the sun was already beginning to set in the sky.

“Ah, why does my body feel so tired on my day off?”

I think I’m busier than my working days.

Busy, busy knight’s restaurant.

“You will do fine, right?”

You just need to watch and wake me up, you won’t make any mistakes.


“Yawn! Let’s take a short break.”

Stretching, I headed towards home, just 5 minutes away from the restaurant.

I just need a little rest.

Just a little.


	A word from the author (Author review).



“Ah, now I’m craving some soup with rice!”



 
  
    Chapter 24: Beef bone broth, made by simmering bones for a long time, with cubed radish kimchi (2)


Bubble bubble.

Heimer looked at the pot bubbling in the kitchen of the knights’ dining hall with his fellow knight, Hamilton, who was also guarded the viscounty together.

“We’re boiling this beef bone soup to serve to the baron, right?”

Hamilton muttered as he watched the bubbling pot.

He was a fellow knight serving under Lancelot along with Heimer.

A rookie knight, just like Heimer, who had been knighted only three years ago.

Like Heimer himself, Hamilton was still lacking in skills, and he was the most mischievous among the knights of the viscounty.

“By the way, even if you boil beef bones, isn’t it just for making sauce?”

“That’s right.”

Heimer nodded at Hamilton’s words.

“What kind of sauce is Sir Lucas planning to make with that?”

Hamilton’s voice was filled with anticipation.

Having tasted the food Lucas had made several times, he was expecting the near-miraculous cooking skills that Lucas would display.

“He said it’s not for making sauce.”

“Not for sauce?”

“Yes. He said the broth made from boiling those bones is the dish itself.”

“Did you hear about any seasoning he’s going to add?”

Hamilton approached Heimer as if he wanted to hear a forbidden secret.

If it’s a dish being presented to the nobleman, it must be good for vitality and tastes great, right?

He was eager to know what kind of seasoning, sauce, and ingredients would be used.

“He said he’s not adding anything.”

Heimer dashed his expectations all at once.

“Not adding anything?”

“Yes. He said the finished broth itself is already the dish.”

“Come on, don’t lie. How can broth made from boiled bones be a dish?”

There were several dishes made by boiling bones even in the Empire.

But these were for making stock.

I have seen broth used to make brown sauce or as a base for various soups or stew dishes.

But a dish made just by boiling bones?

I have never heard of such a thing.

“Are you doubting Sir Lucas?”

“It’s not that… but honestly, it doesn’t make sense. No matter how skilled Sir Lucas is, how can he create a finished dish just by boiling beef bones?”

“He’s already made unbelievable dishes. Did you ever imagine that a bull could be so tender?”

“Yes, but.”

Even though he said that, Heimer found it hard to believe as well.

He had mentioned it was bone broth.

It wasn’t that he doubted Lucas, but no matter how much he thought about it, he couldn’t understand how simply boiling bones could result in a finished dish.

The sound of the beef bones boiling continued to bubble steadily.

As the broth containing the bones boiled vigorously, the amount of liquid gradually decreased.

At first, the kitchen was filled with an unfamiliar smell.

It had a savory scent from the melting fat, but how should I put it?

It felt like fat diluted with water?

That’s definitely how it was at first.

The smell was bland and, well, it didn’t give the impression that it would be tasty.

However, as time passed and the white broth began to turn milky and the aroma grew richer, Heimer’s thoughts changed.

“The smell is fascinating.”

The scent rising from the broth was, how should he put it, like a cradle gently enveloping him.

It almost smelled like milk, with an indescribable depth of flavor.

It was good.

The aroma was incredibly pleasing.

He approached the pot as if he were in a trance.

Heimer stared blankly at the bubbling broth.

It had a strangely captivating appearance.

‘This color is similar to Liana’s skin tone,’ he thought.

Ahem.

Perhaps because it was evening, such random thoughts crossed his mind.

As a knight, he ought to restrain his desires.

Heimer slapped his cheek and continued to watch the simmering bone broth.

“But can I have a taste? I’m curious about the flavor. They say the bones of a fighting bull are really good for vitality. Will it really give me a burst of energy?”

And there was another person drawn to the broth just like Heimer.

Hamilton.

He too stared intently at the broth alongside Heimer, speaking as he did.

In his eyes was a desire to taste it as soon as possible.

Heimer, skimming off the rising fat with a ladle as Lucas had instructed, said, “Sir Lucas said not to eat it. If we eat it before it’s properly finished, it won’t taste good.”

“Really? Hmm… Aren’t you curious about the secret in that broth?”

“It’s better not to. If we tamper with it and the flavor changes, it could be a big problem.”

Heimer objected to Hamilton’s suggestion.

“Eugh, there seems to be some incredible secret hidden in there.”

Both of them smelled the gentle aroma enveloping their noses as they watched the frothy broth bubble.

Heimer was also filled with anticipation.

Lucas had demonstrated his own knightly prowess through dishes like tonkatsu, bulgogi, and various other dishes including fighting bull meat.

What would this taste like?

What teachings lie within this broth? What knightly skill is hidden in this broth, so different from conventional cooking methods? Could this be another one of his teachings?

As the broth simmered, Heimer noticed that the creamy smell of fat, which had initially filled the kitchen, became increasingly intense.

‘This is…’

Heimer furrowed his brow, lost in thought.

The bone broth continued to simmer, releasing its essence as it boiled.

As the broth thickened, its volume gradually decreased.

The pleasantly tickling scent of the thickening broth as the volume decreased made Heimer wonder, ‘Is emptying it out over a long period the key? Does it mean that the essence of knighthood deepens gradually over time?’


Heimer felt a refreshing sensation in his head.

It was another moment of enlightenment.

However, apart from that, he still didn’t fully understand about the bone broth.

Even after continuously smelling it, he couldn’t even imagine what it might taste like.

“Let’s do what I can do.”

He knew he wasn’t a versatile knight like Lucas, skilled even in cooking.

All he could do was wait for the broth to simmer, as Lucas had said.

With enough grease removed, Heimer returned to his original position and sat cross-legged.

He closed his eyes and entered into meditation, watching the bone broth gradually darken.

He vowed to make this enlightenment his own before it faded away.

Heimer diligently absorbed Lucas’s teachings.

And when he opened his eyes again,

“……………Hamilton, what’s going on?”

“Well, you see. Hehe! The, the broth was really good. This definitely wasn’t something I ate? Absolutely not stolen because of its reputed vigor. Oh no? Ugh.”

Hamilton’s antics were accompanied by the scent of beef fat and milk that Heimer had smelled earlier.

“You really……………….”

With the bone broth almost gone, the bottom of the pot was nearly exposed.

“I, I only had one bowl. I swear! Ugh! Th, three bowls at most……………….”

This was serious.

What should I do?

★★★

Urgently awakened by Heimer’s words, I returned to the restaurant and found Heimer’s fellow knight, Hamilton, kneeling with his hands raised high.

And there was a sign hanging around his neck.

-I’m sorry. I am a foolish knight with no self-control. Unable to resist the fact that beef bone broth is good for vitality, I ate the soup. I will undergo a 12-hour intensive training as punishment.

Beside Hamilton, Heimer bowed his head.

“Sir Lucas, I apologize. I was meditating and unaware of what was happening.”

“Wait? Hamilton, did you eat that?”

“I’m sorry.”

“No matter how much it’s a vitality supplement, still, to eat all of that…………”

Hamilton bowed his head as if ashamed.

I glanced at the bone broth for a moment.

There was less left than I expected, but it wasn’t completely gone.

It seemed he had eaten about three bowls while unable to resist the smell during boiling.

“I’m glad you didn’t eat with Heimer.”

“I do not engage in behaviors that are contrary to the code of conduct for knights, such as stealing others’ food!”
Heimer shouted indignantly.

Hamilton’s head gradually drooped lower.

“Is there a place to use it?”

“………………Yes.”

“Ah.”

Darn it.

I’m a bit envious of that.

“But how did it taste?”

“At first, it was a bit bland, but as it simmered, it became a bit richer and greasier.”

“Just a bit richer?”

“Uh, no. It was quite edible.”

“Really? It must have been very greasy and bland without enough seasoning.”

Hamilton remained silent without denying it.

Bone broth without fully removing the fat was excessively greasy and hard to eat.

This was because all the fat from the meat attached to the bones melted into the broth, resulting in a significant amount of fat.

Even though skimming the rising fat while boiling the broth helped, it was difficult to remove all the fat from the broth.

Thus, the broth needed to be skimmed further after cooking to remove the remaining fat to achieve the desired result.

Since he ate it without removing the fat, it must have been extremely greasy.

The taste of the fat probably still lingered in his mouth.

Any taste of the charcoal-grilled meat he ate earlier was likely completely forgotten.

He probably ate it because he couldn’t resist the claims of its vitality benefits.

“Well, at least you found it tasty.”

“……..”

“The broth from the second and third boils is usually better than the first. But if the first one, without even skimming the fat, tasted good, there’s no need to bother with the second and third.”

Hamilton, with nothing to say for himself, closed his eyes tightly.

I strained the remaining bone broth into a smaller pot.

“Now, we’ll put this in the fridge or cool it down to remove the solidified fat.”

This was a necessary step for enjoying clear and delicious bone broth.

Even with continuous skimming while boiling, some fat inevitably remains in the broth.

Though it can be removed without cooling, since the bones need to be simmered again during the cooling process, this method—though it makes cleaning more cumbersome—is much more effective for removing fat.

If the fat isn’t removed beforehand, the broth becomes too greasy and can easily lead to weight gain.

Just as Hamilton had mentioned.

After straining the first boil, I added water to the remaining bones and brought it to a boil again, just like the first time.

“What should we do now?”

“We’ll take turns on duty. To prevent incidents like this, I need to be on duty as well.”

Hamilton’s head drooped even lower.

“I’m sorry for showing such disgrace in front of Sir Lucas.”

Seeing this, Heimer took the sign hanging around Hamilton’s neck and revised the wording.

-I”m sorry. I am a foolish knight with no self-control. Unable to resist the fact that beef bone broth is good for vitality, I ate the soup. I will undergo 24 hours of intensive training as punishment.

The intensive training increased from 12 hours to 24 hours.

“What is intensive training?”

“It’s a hellish regimen devised by Captain Lancelot. Even after just six hours, your whole body will be trembling. Since he consumed a vitality supplement, he should be able to endure it.”

That’s really not necessary.

In fact, the first boil of bone broth isn’t very tasty.

The second or third boil is when the flavor truly develops.

That’s why I didn’t particularly mind Hamilton eating it.

Although, having a girlfriend is a bit enviable, but anyway.

The important thing is to preserve the second and third boils of the bone broth to achieve the best flavor.

I didn’t argue against the punishment Heimer imposed.

Of course, I didn’t suggest stopping it either.

It absolutely wasn’t because I was envious of him having a girlfriend.

“Then, I leave it to you. We need to prepare good food for the lord. If you endure a little more, I’ll make sure to set aside some of the finished dish for you later.”

Everyone nodded at this.

Honestly, they all seem obsessed with virility.

I saw the hopeful look in Hamilton’s eyes.

“Sir Hamilton is excluded since he’s already eaten.”

“Ugh!”

I assigned the duties.

We needed enough rest to prepare the bull meat for the third boil.

★★★

“So, this is the beef you mentioned?”

“Yes, it is.”

Viscount Britten looked at the omakase beef his son Henry had brought.

“One was said to be a lump of raw meat, while the other was called charcoal-grilled, but they said they were grilled on a flare range because there was no charcoal.

Viscount Britten, who knew well about bull meat, swallowed his saliva as he looked at the food Lucas had given to Henry, knights, and soldiers.

Roasting.

That tough meat……….

But then again, I couldn’t refuse to eat what my son had brought.

‘Can you really eat this?’

‘Yes, you can. It’s really delicious, so please try it once.’

‘……Alright.'”

He’s eating raw meat.

Although skeptical, the viscount picked up a lump with chopsticks.

“Hmm…………”

The viscount had never regretted his choices in his 45 years of life.

His choices didn’t always lead to success.

But he believed that even if his choices ended in failure, there were lessons to be learned from them.

He had always been like that until now.

“I prided myself on always living with a learning attitude, so I could appreciate the tranquility of the British countryside, even when it seemed devoid of anything.

However, for the first time in my 45 years of life, I regretted not eating something.

It was so delicious.

I’m looking forward to the meal Lucas will prepare for me tomorrow.”





★★★★★

“It was more delicious than any meat I’ve ever eaten.

The sensation of the bull’s movements in the raw meat, and the deeply grilled charcoal barbecue, was an experience I’ve never felt before.

The chewy texture of the raw meat and the lingering juiciness in the mouth are hard to describe in words.

Freshly caught beef is this delicious.

However, Chef Lucas warned that unless it’s from a reputable place, never eat raw meat.

I hope everyone takes note.

The charcoal barbecue was the best barbecue of my life. I want to eat it again.

Recommended menu: Beef intestines, charcoal-grilled bull omakase.”

-Henry Britten, the young lord of viscounty of Britten-


● Author’s Note: I’m reaching out to you during lunch time today.

See you again at 6 o’clock~

Thank you for your support, Nobungi!

Thank you for your support, Timocream!

Hearing that you enjoyed reading it gives me more strength. Thank you! I will work hard to write more!



 
  
    Chapter 25: Beef bone broth, made by simmering bones for a long time, with cubed radish kimchi (3)


“It’s finished.”

There was a minor incident, but I completed the final third batch of bone broth.

After cooling it down and removing the solidified fat, I obtained a milky, cream-like bone broth.

Now, if I heat this up before serving, it can be immediately put on the table.

Of course, it needs to be accompanied by radish kimchi, kimchi, chive salad, and salt and pepper.

It is commonly said that bone broth tastes best after being simmered 2 or 3 times.

The broth from the first boiling has too much fat, making it burdensome to eat no matter how much fat is skimmed off.

The broth from the second boiling is often considered the best because it brings out the deep flavor of the beef bones.

However, I personally preferred the broth from the third boiling.

When the fully dissolved and chunky beef bones were eaten with rice, the deep flavor of the beef bones could be most explicitly tasted.

“Is it finally over?”

The fellow knights on duty looked at me with dark circles and hollow eyes.

Thanks to being on duty together, I was able to get a little sleep.

“You may now return. I’ll let Captain Lancelot know that the four of you can take a nap.”

“That’s a relief. If we couldn’t even nap, I would have definitely deserted.”

Heimer staggered as he got up.

The other two knights also stumbled as they got up.

Hamilton, who had especially deep dark circles, also got up.

He apologized as he had stayed up all night helping to boil the beef bone broth.

“After serving the lord, I’ll make sure to save some for the knights as well. Sir Hamilton has had enough, so he can eat next time.”

At those words, smiles appeared on the faces of the weary knights.

Except for one person.

“I’ll look forward to it.”

“Thank you, Sir Lucas.”

“I won’t do it again.”

Hamilton, with his head hung low, trudged away.

He did work hard, but it was his own doing.

If we overlook these things one by one, who knows what might happen.

It’s best to be firm when necessary to avoid trouble.

We can prepare the oxtail boiled pork with green onions and seasoned chives during the break time after lunch.

I started preparing for today’s business, looking at the sun rising in the east.

The day that was not sweet (nor was it a holiday) has ended.

“Time to work again.”

Especially since we have to serve the beef bone set this evening.

★★★

“Sir Lucas, the meat you sent yesterday was delicious. It was really good.”

Viscount Britten, who smiled as soon as he saw me, sat at the table I had set up in advance.

Next to him was Viscountess Britten.

Opposite them sat Henry, making the table feel like a cozy family gathering.

“Was it difficult to find the place?”

“Haha, it’s right next to the manor. And to taste the best, you have to eat at the chef’s place, don’t you?”

Behind the softly laughing Viscount Britten was Lancelot.

“Ahem, I heard from the kids that there’s a dish called bone soup, so I accompanied the Viscount here. I’m his bodyguard, after all.”

Lancelot, who made eye contact with me, quickly averted his gaze and fiddled with his sword.

It seems our captain visits the restaurant quite often.

This shouldn’t be happening.

He should be raising and sending off new recruits quickly.

Not coming to me.

However, this place wasn’t meant for Lancelot.

This place was meant for the Viscount who came here.

Serving the best food to our esteemed customer and landowner who even used the company card.

That was the purpose of tonight’s feast.

“Well then, I’ll serve the beef bone dishes.”

“I’m looking forward to it. Show me what you’ve got.”

I took out the portable stove and placed the grill with the finished oxtail boiled pork on it.

The thoroughly cooked oxtail boiled pork was topped with seasoned chives.

In front of the portable stove, I set out side dishes filled with well-fermented kimchi and radish kimchi.

“It’s a bit of a shame there’s no salted squid.”

Lastly, I filled an earthenware pot with the beautifully milky bone broth and placed it on the table along with bowls of steamed rice.

The beef bone soup, with bits of meat floating in it, was placed in front of the Viscount’s family.

“This is boiled meat and bull bone broth made from simmered bull’s bones. You can season it with salt and pepper to your taste.”

I offered salt, pepper, and thinly sliced green onions.

I noticed a look of interest on Lancelot’s face as he stood behind the Viscount.

Captain, there’s no share for you here. Let it go.

“Got it.”

The Viscount’s face lit up with interest at the sight of the unfamiliar style of food.

“First, let me adjust the seasoning for you, Viscount.”

I lightly sprinkled salt and pepper into his bull bone soup.

Henry, who had been observing my actions, followed suit and sprinkled salt after me.

The Viscountess did the same.

After adjusting the seasoning to taste, I handed the spoon to the Viscount.

“Please, give it a try.”

I watched quietly from the side as he cautiously took a spoonful of the bull bone soup, where steam was still rising from the pot.

“Ohhhh… This is…”

The Viscount’s face brightened as he tasted the smooth, white broth.

“To think such depth of flavor could come from just a clear broth.”

“It’s the essence of bull bone and beef fat, where all the flavors meld together. Although it may seem like just a clear broth, it encapsulates the essence of the bull’s life.”

“Is that so? Haha, hearing you describe it like that, it really feels like I’m being treated to something remarkable.”

He took another spoonful.


By now, the warm bull bone broth would likely be soothing his throat and warming his empty stomach.

That’s the charm of bone broth.

The gentle warmth that envelops your empty stomach like a mother’s embrace.

The rich flavor of the bull bone filling your mouth, with hints of the light fat seeping through.

Without me even mentioning it, he scooped up some beef bone with his spoon and took a bite.

“Hahaha…”

The Viscount, having tasted the beef bone, could only laugh.

“Haha, this is… astonishing. Truly…”

“Oh my, this is really delicious!” The Viscountess exclaimed, looking at me in surprise.

“As expected, Lucas! I knew I could trust you!” Henry gave me a thumbs-up.

“This is just the beginning. Now, mix the rice into the bone broth and eat it.”

“Just mix it in?”

“Yes. And if you eat it with the kimchi and radish kimchi, you’ll experience the ultimate taste. You can also enjoy them separately if you prefer.”

The three of them mixed the rice into the bone soup and took generous spoonfuls of the beef bone and rice.

The white rice was infused with the rich broth, and drops of soup dripped from the spoon.

They placed pieces of bright red radish kimchi on top of the glistening white bone soup with chopsticks.

The contrast of colors became even more vivid with the red radish kimchi cut into just the right size.

They took a perfect bite.

Crunch! Slurp!

The fresh crunch of the well-fermented radish kimchi and the clear sound of eating the soupy rice created a pleasant harmony.

“Mmm!”

“Wow~.”

The three people widened their eyes and looked at the pickled vegetables.

“It changes the taste much more provocatively. Hehe.”

If being embraced in the warmth of a gentle mother’s embrace is like sipping bone broth, then feeling a slightly rough taste from the pickled vegetables would be like being held by rock-hard arms.

Both the texture and taste are completely opposite from bone broth.

It has a slightly spicy and tangy flavor, perfectly balanced with a salty tanginess.

Perhaps it’s resembles a rebellious adolescent boy.

“It was the best combination precisely because they were completely opposite.”

“How does it taste?” I asked.

My question didn’t deter viscount from raising his thumb.

“It’s the best I’ve ever had,” he said.

“Thank you.”

Grateful for the sincere praise, I nodded lightly to viscount.

I knew it would be.

Everyone loves beef bone soup with pickled radish.

“Then, please try this as well. It’s bull tailbone boiled in its own broth. It is a part known for its benefits similar to beef bones, especially for vitality.”

Just like beef bone soup, bull tailbone is made by boiling the bones deeply, so it’s believed to have similar effects to beef bones.

I didn’t know how good tailbone could be for vitality, but since it’s believed by the imperial citizens, I should offer it as part of our service.

“Wow, that’s fascinating. You boiled the tailbone whole?”

“Yes, that’s correct. And the chive salad on top is also good for men, often eaten to promote a healthy marital relationship. It’s said that the third emperor of the former empire, Emperor Moritanus, ate this chive salad and had ten children.”

At the mention, the faces of viscount Britten and Viscountess turned red.

“Well, ah, I see. We understand that it’s effective, so there’s no need to say more.”

Thanks to the gentle heat, the tailbone remained warm without cooling down.

Viscount, picking up a piece of tailbone with his chopsticks, looked at me.

“How do you eat this?”

“Oh, you just hold the bone with one hand and tear the meat with your teeth.”

“Hehe, it’s a bit, how should I put it… a style often used by knights. Not using utensils.”

“That’s why it’s good for men. Doesn’t it boost male vigor?”

“I see.”

Viscount nodded in understanding as he held the bone with his hand and tore into the meat.

The tender tail, well-cooked and easily separated from the bone, went smoothly into viscount’s mouth.

“Oh? It’s surprisingly tender, isn’t it?”

“I cooked it thoroughly enough.”

Viscount closed his eyes as he chewed the tail slowly, savoring the taste.

As he savored the flavor, his lips slowly curved upwards.

“It’s an amazing taste. Truly… I’m at a loss for words. How do I even describe this?”

The sensation of meat that was initially thought to be tough, but ultimately tears apart and melts in your mouth, is something only the eater can truly understand.

The exquisite flavor of the juices seeping out as the meat tears apart.

Without needing words, viscount seemed to feel it all sufficiently.

The viscount’s mouth filled with a satisfied smile as he savored the meat.

“Dipping it in soy sauce or eating it with chive salad would be delicious. Pickled radish is also good.”

“Wife, you should try it too. It’s an excellent taste.”

“I’m fine. You should have it all.”

“…Because it’s good for men?”

With a blush on her face, viscountess lowered her head slightly and nodded subtly.

She seemed quite shy and modest.

“It’s also good for women’s skincare. Please try it.”

“Oh, um, is that so?”

Only then did she cautiously pick up a piece of bone.

Her manner of holding the bone with one hand and delicately covering her mouth with the other hand as she ate, exuded the elegance typical of noblewomen.

However, she couldn’t hide the change in her expression, as her pupils dilated gradually while chewing the meat.

“It’s delicious. It’s a taste I’ve never experienced before.”

After swallowing all the meat, she elegantly smiled and lavishly praised it, reminding me of someone.

Another noblewoman, who, despite her noble status, ate with gusto rather than elegance.


	Soy bean paste stew!

	I came here to eat soy bean paste stew again today!

	Since there’s no princess anyway, won’t you recommend a special menu for me?

	Mmm! It’s delicious!



Camilla Wagon.

Her insistence on coming every day when there was no princess, asking for soy bean paste stew, was unforgettable.

If she liked my cooking so much, she probably sent Kobi to scout for headhunting opportunities.

Henry also picked up some tail soup.

Dipping chive salad with his fork, he ate it with the tail.

“Wow! It’s delicious! Lucas, it’s really good!”

“Henry, you should call him Sir Lucas. Sir Lucas is also a knight.”

“Mother, Sir Lucas said it’s okay! Right?”

The boy asked me, his eyes shining brightly.

“Madam, it’s fine. It’s a sign of our closeness.”

“Oh, I’m really sorry.”

Chewing on a piece of pickled radish, viscount continued to express his admiration.

“This is truly a delicacy. It’s completely different from ordinary meat… The flavor of the meat is deep, and the taste of the well-boiled beef bones permeates with each chew, it’s fantastic.”

“If you suck on the remaining bone marrow, you can enjoy a new flavor.”

“Well, that’s a bit unbecoming of a noble’s dignity…”

“There’s no room for modesty when it comes to vitality, viscount.”

At that, he sucked on the remaining bone marrow.

Slurp!

The broth and marrow were sucked into viscount’s mouth, and his expression changed.

It seemed to be some kind of signal.

Viscount, who had been eating while trying to maintain at least a minimum of aristocratic dignity, loosened.

He slurped the bone marrow with gusto, after eating beef bone soup with a spoon, eating kimchi with chopsticks, and finally putting the remaining beef bone into his mouth.

For a few days, he ate beef bone rice soup with gusto, like a starving person.

Just watching him eat made one’s mouth water.

“It looks good.”

Before he realized it, viscount had emptied the entire bowl of beef bone soup and then lifted the bowl to gulp down the remaining broth.

“Ahh!”

He let out a deep sigh mixed with satisfaction and then popped the remaining pickled radish into his mouth.

Crunch, crunch.

Having finished even the pickled radish, he leaned back in his chair and gazed at the empty bowl, his face content and satisfied.

Half of the braised beef bone prepared for the viscount family was gone, consumed entirely by viscount himself.

“It was a fierce battle between me and the food. And I emerged victorious.”

In a sleepy voice, he muttered as he looked at the empty bowl.

“Truly regrettable. That this is all there is. Such a deep flavor… It must be the culmination of all the essence of the bull’s bone. Such luxurious and exquisite food, I may never taste it again in my lifetime.”

It seems like there’s a misunderstanding here.

“There’s still plenty of beef bone soup left.”

“…Is that true?”

“Yes. Surely a big bull like that wouldn’t produce only this much, right?”

“Even though it tasted so rich?”

“Look at that pot over there.”

Viscount got up from his seat and looked into the kitchen.

His face lit up upon seeing the white broth in the three large pots.

“Hahaha! This wasn’t all! I’ve never been this happy before. Hahahah!”

He laughed heartily at the relief of knowing there was more beef bone soup to enjoy.

He seemed to enjoy it so much that I decided not to mention the remaining bones.

“There are still some unused bones.”

I’ll freeze them for later.

While viscountess and Henry were feeling deeply satisfied after enjoying both the beef bone soup and braised tail, viscount asked me.

“Sir Lucas, um…?”

“I apologize.”

“I didn’t say anything.”

“You’re suggesting I become the exclusive chef of the Viscount’s residence, aren’t you?”

It’s too obvious from your expression. Vuscount, you shouldn’t gamble on this.

“Did it show?”

“Yes. I’ll have to decline. I came here because I want to open my own shop.”

“Ah, that’s truly regrettable. I wanted to eat your cooking every day…”

“Feel free to visit from time to time. I don’t turn away customers.”

“Hehe, I suppose that’s not possible. Since there’s already a chef assigned to the Viscount’s residence. Can’t just let someone we went to such lengths to bring here go to waste.”

“Though it’s homemade, it seems you enjoyed it with a hint of regret,” he said, as he finished his meal.

“Once a month should be fine,” he added, seemingly having particularly enjoyed the beef bone soup.

“I’ll handle all the expenses through the castle treasury. Lia will send it to you through me. Can’t we do at least this much for the soldier who defended the village?”

“Understood.”

Viscount, you sure are generous.

★★★

As the distance between the restaurant and the castle was short, Britten wrapped his arm around his wife’s waist as they walked back to the castle.

“Darling, let’s head straight to the bedroom tonight. I just can’t sleep like this.”

“Oh my, I had no idea.”

Watching his parents, who seemed to be even more affectionate than usual, Henry couldn’t help but feel both pleased and cringed at the same time.

Tonight, he’ll have to sleep in the guesthouse.





★★★★★

In short, he concluded,

“These dishes have awakened my forgotten masculinity.”

That’s all I needed to say.

Recommended menu: Beef bone soup, braised tailbone.

-Louis Britten, viscount of Britten-





★★★

The road connecting the city of Lupetown, a little away from the Britten Duchy.

“Kobi,, how much longer until we reach Britten viscounty?”

“We should arrive in three days.”

“Sigh, have we been traveling for about ten days now?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“It’s unbelievable that it takes two weeks from the capital at our Golden Wagon’s speed. Isn’t it too far? We’re faster than other merchants, aren’t we?”

“It’s much better than the eastern border. There are mountain ranges there, so it takes an extra two months to travel once.”

“But there’s also a portal, so if you’re determined, it only takes a week.”

Kobi fell silent at Camilla Wagon’s reproach.

“Sigh, why are there no portals connecting cities in the south?”

Kobi couldn’t bring himself to speak.

“It’s because you said there’s no profitable place in the south, so you advised against building portals there.” He said.


The top-ranking Camilla Wagon of the Golden Wagon grumpily drove the conversation with Kobi.

Author’s Note (Author’s Postscript): The beef bone soup part turned out longer than expected, so I made some adjustments.

I’ll come back tomorrow with a new menu.

Thank you, Mr. Groundnut, for your support!

I’ll strive to bring you even more delicious menus!



 
  
    Chapter 26: Guildmaster, if you say it like that, everyone will misunderstand


“I feel reassured.”

Even after giving some as a gift to the lord and additional gifts to the hardworking knights, there was still plenty of beef bone soup left.

Having eaten it for two days, there was still enough beef bone soup left to heat up and eat, warming a corner of my heart.

“This is the taste.”

I took a big bite of a large piece of radish kimchi about the length of two fingers.

I liked the crunchy texture of the well-fermented radish.

My teeth marks were clearly visible on the piece of radish kimchi I had just bitten into.

I served the radish kimchi cut up to the lord, but personally, I preferred to bite into the whole piece of radish kimchi.

Doesn’t it taste better this way?

“Should I add more rice soup?”

As the warm broth filled my stomach, everything felt positive.

I felt like I could do anything right now.

Positive thoughts were racing through my mind.

For example, adding more items to the menu.

Wouldn’t that be okay?

Even though it might be a bit daunting to prepare a more varied menu, considering my experience as a cook for the knights…

Slap!

“Get a grip, Lucas!”

I slapped my cheeks to wake up my mind, which had started to turn infinitely positive from the strength of the beef bone soup.

The stinging, burning sensation brought me back to reality.

This is dangerous.

The positive energy from the hot rice soup.

With my stomach full of the soft broth and rice, I felt like I could do anything.

Even if a meteor fell, everything would be okay, right?

Ah, maybe that’s a bit too much?

If this were Korea, I would have topped it off with a cup of vending machine mix coffee from a restaurant.

A stomach full of hearty food and then some sweet mix coffee?

That would be perfect.

I didn’t realize how much I’d miss mix coffee.

Then again, if I had some mix coffee, I probably wouldn’t have had the self-control to slap my cheeks just now.

Gukbap with mix coffee? We have to do this.

I would have definitely added it to the menu.

“If the menu gets any bigger, I won’t be able to handle it. I’m not going to get up at dawn every day to keep boiling bone broth.”

Without extra hands, it was impossible to boil bone broth every day.

I could use the break time between lunch and dinner to prepare it, but then I’d end up having to let the broth simmer all day, which wouldn’t be ideal.

The reason I could prepare food for over 500 people in the knights’ order without any issues was that other knights helped with washing dishes, cleaning, and preparing supplies.

I only had to focus on cooking, which made it relatively easier.

Of course, stirring a large cauldron with a ladle bigger than a shovel all day wasn’t exactly easy either.

If it’s soybean paste stew or kimchi stew, it might be worth adding.

“Hmm, that’s not a bad idea…”

There’s still plenty of soybean paste I brought from the capital, and there’s also some newly fermenting soybean.

If the quantity isn’t too large, I can manage it.

And since there’s plenty of well-fermented kimchi, making soybean stew should be doable as well.

“Come to think of it, the princess really loved this kimchi stew…”

Suddenly, I had this thought.

Could I have helped her turn over a new leaf? If she hadn’t become a tyrant, the events from a romance fantasy novel wouldn’t have happened.

That kind of thought.

Slap!

“Get a grip. As if that could happen. What power does a mere cook have?”

Being full made all sorts of thoughts come to mind.

“Sigh, anyway, I’m done eating now.”

I smacked my lips as I looked at the now empty pot of beef bone soup.

Although I had plenty of frozen bull bones, the thought of boiling them again made me dizzy.

They’d probably stay in the freezer for a while.

Or I could sell them to the Golden Wagon trading company.

Bull bones have long been sold as a tonic, so they would likely appreciate them.

They also know the taste of properly prepared bones, so they’d pay a good price.

“Come to think of it, how much soju do I have left?”

I opened the external refrigerator where I kept the soju for sale in the evening.

The refrigerator, once full of soju, was almost empty.

“There’s really not much left now.”

Kobi said he would visit again within the month, so he should be coming soon…

It’s inconvenient not being able to contact him.

In Korea, everything would be done with a simple click on a smartphone.

Magic isn’t perfect for everything, after all.

I had no choice but to check the remaining quantity of soju.

Rattle.

The door opened.

“It’s break time. We’re not open right now.”

“Boss!”

The person who walked in was Liana from the internal affairs department of the viscounty.

“Oh, Liana.”

“This is the payment for the bull meat and beef bone soup we had three days ago.”

She was holding a large sack in her hands.

“Is that all gold coins?”

“Yes. It’s a total of 100 gold. But just in case, feel free to count it yourself! There are five platinum coins worth 10 gold each and fifty gold coins worth 1 gold each.”

100 gold coins.

That was an enormous amount for a single meal’s expense.

In this world, you can think of 1 gold as equivalent to 100,000 won in Korea.


So, 100 gold would be close to 10 million won.

To think that 10 million won was spent on a meal for 80 people.

That’s over 100,000 won per person.

It must include the price of the beef bone soup and tail stew.

Viscount, you’re quite generous.

Golden Wagon’s Kobi at the top probably wouldn’t pay this much.

Knowing the income of this fief, if he’s willing to pay 100 gold, it must mean he deeply appreciates the cooking I provided.

“I can’t just send her away empty-handed.”

After confirming the sack with exactly 100 gold, I nodded at her.

“Please wait here for a moment. I’ll pack some meat to send to the lord.”

“Huh? That’s not necessary.”

I sliced up some leftover meat from the refrigerator and handed it to her.

“You can just grill the meat like before. As for the bull bones, you can request the castle cook to prepare it. They’ll know what to do.”

Since we hunted the bull together, it’s fine to send some leftover meat and bones.

“Oh, and did you hear? The top shareholder of the Golden Wagon came to the southern part of the empire this time. My sister who works in a nearby city was saying how difficult it was. They just barged in without any notice.”

Wait a moment.

What did you say?

“Camilla Wagon is in the southern part of the empire?”

“Yes. Anyway, the southern part of the empire has been lagging behind in development for decades, right? There’s talk going around that Camilla Wagon might be looking into suitable terrain for developing the south.”

No.

That can’t be.

There’s nothing in the south that the Golden Wagon would spend money on.

Just vast plains with nothing much else.

There are fresh fish in the sea and a variety of livestock, but the capital and the western part of the empire can supply them just fine.

Even if transportation took a long time, there was no way they would build a portal to transport low-efficiency grains.

And they wouldn’t develop cities there either.

The land had potential, but the return on investment was too low to warrant spending money.

That was Camilla Wagon’s assessment of the entire southern part of the empire.

I knew this for certain because I had heard it directly from her.

‘Where do you think is the least valuable place to invest in the empire?’


	“Where is the least valuable? Why ask the obvious? It’s definitely the entire southern region of the Lurette River. There’s plenty of grain, but nothing special beyond that.”



At the time, she spoke with certainty in her voice.


	“It’s not even bordering another country, so it only requires the most basic defense. Unless something extraordinary comes out of it, there’s no need to spend money on that land.”

	“Why are you asking this? It would make more sense to ask where the best investment opportunities are.”



I remembered her sneaking into the knight’s order to eat food, smiling as she spoke.

That was when it started.

The reason I chose the Britten viscounty as my new home.

If it was a place Camilla would never look at, I thought even a tyrant wouldn’t bother with it.

She wouldn’t come just for a trip.

She hated pointless journeys more than anyone.

‘Could it be because of me?’

I thought about when Kobi visited me.


	“So, I must ask, are you seriously not considering returning to the capital?”

	“The head of the guild misses your cooking, Lucas.”



I had told him that if she wanted to eat my food, she’d have to come directly to my place.

Honestly, it was a polite way of refusing.


	“Are you serious?”

	“Understood. I will relay that to the head. If she wants to eat, she has to come directly.”



Kobi’s expression was meaningful when he asked me that. Was she really planning to come?

“No way… I must be overthinking things.”

“Boss, what’s wrong? You look really troubled. Is something wrong?”

“No, it’s nothing.”

“Anyway, it’s really amazing. We’re talking about Camilla Wagon! She revolutionized transportation with portals, used massive wagons for large-scale transport, and expanded the size of the trading company by selling goods at relatively low prices through the extensive Wagon network across various regions!”

“If someone like her expands into the southern empire, even the Britten viscounty might find better sources of income. As an administrator of the Britten viscounty, we can’t miss such an opportunity!”

Liana had entered full Camilla praise mode.

Then, I heard commotion outside.

It was 4 PM.

It wasn’t time for people to return from outside the city, nor was it time for the guards and servants working inside the castle to come out.

I could sense it instinctively.

She’s here.

“Huh? What’s going on? Why is it so noisy outside…”

Liana didn’t finish her sentence.

“Is this the place? The shop Lucas runs?”

The voice came from outside.

“Boss, looks like there’s a customer. I’ll let them know it’s break time. Just a moment.”

Liana hurried outside.

I heard her scream upon discovering the source of the commotion.

“Ahhh!!!”

It wasn’t a scream of terror. Quite the opposite, actually.

It was closer to the excited cheer of a fan seeing their idol in person.

“Ca-Ca-Camilla?”

“Who are you?”

I could hear Camilla’s distinctive condescending tone.

I couldn’t just sit in the restaurant any longer.

Since she had come all this way, I had to face her.

I still had the boundless positive power from the beef bone soup.

When I opened the door and stepped out, her red hair like the setting sun and amber eyes turned towards me.

“Lucas! There you are! You have no idea how much I’ve been dying to see you.”

“Welcome, Camilla Wagon.”


She placed her hands on her waist and spoke, still looking at me.

“You have to take responsibility for making me like this, right?”

Liana, who had been looking at Camilla with admiration, widened her eyes.

I couldn’t tell what kind of story she was weaving in her head, but she kept repeating “Oh my” while covering her mouth with her hands.

Head of the guild, saying it like that will make everyone misunderstand.



 
  
    Chapter 27: You know, that white and soft thing?


Camilla, standing in front of the Britten estate, hesitated for a moment.

The reason was simple.

The Britten estate was exceedingly shabby.

There was no need to compare it to the capital of the Empire.

Even compared to the smaller towns in the southern region, which were considered relatively rural, it was a very small castle.

No matter how you looked at it, there was no sign of wealth to be found on this land.

It was not the kind of castle where a knight of Lucas’s stature, let alone a chef, would be.

“Kobi, why do you think he set up a shop in such a small estate?”

“Why do you think that is?”

“I don’t really know either.”

“Hmm… So he refused my offer just to open a shop in such a small place like this?”

“Still, Lucas seemed satisfied with his life now.”

“Kobi, that can’t be it.”

Satisfied with this kind of life?

To her, who believed the world revolved around money, it was a choice she couldn’t understand at all.

How much money had she offered him?

She was prepared to meet whatever salary Lucas wanted if he became her personal chef.

She was prepared to offer more than the captain of the imperial knights, no, even more than the best chef currently working for the imperial family.

She intended to make him the highest-earning individual among all chefs and knights.

Preferring a life stuck in such a rural place over earning everyone’s respect?

It made no sense.

This was a silent protest.

“It’s not about the money… What does he want?”

No matter how much she thought about it, she couldn’t find an answer.

“I guess I’ll have to ask him directly.”

She was confident.

Confident that she could give him anything he wanted.

As the carriage bearing the seal of the Golden Wagon Trading Company appeared, the guard blocking the entrance looked on in surprise.

“The Golden Wagon…?”

From that moment, the estate was in an uproar.

A carriage that didn’t suit the peaceful and quiet little estate raced down the main road.

Clop, clop.

When the procession reached the knight’s dining hall, the castle’s residents gathered around, murmuring and following her.

The first thing Camilla noticed was a sign written in unfamiliar characters.

“What is that?”

“It’s called ‘Knight’s restaurant’. They say the letters come from Lucas’s hometown.”

“Really? The shape is fascinating. It looks like a drawing.”

Beneath the unfamiliar, picture-like sign was a large bulletin board.

She carefully read the paper posted on the board.



★★★★★

“The bulgogi baekban and fried rice is really delicious.”

“I even steal some from the owner because it’s so good!

The owner is kind, and the food is delicious.

Recommended menu: Bulgogi baekban – Fried rice


	Liana, the owner’s estate manager –





“Hmm, what is this? It looks like testimonials written by customers. They write feedback to increase trust, it seems. The stars above probably indicate satisfaction.”

As she quietly read the bulletin board, the corners of her mouth lifted.

Increasing product credibility through customer reviews.

“Increasing credibility. An interesting promotional method.”

‘The higher the credibility of the person writing the review, the more effective the promotion.’

Most of the reviews were written by the estate’s officials, knights, the captain of the knights, and even the young lord and the lord himself.

These were mostly influential figures within the estate.

She used a similar method herself.

She would present the finest products they produced to the emperor and the imperial family, ensuring they used Golden Wagon’s products.

Seeing the emperor using their products, the nobles would aspire to follow suit, thus increasing the products’ value.

If the products became fashionable among the nobility, they could be sold at high prices, generating profit.

Of course, trends are never permanent.

Trends are like waves; products popular among the noble class soon trickle down to the middle class, who admire them.

By then producing and selling large quantities of mid-range products for this middle class, they would naturally gain widespread popularity.

By presenting their finest products to the imperial family, Golden Wagon Trading Company managed to sell their products at an unbelievable rate.

This was how Golden Wagon made their products popular in the capital region.

At the same time, it was how they established the Golden Wagon brand in the capital.

‘This is even more ingenious than what I did.’

Posting handwritten reviews from customers right in front of their shop.

The method she used to present products to the imperial family had a major drawback.

If the emperor did not choose the products she presented, they would never see the light of day.

It relied on the admiration people had for the emperor and the nobility.

But what if she was on bad terms with the current emperor?

She would never be able to use this method.

Moreover, it was difficult to use this strategy for products that weren’t visually striking, like fashion or jewelry.

Even if the emperor or the imperial family used them, if they didn’t catch the nobles’ attention, it would ultimately fail.

However, this method was different.

Having visitors write their own handwritten reviews was a way to pique potential buyers’ interest even more.

Why would they write such reviews?

How delicious must the food be?

What kind of dish could evoke such a feeling of nostalgia?

It was the perfect promotional method for a restaurant.

And it was a method that could be used in a broader range of fields.

Was this Lucas’s own idea?

If so, it would undoubtedly increase his value.


It meant he wasn’t just a skilled chef but also has commercial acumen.

“Fascinating.”

Camilla, who was carefully observing the structure of the bulletin board, asked Kobi.

“Kobi, what do you think?”

“Um, what do you mean?”

She didn’t notice the sudden paleness of Kobi’s face as she admired the reviews on Lucas’s bulletin board.

“This bulletin board. Do you think we could try it at one of the Golden Wagon’s operated stores?”

“It, it seems like a good idea.”

“Why do you look like you’ve been caught sneaking a bite secretly?”

“T-that’s… um…”

At that moment, her eyes caught sight of a review.



★★★★★

I feel like I’m drinking heaven with my eyes. At first, I thought it was just for show. But after tasting it, it’s paradise.

It goes well with soju.

I love GW soju a lot.

Guildmaster, you son of a bitch! I’ve got a temper too! Do you think you’re the only one with a mouth?

Recommended menu: Coco chicken gizzards – Soju


	Golden Wagon Senior Manager (Future Top Executive!) Kobi –





“It’s Kobi’s review.”

“Hey, Kobi.”

Camilla’s voice chilled for a moment.

“All right, you messed up! Writing ‘Future Top Executive’ was…”

She lowered her gaze to Kobi’s bowed head at a 120-degree angle.

“What did you eat behind my back?”

“M-me?”

“Coco…. gizzards? Are you out of your mind?”

“Oh, that, um, the gizzards don’t actually have any poop in them…”

“So, there’s fake dung there?”

“No, it’s not like that.”

“I didn’t know you had that kind of taste. And Lucas too. How could you just go ahead and do it? You should consider your reputation as a chef too.”

“I-I’m afraid you misunderstand, Miss.”

But Camilla had no intention of listening to him.

Upon reflection, she realized she was suddenly angry.

“Come to think of it, you ate Lucas’s food alone, whatever it was?”

“Yes yes?”

“This bastard must have just delivered the gift and relayed my message, yet he drank too?”

“T-that’s… um…”

“Sigh, and this guy is our Golden Wagon’s Senior Manager.”

Cautiously, Kobi, who was watching Camilla’s reaction, asked.

“I-I mean, about cursing at guildmaster.”

“Enough. Kobi, is this the first time you’ve done something crazy after drinking?”

“I’m sorry.” Ah…

“Know better next time. If you really want to become a future top executive by surpassing me.”

“Yes, Miss.”

It was the duty of a superior to overlook their subordinate’s odd hobbies.

‘Just don’t eat in front of me.’

As long as he does his job well, it doesn’t matter if he has strange tastes.

Kobi would have felt unfairly if he had heard what she was thinking.

Unfortunately, Kobi lacked the ability to read other people’s minds.

He was just relieved that he was alive and well.

When Kobi lowered his head, a pink-haired woman emerged from the restaurant.

“It’s break time right now…”

The pink-haired woman who met Camilla’s gaze screamed.

“Kyaaah! C-C-Camilla?”

“What are you doing here?”

As if hearing the sound, a familiar face came out from inside.

Jet-black hair, sharply defined chestnut eyes.

He wasn’t dressed in the flashy armor and uniforms of the knights as before, but he wore neat clothes with his sleeves rolled up to his elbows, and he looked at her.

Upon seeing him, saliva almost pooled in her mouth.

Thoughts of the soybean paste stew he made came flooding back, making her mouth water.

“Lucas! You’re here! You have no idea how much I’ve missed you.”

Camilla shouted with a nostalgic tone.

“You’ve arrived, Miss Camilla Wagon.”

“I guess you have to take responsibility for making me like this, right?”

★★★

“What brings you here?”

“You told me to come if I wanted to eat. So here I am, dragging my heavy feet.”

Camilla, sitting at the table, spoke arrogantly.

Since he had come as she requested, it was now a gesture to ask for hospitality.

“I didn’t expect you to actually come.”

She had come all the way to the rural Britten, avoiding any involvement that could be linked to the royal family.

Of course, the reason she still traded with Golden Wagon was that they were the only top supplier where she could obtain various ingredients and seasonings she needed.

Even though I had clearly expressed my refusal to Camilla, I never thought the proud top executive would actually come.

Why?

She looked at me with her amber eyes.

“So, what’s on the menu today?”

I handed her the menu.

-MENU

-Bulgogi baekban – 10 Silver

-Add Fried Rice – 4 Silver

-Western-style Pork Cutlet – 12 Silver

-Fish Dish – 12 Silver – Depending on the type of fish caught on the day

Menu may vary depending on the catch of the day.

“What? Why isn’t there soybean paste stew on the menu?”

“We haven’t added it to the menu yet.”

“All the dishes here are things I haven’t tried.”

“What would you like?”

After briefly looking at the menu, Camilla put it down as if she had no interest.

“Give me what I usually have.”

“…….”

“I’d prefer it if that fatty meat was included. You know? Was it marbled beef?”

Camilla said with a twitch of her lips. Seeing her lips twitch even as she spoke showed that she was firmly looking forward to it.

“I’m sorry, but we can’t serve soybean paste stew right away.”

Camilla’s lips, which were about to rise, suddenly drooped.

“I saw on the bulletin board that Kobi, the lord, and even the knight commander ate dishes that weren’t on the menu. Why can’t I?”

There were reasons for that.

But she wasn’t someone who would listen to such reasons.

“I rode a horse and carriage for two weeks just to eat your soybean paste stew. Don’t you know I hate wasting my precious time the most?”

There was a chill in her voice, even irritation.

I had no intention of sending her away on an empty stomach.

Actually, there was a separate reason why I couldn’t make soybean paste stew for her right away.

“We don’t have tofu for the soybean paste stew.”

Soybean paste stew without tofu?

That was like eating steamed buns without red bean paste.

Like eating hot pot without spicy broth or tapioca without sugar.

“…That white, soft thing?”

“Yes.”

“There was always some when I got it from the knights the other day.”

“Since Camilla was expected to visit, we soaked the beans and made extra tofu in advance.”

“…….”

“It will take quite some time. If you want to eat it, it will have to be tomorrow evening.”

Making tofu required soaking the beans first, which took a considerable amount of time.

At least 12 hours, if not a full day.

And even after soaking, grinding and boiling the beans to solidify them took time.

Assuming we started making tofu now, it would take at least a day.

“A day is all it takes?”

“Yes, you might as well choose another menu.”

I didn’t come this far just to her away.

I had avoided the potential future trouble, not to chase away someone who came to eat my food.

If I did, my days would be numbered.

“If that’s the reason, it’s fine. I can wait for a day.”

With that, the anger in Camilla’s voice disappeared.

“You’re willing to wait?”

“Of course. It took two weeks just to get here. I can’t just leave.”

“……..”

“And while I’m here, I plan to put in some effort to find the diamond hidden in the dirt. Do you think that’ll be done in just a day?”

“A diamond? There’s nothing here that Golden Wagon would be interested in.”

“Why not?”

She pointed at me.

“Lucas, there’s you. Do you know how much I’ve wanted to eat your cooking?”

Her eyes sparkled.

“Do you know how incredibly satisfying it was to put that white, soft, hot thing in my mouth? Don’t you?”

“Camilla, someone might misunderstand if they overhear. Call it tofu.”

“Who would misunderstand? Did I say something wrong? When I indulged in the moist tofu submerged in the savory soybean stew, I saw your expression too. You enjoyed it immensely too, didn’t you?”

What chef would dislike someone who appreciates their cooking? But speaking like that might only fuel misunderstandings.

Even now, I can see Liana’s eyes widening.

“Well, yes, but…”

The tone is different. The tone.

“Fine, then. Since I know I can’t have the soybean stew right away, I’ll call it a day for now.”

“You’re not eating? There are other menu options.”

“It’s alright. I don’t want to replace the end of this long wait with another dish.”

Yet, in her eyes scanning the menu, there’s lingering reluctance.

Despite her desire to indulge right away, she’s enduring with patience.

“I want to experience the culinary skills of the chef here at the viscount’s castle today.”

As she finished speaking, the sound of footsteps approaching from Britten Manor could be heard.

“Lucas, I’m looking forward to it. I hope what you have to offer will fill me up with enough satisfaction to compensate for the wait.”

“Her pumpkin-colored eyes softened with affectionate lines.”

“Like back then.”

They headed towards the viscount’s castle with viscount Britten.

“First, we need to get the beans.”

“Alright, since I promised, I’ll have to show off my skills as much as possible.”

Then, Kobi, who was still there, spoke up.

“Lucas, I brought the beans.”


“Really?”

“Guildmaster said this variety is the best one available within the Empire, and insisted you must get it.”

So that’s why she went straight there without mentioning the beans.

I could feel her determination for the soybean paste stew.

Author’s Note: Thank you once again for your additional support, foseja! I’ll continue writing delicious novels that lives up to your expectations! Thank you!



 
  
    Chapter 28: I will give you 300,000 gold in exchange for handing over that person.


I saw the carriage of the Golden Wagon with Kobi.

The carriage, adorned with GW marks, was loaded with jars of green bottles of soju and two pallets full of beans.

“Is this it?”

“Yes. The guildmaster said it’s the best variety in the Empire, but personally, I don’t understand. It’s… Soybean, isn’t it? Isn’t it the most common variety? Why is it considered the best?”

“To Camilla, it’s the best beans.”

It was the variety I told Camilla about. Soybeans, abundant in the East, called soybean in this world.”

“I didn’t realize how much I loved this ingredient, which goes into countless bean dishes.

-It’s the tofu ingredient used in soybean paste stew. Soybean paste also uses this bean.

In the Empire, this bean is often used to make simple soups or to feed animals.

They used kidney beans, called kinibeans, as the main ingredient in cooking rather than this soybean.

So Kobi doesn’t understand.

It’s about why this soybean, used for animal food or soup, is considered superior.”

“If I were to say that most of my cooking is made with this bean paste, would you be surprised?”

At that moment, their perspective might change.

“But Kobi, you really don’t need to go with Camilla?”

“Since the attendants went together, it’s fine. Nobles and negotiations are more suited for the master than me.”

There was no hint of regret.

“But why aren’t you saying anything about that?”

When i pointed to Kobi’s review after drinking, he stuttered.

“Um, I, I don’t know. I… It feels like someone’s impersonating me and writing this…”

“Looks like someone got properly scolded. I knew this would happen.”

“Aren’t you talking about the dung house? You wrote it so blatantly, I thought someone would say something.”

“Yeah! Why did you write that as dung house? It’s supposed to be a Coco glizzard! You should have fixed that!”

“I respect the guest’s preferences.”

“Please clarify. Master saw me as a weirdo.”

“Haha, I understand. Then, please help me with the moving.”

“…Sure.”

I pulled the sack inside with Kobi to roast the beans.

★★★

While Lucas was making preparations for tofu, Camilla, the viscountess of Britten, and the head of the Britten family, Lord Louis Briton, were facing each other.

“……..”

“……..”

“……..”

In the presence of the viscountess, there was a heavy silence.

Unlike Lord Britten, who seemed to be sweating profusely as if he might collapse at any moment, Camilla calmly sipped the tea served by the viscountess.

Though it was a cheap variety, the taste was decent.

“The Countess seems to have a deep appreciation for tea.”

There are those who can make delightful tea even with cheap tea leaves, and there are those who can make tasteless tea even with the most expensive ones.

The viscountess belonged to the former category.

With a bitter yet fragrant aroma swirling in her mouth and smoothly passing through, it was evident that she possessed extensive knowledge in brewing tea.

“Delicious.”

To have such a profound aroma from cheap tea leaves.

It had been a long time since she had tasted such a refined tea, surpassing the teas served by other nobles she had entertained.

She leisurely savored the tea.

The corners of her mouth involuntarily lifted.

It was quite a pleasing estate.

Except for the fact that they had taken away her future chef.

She remained silent.

This was her negotiation tactic.

Making the other party speak first no matter what.

It was a way to seize a more advantageous position.

After all, in this situation, Camilla held the upper hand.

Waiting until the other party speaks first can sometimes be enough.

“Um, may I ask what brings you to our estate?”

Naturally, it was Lord Britten who broke the silence first.

Only then did Camilla look at Lord Britten.

His demeanor of trembling before someone young enough to be his own child was not much different from other nobles.

“Judging by your immediate visit to the knight’s restaurant, I suppose you have a rough idea, my lord.”

“…You came to see Lucas’s restaurant.”

There was a hint of disappointment. Do you want something else?

“Yes. I want that guy.”

She wanted Lucas’s cooking.

She wanted to start her day with Lucas’s cooking every morning.

Starting with savory soybean paste stew for breakfast and spending each day with his specially prepared dishes.

In fact, she wanted it so much that she secretly visited the knight’s restaurant three times a week, or even more, later decreasing to once a week when Diana caught wind of it.

“He’s a former knight of the Princess’s Order, you know?”

“I am aware. I also know he’s an exceptional knight. I’ve seen his skills.”

Knowing that should make the conversation smoother.

Camilla set down the teacup she had been holding and spoke.

“I hope you can persuade him, my lord.”

“Persuade… you mean?”

“Yes. Please persuade him to become my personal chef.”

“…Lucas’s cooking seems to have impressed you.”

“You seem to have tasted his cooking too, my lord.”

“Yes, it was exceptional.”

Lord Britten’s taste buds revived, his face displaying ecstatic delight.

For that moment, he seemed to forget the tension of the situation.

Yes, it’s a taste that’s hard to forget.

“Let me be honest. I want the uniqueness he possesses. If you help, I’ll make a special offer.”


Camilla extended three fingers.

“Let’s make it three big boxes.”

Three big boxes meant 300,000 gold. If Lucas heard this, he would have been stunned by the amount, equating to 30 billion won.

The amount was indeed exorbitant for merely assisting in persuading a single chef, or rather, a cook knight.

She was aware of that.

But Lucas’s presence was more precious than this.

Just his presence alone could significantly lower her stress levels.

The fact that she could operate more efficiently with him held more value than anything else.

“And I will make improvements extending all the way to the Britten Estate and Rupeltown. We’ll build roads three times wider than the current ones. It will be much easier for you to transport crops.”

Expanding roads for 300,000 gold.

It was an outrageous proposal.

It would be foolish to refuse.

It was money that could be received just for helping persuade Lucas.

Lord Britten’s eyes widened.

The viscountess didn’t even react.

There was absolutely no way to refuse.

With that money alone, this estate could become much more prosperous and developed.

“I refuse.”

“Is the amount insufficient?”

“That’s not it. It’s a matter I can’t handle.”

“…….”

“What enters our estate depends on their minds. It’s a matter beyond my control.”

“A diplomatic refusal, I see. Understood.”

Seeing that negotiations were unlikely to succeed, Camilla rose without hesitation.

“While you’re here, our servants will do their best to accommodate you. The Golden Wagon may be insignificant to the upper echelons, but please rest comfortably.”

“I appreciate your kindness. I will definitely repay this.”

Camilla bowed her head.

“Where is the room I’ll be staying in? I’d like to unpack.”

“It’s over there.”

She followed the maid’s guidance, accompanied by her attendants.

★★★

The next day, during the break time following lunch.

After a busy lunchtime, I checked the soaked beans.

“They’re sufficiently soaked.”

“What are you going to do with those beans?”

Kobi, who had spent the boring wait with me, asked.

“I’m going to grind these. We need finely ground beans to make tofu.”

“Don’t I have anything to do?”

“Keep slowly pouring water over the soaked beans.”

And I fetched a large millstone from the corner of the warehouse.

In an era without blenders, the natural grinder that helped make tofu, a millstone.

The protagonist of the famous line in the movie.

This is ridiculous.

After dusting it off and thoroughly washing it with water, I stacked the millstones one by one.

The ground bean paste flowed smoothly into the bowl as the millstone’s support base gently sagged.

After calmly assembling the upper and lower millstones, I grasped the handle attached to the upper millstone and rotated it.

With beans and water poured into the hole on top of the millstone…

Drrrrrrrr, drrrrr.

As the millstone turned and ground the soaked beans, the white bean paste flowed through the crevices and down the support base.

“Oh, fascinating.”

Kobi, who was putting handfuls of beans in, exclaimed, “It’s like grinding grains with a millstone.”

“That’s right. It’s different from crushing with a hammer. It’s a product I asked dwarves for back in my cook knight days.”

It was a dwarf-made product purchased with a hefty sum.

It was too valuable to leave behind, so I brought it along when I moved.

Yes. I thought I’d use it someday, and now it’s coming in handy.

I watched the flow of the white bean paste as I turned the millstone.

Drrrrrr, drrrrrr.

The resonating sound brought a sense of tranquility to my mind.

It’s like… a rhythmic pounding, akin to the sound of a millstone.

The problem was that I was the one turning that millstone.

Thick bean water dripped steadily.

If only I had a blender, I could just press a button and be done with it.

“Sigh…..”

It was during these moments of solitary contemplation and repetitive labor that it happened.

“Lucas.”

“Yes?”

“Do you really have no intention of returning to the capital?”

“I told you last time. I’m not going.”

“But still, it seems like it would be better than working here……”

Persistent.

Was Kobi always like this?

He used to withdraw without hesitation when rejected, but today, he seemed unusually persistent.

“I like it here. It suits me.”

“Is there a reason you’re not going back to the capital?”

“The reason I’m not going?”

Normally I would have told him not to talk nonsense under normal circumstances, but perhaps it was because of the ongoing repetitive labor.

As I turned the millstone, I casually remarked, “Just living peacefully is nice. There’s no risk of dying anywhere.”

“…Risk of dying?”

“It’s just, you know, being in the knight order. There’s the possibility of being sent to war, never knowing when it might break out. I don’t like that.”

“Ah… So, if there’s no war, you might come back?”

“Well, who knows. Can things really go as planned? I’ve already settled in here.”

After spending some time here, I quite liked the Britten estate.

That was genuine.

“Is that so?”

After that, Kobi didn’t particularly ask about it anymore.

As we chatted casually, we realized that we had ground all the soaked beans.

Now it was time to start making the tofu.

We needed to heat the bean paste to remove the characteristic bitterness of the beans and filter out the bean water using a dense cloth.

Was it called hemp cloth?

Since we didn’t have that, we used a similarly tightly woven cloth.

We had prepared the cloth in advance and poured the hot bean paste onto it, then filtered out the bean water by pouring hot water over it.

As the hot water met the bean paste, a savory aroma rose, stimulating my nose.

The separated bean water was collected separately.

It’s also a delicacy when made into bean paste stew.

The problem was that it didn’t seem to suit the tastes of the people in this world.

Bean paste stew is a divisive dish even in Korea, so it was natural.

I poured the milky white bean water into a large pot.

Bubble, bubble.

It started to boil vigorously.

The steam rose like smoke from a chimney, mingled with frothy bubbles.

And here’s the most important item when making tofu.

“When steaming, I’ll add the brine.”

The magical water that turns bean water into tofu.

This brine is crucial.

Last night, I went with Kobi to the seaside to fetch water, it was chaos.

Now, I absolutely can’t make a mistake.

Messing up here would ruin the taste of the tofu completely.


I slowly added the brine to the steamed bean water.

The cloudy bean water gradually solidified into clumps.

“It feels like I’m creating some kind of living thing.”

In the beginning, it was soy milk.

● Author’s Note: Freshly made tofu is really delicious.



 
  
    Chapter 29: White and warm, soft and bouncy, it melts in your mouth.


The fragrant smell of freshly made tofu spreads along with cloudy smoke.

When passing by a tofu shop in the early morning at the market, I’m greeted by this warm, savory scent.

Especially during winter mornings, encountering that warmth in the air makes me unconsciously reach for a white bundle of tofu in my hand.

I find myself sniffing instinctively.

Ah, even the smell is delicious.

Tofu.

It’s truly one of the indispensable ingredients in Korean cuisine.

Depending on whether it’s included or not, it can completely change the taste of a dish, and it’s also delicious on its own.

Grilled, stewed, simmered, hotpot, fried, braised, and so on.

Soft tofu, firm tofu, silken tofu, tofu made with seawater for a salty taste, tofu with pine nuts, and more.

It was a charming ingredient.

Except for the hassle of making it.

“Is this tofu? It looks a bit different from what I remember. It used to be firmer and more solid.”

“Yes, this is soft tofu. Have you tried it before?”

“Is there something else?”

“The texture is quite different. Would you like to try some?”

While serving the soybean paste stew, I also planned to offer a side dish to experience the taste of tofu.

Just soft tofu and tofu kimchi should be enough.

Freshly made tofu was much more appealing to eat as it is rather than cooking it separately with seasonings.

Moreover, tofu hot pot and soft tofu stew were too heavy to serve as side dishes for soybean paste stew.

“I’ll treat them separately next time.”

I scooped some soft tofu onto a plate and handed it to him with a spoon.

“Would you like to eat it as it is?”

“Just a moment.”

After sprinkling some soy sauce and crushed sesame seeds, I delicately placed thinly sliced green onions on top of the tofu.

As the soy sauce spread through the soft tofu, a light brown hue began to appear between the soft textures.

Kobi’s eyes widened at the glistening soft tofu.

“Please mix it.”

“Got it.”

As Kobi tasted the mixed soft tofu while I portioned out the finished dish, his expression changed.

“Wow, oh wow! What is this? The taste is so refreshing. It’s like… melting in my mouth… Maybe it’s because of the soy sauce, but the flavor is incredibly deep and appealing.”

“When you compress it firmly, that’s how Kobi’s familiar tofu is completed.”

“Ah… That’s why it’s different from the tofu I’ve had before…”

“This is the core dish for tonight’s dinner.”

But Kobi seemed to have no intention of listening anymore.

With his face buried in the bowl, he slurped up the soft tofu with a spoon as if drinking it.

Meanwhile, he filled a mold with tofu and pressed it firmly with a cloth to compress the tofu.

As the bean water drained out, it gradually took on a shape.

Kobi, seeing the finished tofu, exclaimed in amazement.

“It’s really white and firm now. How should I describe it? Should I say… it’s bouncy?”

The bouncy tofu was releasing steam.

Hot tofu.

Honestly, with just freshly steamed tofu, nothing else was needed.

Add some soy sauce and thinly sliced green onions, mix it with rice, and you have a light meal that’s satisfying.

Just its existence alone is a rice thief.

Huh? You’re the thief who stole my food!

I could proudly claim to be quite the libertine.

“The amount of seasoning and bean water extraction determines the versatility from silken tofu to firm tofu.”

“Oh……..why didn’t you do this last time?”

“Last time we made stir-fried intestines as a drinking snack.”

“You mean stir-fried intestines?”

“Kobi, why so uncultured? It’s stir-fried gizzards, not intestines.”

“Hey!”

I grabbed a freshly steamed tofu instead, as Kobi seemed quite heated.

“Would you like to taste the firm tofu too? A taste test before serving is necessary, you know.”

“I’m… curious.”

Despite just eating soft tofu, Kobi’s appetite seemed insatiable, he admitted.

Having tasted it once, he could hardly resist trying it again.

I cut the freshly steamed tofu into suitable sizes and placed them on the cutting board.

The bouncy tofu, still retaining its original shape, released steam as I cut through it with ease.

I sliced the firm, white tofu into appropriate sizes and arranged them on a plate.

Then, I poured the prepared soy sauce into a small dish.

Just like with the soft tofu, I sprinkled crushed sesame seeds and thinly sliced green onions on top of the soy sauce.

If the taste was a bit bland, it wouldn’t be a problem to dip a little more.

At the sight of the familiar taste, Kobi swallowed eagerly.

“Please, help yourself.”

“The aroma is lovely. Do we eat this without cooking it separately too?”

“You tried it earlier. Freshly made tofu is best enjoyed as is.”

I picked up my chopsticks.

As I cut through the tofu with my chopsticks, it split smoothly, maintaining its bouncy texture, and settled gracefully onto the bottom of the bowl.

I picked up a piece of tofu that was tiring to make, dipped it in soy sauce with my chopsticks, and ate it in one bite.

It was softer than jelly, yet it retained its bouncy texture, and the tofu melted in my mouth.

The warmth and coziness were different from the comforting feeling of bone broth.

“Delicious.”

I could taste the savory richness of the beans.

I realized it was properly made from the first bite.

“Oh, it’s melting. Melting.”

Kobi, who had been watching me with interest, picked up his chopsticks.

He also picked up a piece of tofu with his chopsticks.


“Wow!”

He exclaimed in surprise at the different texture compared to the soft tofu.

“The texture is much firmer than soft tofu.”

“It’s because we pressed the tofu to remove moisture. Even though the flavor density might be similar, the texture will be different.”

“Wow… to think that you can create such different textures with the same ingredient. The world of cooking is profound.”

Watching Kobi admire the tofu, I felt a slight regret.

It wasn’t regret about not pre-cooking the kimchi for tofu kimchi.

After all, you can always stir-fry existing kimchi.

What I truly regretted was…

“I’m craving makgeolli[1].”

Makgeolli.

It’s the perfect match for freshly made tofu.

But there’s no makgeolli.

“I’ll have a chance later.”

I’ve tried a few times, but no matter how hard I try, it never tastes like home.

Because alcohol is not my specialty.

Soju was just something I shared the principles of with Golden Wagon.

As I finished the plate of tofu, I swallowed my regret and walked away.

“Now that you’ve eaten, will you help me a bit more?”

“Can’t it wait a bit? I’m really exhausted.”

“Don’t you want to enjoy properly cooked tofu dishes?”

Kobi, brimming with enthusiasm, sprung up from his seat.

“I want to eat quickly! What should I do first?”

“First, let’s dissolve the soybean paste and stir-fry the kimchi.”

Now, I have to prepare the meal Camilla requested.

Let’s start with the stir-fried kimchi.

Today, I’ll showcase a selection of tofu dishes.

★★★

Camilla returned to Lucas’s Knight Restaurant with Kobi, who had come to find the lord of the castle.

“Is everything ready?”

“Yes, Lucas has done his best to complete the dishes for the master.”

“Hmm, is that so?”

Camilla’s smile widened.

It’s been a while since she had a meal.

No, it’s been a while since she had soybean paste stew.

She had been longing for this dish more than she realized.

Suppressing the desire that surged at the mention of other menu options, she eagerly ordered the soybean paste stew.

She was sincere enough to personally harvest the beans.

“I’m already looking forward to it.”

She glanced at the Brittens and their entourage accompanying her.

“Are you both coming too?”

“Since Camilla is a guest in our territory, we want to treat her as best as we can.”

She secretly licked her lips.

The more she could eat, the better.

“It’ll be fine.”

She knew how much food Lucas had prepared.

She hadn’t thought that having two appetites would be too much for him to handle.

“All right. Since we’re in Lord Britten’s territory, so please take care of it.”

Arriving at the knight’s restaurant with Lord Brittan, Camilla couldn’t help but feel her mouth watering from the savory aroma emanating from the entrance.

A smile involuntarily spread across her face.

Amidst the savory scent, she could detect the familiar aroma of soybean paste stew.

“You’ve prepared well.”

Just from the smell alone, Camilla could tell that Lucas had prepared the best meal for her as per her request.

As if enchanted by the pleasant aroma, she slowly made her way inside.

Upon opening the door, a stronger and richer scent of fermented soybean paste greeted her senses, more intense than the aroma near the entrance.

It was an incredibly familiar scent.

“Hmm…”

“This smell is…”

Meanwhile, Lord and Lady Britten couldn’t hide their perplexity.

Their reaction was from those who had never experienced such a rich and pungent aroma before.

To the people of the Empire, the smell of fermented soybean paste was unfamiliar.

Since the princess had tasted it a few years ago, the kimchi circulated secretly among the nobles was on a completely different level of ingredients.

Among the truly discerning gourmets, fermented soybean paste was a sought-after delicacy.

She used to be like that too.

“When soybean paste is boiled, I emanate this aroma. Lord Britten, you haven’t tasted it yet, have you?”

Camilla smiled at the sense of superiority welling up inside her.

They don’t know what she knows.

Silly, ignorant people.

Do they even know how delicious it is?

Judging food solely by its smell is foolish.

People are the same.

Deciding everything based on appearances, first impressions alone, often leads to missing out on talent.

“Lucas, there’s a delicious smell.”

“Ah, Camilla.”

“You’ve timed it perfectly. I’m impressed.”

“Please, this way.”

“Got it.”

She followed Lucas’s lead, heading towards the source of the smell.

A large pot of boiling soybean paste stew.

The bubbling amber broth, with white tofu, fresh vegetables, and mushrooms each showcasing their presence, was captivating. However, no matter how hard she looked, she couldn’t spot the familiar meat she was accustomed to seeing. There was no beef brisket, which usually enriched the flavor of the soybean paste stew.

“Am I seeing this correctly? I distinctly requested a beef brisket soybean paste stew.”

“The beef brisket soybean paste stew is cooking inside.”

“But then why…?”

“Today, the tofu turned out exceptionally well. So, we prepared a separate dish to let you fully appreciate the savory taste of the tofu first.”

Come to think of it, there was a separate dish made with white tofu next to the soybean paste stew.

A plate with white tofu and the now-familiar red stir-fried kimchi was elegantly arranged together. Next to it, the plump tofu was immersed in broth, asserting its presence, with a pot of rich soy sauce beside the tofu.

“The tofu turned out well?”

“Yes.”

“But I prefer dishes with meat.”

Camilla muttered under her breath as she took her seat.

Although she grumbled verbally, her body, already accustomed to Lucas’s cooking, was naturally behaving otherwise.

Her unwavering confidence stemmed from the certainty that Lucas’s food would never disappoint. If anyone dared to defy her orders and act on their own, she would never forgive them. They would either be fired or barred from working at Golden Wagon’s top level ever again.

But as for Kobi, perhaps she could let it slide?

Camilla already knew the taste of the soybean paste stew. The food wasn’t as bad as she had initially feared, and it was a long-awaited reunion.

“After all, the beef brisket soybean paste stew is still being cooked.”

However, her favorite was undoubtedly the beef brisket soybean paste stew.

She had clearly asked for the beef brisket soybean paste stew to be prepared.

If it wasn’t disappointing, it would be a lie.

“If it doesn’t suit my taste, I’ll find a way to force them to comply, even if it means making excuses.”

With a sense of relief that she could intervene if necessary, Camilla took her seat.

A feeling of excitement welled up in her chest as she encountered Lucas’s cooking after a long time.

“Hmm…” she muttered, clearing her throat.

The face of the girl who kept popping up couldn’t be hidden.

“As I mentioned, since the tofu turned out exceptionally well today, I decided to add some side dishes.”

“What’s this? I’ve never seen this dish before.”

“This is soft tofu. It’s made from tofu that hasn’t been pressed, so it has a softer texture compared to other types of tofu. You can enjoy the harmony of the tofu’s nutty flavor and the salty taste of soy sauce by scooping some into your spoon and dipping it in the soy sauce.”

Lucas pointed to the soft tofu floating in the clear broth.

“And is this tofu with kimchi?”

“Yes, it’s a side dish called tofu kimchi. It’s made with stir-fried kimchi and tofu. You can eat it by topping the tofu with kimchi.”

The table was filled with soft tofu throughout.

She had tried tofu before. She had it in soybean paste stew a few times, and it was served as part of the royal banquet once. It wasn’t her preference.

It was just too soft and lacked any distinct flavor. It wasn’t inedible, but why settle for something less tasty when there were better options available? That was her prevailing thought about tofu.

“Maybe Lucas is so confident because it truly is delicious,” she mused.

“Try it,” Lucas urged.

Camilla picked up the tofu kimchi Lucas was enthusiastically recommending. While Lucas admired her chopstick skills, which were now more proficient than some Koreans’, she took a bite of the white tofu and red kimchi together.

“Hmm.”

The soft tofu crumbled while the crunchy stir-fried kimchi offered a contrasting texture.

“Huh?”

Camilla’s eyes widened at the unique taste, different from regular kimchi.

“Um, what’s this?”

“Isn’t it delicious?”

“It’s different from the tofu I usually eat.”

The tofu melted in her mouth, spreading a rich flavor.

It was unlike any tofu she had ever tasted before.

What’s going on?

Why is tofu made from the same beans so delicious?

Is it because of the high-quality ingredients after all?

“It’s so delicious, this!”

She picked up her chopsticks again and wrapped the stir-fried kimchi around the tofu before eating it.

“Mmm~~~.”

It was the natural richness of the ingredients.

The nuttiness from the beans was condensed in the tofu.

The pure richness was further emphasized by the stir-fried kimchi.

The tanginess and spiciness from the oil-fried kimchi added another dimension to the richness of the tofu.

Should I say it’s like the combination of a saintly maiden who accepts others’ opinions while wielding sacred power and a highly intelligent, quick-thinking, versatile wizard?

It was a perfect party.

If she were a warrior, she would have immediately recruited these two to form a party.

“There’s something missing, but… it feels delicious just like this.”

Just that feeling alone made it feel exactly right.

If Lucas had heard Camilla’s analogy, he would have said something like this:

“It’s because there’s no meat from the hero, that’s why.”

“Wow, it’s delicious.”

As expected of Lucas.

She had to admit it.

She canceled all her plans to make excuses to drag him along.

Even if she wanted to catch him, she couldn’t!

“Um, then how about trying some soybean paste stew?”

“Camilla.”

“Yeah?”

“We still have some soft tofu left.”

“…..”


“You need to wash away the sharp taste of the kimchi gently.”

The softly-set tofu glimmered under the light of the lamp, resembling a white jewel.

Author’s Note (Author’s Commentary): Among all the tofu varieties, the pine nut tofu from Gapyeong is truly delicious.

[1] Makgeolli sometimes anglicized to makkoli is a Korean alcoholic drink.





 
  
    Chapter 30: The stronger the pungency of the soybean paste, the deeper the flavor of the soybean paste stew.


“Soft tofu stew?”

“Yes. It was Kobi’s favorite dish.”

Camilla’s face still showed her discontent at having to eat a different dish because she couldn’t eat soybean paste stew.

However, Mr. and Mrs. Viscount seemed relieved that there were other options besides soybean paste stew.

“You ate it secretly again, didn’t you…?”

“You have to taste it before serving it to guests.”

I scooped some soft tofu stew into a small bowl and handed it to Camilla, who was glaring silently at Kobi, and to Mr. and Mrs. Viscount, who looked relieved.

A little bit of soy sauce on top of the soft tofu stew.

Camilla watched as the glistening white jewel was dirtied by the black soy sauce Lucas was pouring.

The sight of the firm, white body gradually changing evoked a strange sense of guilt.

It was like seeing a pure saint tasting the filth of the world and suffering from it.

“Mix it before eating.”

“…Is this all?”

“Yes.”

Unlike before, Camilla didn’t complain.

She already knew, having tasted tofu kimchi before.

That tofu didn’t need any fancy preparation.

“Fine.”

Camilla took a spoonful of the warm soft tofu mixed with soy sauce.

She didn’t hesitate.

The sooner she ate this, the sooner she could eat the soybean paste stew.

Slurp.

The soft tofu slid into her mouth and disappeared before she even chewed.

Smooth and tender.

I was first astonished by the texture that looked exactly as it appeared.

Then I was astonished again by the rich nuttiness of the tofu and the savory saltiness of the soy sauce left behind in its wake.

They say there’s nobility in the pilgrimage of a saint enduring trials.

This tofu was the same.

It had such a fragile and soft body, yet the taste it held was far from delicate.

The nuttiness of the beans spread in her mouth, followed by the savory saltiness of the soy sauce.

What lingered in her mouth afterward was.

Crunch, crunch.

It was the sesame seeds and scallions sprinkled along with the soy sauce.

The torment that defiled the tofu, or rather the saint, remained in her mouth, asserting its presence until the very end.

How beautiful is the sight of someone enduring hardship and sacrificing for others.

With the subtle aroma of tofu spreading in her mouth, she took another spoonful.

Slurp!

Gulp.

It was only then that she realized Lucas was smiling and watching her.

“Tasty, isn’t it?”

“Ahem! Y-yes, it’s delicious. Hmm…”

Camilla averted Lucas’s gaze and took another spoonful.

“This is so soft.”

“It’s really tasty. It goes down smoothly and isn’t too strong in flavor. Even older people would like it, wouldn’t they?”

Viscount Britten and his wife were also surprised as they ate the tofu.

“In fact, it’s a dish that many elders enjoy in my hometown.”

“I see.”

“Your hometown has many interesting foods, Sir Lucas.”

“Haha, not at all.”

Seeing Lucas smiling and talking with the Viscountess made Camilla feel irrationally annoyed.

‘Lucas is my chef.’

He wasn’t her chef just yet, but in the near future, he would be her personal chef.

The thought of such a man getting his food judged by others wounded her pride.

“Even children would like this. The texture might be a matter of preference, but it certainly has commercial potential. Hmm, I like it.”

She said this as she took another spoonful.

The crunch of the scallions and the late-bursting nuttiness of the sesame seeds pleased her.

“Is it time for the soybean paste stew now?”

“Yes. Please take your time.”

Finally.

Finally!

Camilla bit her lips tightly, trying to suppress her emotions from showing.

Let’s not make it too obvious here.

If she did, it might be troublesome when she tried to bring him along later.

An employer must always be the superior to their employee.

She believed that an employer who was swayed by their employee was not worthy.

But Camilla didn’t realize.

Her lips were already twitching upward.

The light brown broth was bubbling vigorously in the pot.

Inside were diced white tofu, pumpkin, green onion and scallions.

The subtle aroma of garlic was asserting its presence at the end of the scent.

While she preferred soybean paste stew with beef brisket, she also enjoyed this kind of soybean paste stew, where the aroma and flavor of the meat and fat were mixed together.

“You said the beef brisket soybean paste stew is cooking, so I’ll start with this.”

“Shall I serve you?”

“No, it’s fine. I asked for tofu because I didn’t know, but this, I know how to eat.”

Camilla, scooping the soybean paste stew into her bowl with a ladle, suppressed a sigh inwardly.

“Ahem…”

“……..”

The Viscount and his wife, unlike when eating tofu, had serious expressions as they spooned the soybean paste stew, not knowing its taste.

‘People who don’t even know the taste.’


Regardless, she took a deep breath and savored the aroma of the soybean paste stew to her heart’s content.

Was it because she hadn’t smelled it in a long time?

The scent of the soybean paste was much deeper than usual.

I used to dislike it in the past.

But now, it was different.

It was so good that I wanted to smell it every day.

“It’s been a while since I’ve had soybean paste stew.”

Saliva welled in my mouth.

My appetite, whetted by tofu kimchi and soft tofu, quickly demanded the main dish.

I poured the bubbling hot soybean paste broth over the steaming white rice with a spoon.

The rice, neglected while eating the tofu, eagerly absorbed the soybean paste broth as if saying it had been waiting for this moment.

Neatly cut pieces of pumpkin and tofu were placed on the fluffy rice.

Blowing gently on the steaming tofu, rice, and pumpkin, I cooled them down.

Then, the first bite.

“Mmm.”

Hot! Hot!

It’s hot.

The tofu, filled with heat, was too hot.

Even after blowing on it, Camilla’s mouth was still hot.

Hastily, she picked up her chopsticks and ate some cold kimchi.

Thanks to the cold kimchi cooling down the tofu, Camilla struggled as she swallowed the first bite.

“Ah!”

Delicious!

It’s really delicious.

“This… it’s much tastier than when I had it at the canteen last time! What happened?”

Normally, the tofu wasn’t seasoned enough, so it was a bit bland.

She had compensated for the lack of seasoning by eating it with kimchi.

But today, the tofu was seasoned enough.

No, it would have been delicious even without the seasoning soaking into the tofu.

The flavor of the tofu itself was enough.

“It’s because it’s freshly made tofu. At the canteen, we used to refrigerate slightly older tofu to manage the daily supply.”

“So, the taste changes like this because of the difference in ingredients?”

“Of course.”

Camilla’s eyes sparkled.

Just when she thought she had reached the pinnacle of the soybean paste stew’s flavor, there was another step.

“Hehehe.”

Laughter escaped involuntarily.

Wasn’t it said that eating something delicious made you feel happier?

It felt good.

She liked Lucas even more now.

Indeed, this man was among the best talents one should nurture.

“Delicious. Hmm!”

She mixed the tofu and broth of the soybean paste stew with the rice again.

It was really delicious.

That was the only way to express it.

“It’s delicious. But personally, I prefer this one more. Hehe.”

“It was a good meal.”

The Viscount and his wife said the tofu kimchi was even tastier and reached for more.

She didn’t care.

She had more to eat.

“Ahem, I’ve already finished a bowl, but…”

Camilla glanced at Lucas with a hint of expectation. It was a signal to bring out the beef brisket soybean paste stew quickly.

“Now isn’t it time to come out?”

“All right.”

Only then did Lucas come out with a new earthenware pot in hand in the kitchen.

Bubble, bubble.

The fermented bean paste stew boiling inside the earthenware pot.

There wasn’t much difference from before, but the point was that there was meat floating in the bubbling stew.

Along with it, the oil from the meat refracted the light, sparkling.

This is it.

This is the right soybean paste stew.

“It’s bull beef brisket soybean paste stew made with bull beef brisket.”

“…Wait, fighting bull beef brisket?”

“Yes.”

“When did you catch it?”

“It’s been a little over a week.”

“Why are you telling me this now!”

It is unfair.

If only I had known earlier, I would have asked for bull meat to be grilled since last night.

Bull meat cooking that only Lucas can do.

Only a skilled person who can kill a fighting bull in one blow can hunt it, and only someone with a high knowledge of meat can prepare it.

How surprised I was after eating Lucas’ bull dish for the first time.

“You asked for soybean paste stew right away when you came. Thanks to that, I also had delicious tofu. But the tofu feels a bit neglected now.”

“W-Well, it was delicious but….”

It was a undeniable fact that the tofu was delicious.

The tofu was tastier than the meat dish made by the incompetent chef.

Although less stimulating, the taste allowed one to feel the deep flavor of the ingredients more intensely.

Still, it’s unfair.

“Let’s eat first and then talk.”

“It should be as delicious as you didn’t tell me.”

“You’ll find it delicious.”

As the brisket soybean paste stew was placed on the table, a richer aroma tickled the nose.

Even the indifferent guests, who had no interest in the soybean stew, seemed intrigued by it.

“This smells even better than earlier, doesn’t it?”

“I added a bit of red pepper paste to capture the richness of the meat.”

It was Camilla who answered the viscountess’s question.

“Ah, so this spicy aroma is from the red pepper paste… Camilla, you know your stuff.”

“It’s a favorite dish of mine.”

“It seems you really enjoy Lucas’s cooking.”

“Yes, because he’s one of the few who can satisfy my picky palate.

Then I scooped a generous portion of brisket soybean paste.

“Mmm~.”

Humming a tune, I placed the meat and tofu on the freshly served rice.

The soft tofu and chewy brisket meeting on top of the rice.

The mingling of two completely different textures with rice created a subtly deep and rich flavor that I enjoyed.

It was also delightful how the savory broth, infused with meat, flowed with each bite.

A harmonious blend resonated in my mouth.

This didn’t even need kimchi.

It was the reason she particularly loved the brisket soybean paste stew.

She enjoyed the meat, the soft tofu, and the harmony of squash and vegetables.

With each bite of meat, the robust flavor of the bull surged, as if it were charging.

It was a taste that felt like the bull was running freely on a warm tofu cloud.

Mmm!

The thunderous gallop of the wild bull’s hooves plunged into the depths of the tofu.

As she savored the taste with her eyes closed, she felt a pang of regret for the food disappearing beneath her chin, and opened her eyes again.

“Does it suit your taste?”

Camilla nodded in response to Lucas’ question.

“It’s much tastier than what I had before. The harmony between the tofu and bull meat exceeded my expectations.”

“With guests enjoying it so much, I feel relieved,” Lucas said with a smile.

Seeing Lucas smiling, Camilla made up her mind.

“I can’t take it anymore. Lucas, you’re hired exclusively as my chef! I’ll pay you a lot! I’ll give you a hefty signing bonus too!”

I can offer whatever you want!

With a vigorous shout, she stood facing Lucas, who smiled beside her, waiting for his response.

★★★

“…The trail of the fighting bull ends here.”

Near the village of Cornwell, a woman in a robe looked down at the spot where the bull had last fallen.

Though time had passed and the traces had been faintly erased, she seemed to recognize the remaining traces and scent, narrowing her gaze.

“It seems like the bull fell here…”

The flowing blonde hair emerged from the robe.

Concealing her beautiful golden hair back into the robe like golden threads, she knelt down to examine the traces more closely.

“Wait, you say you took down the bull in one blow?”

Her long ears protruding from the robe perked up.


“Damn. I’m late.”

Hiding her protruding ears and hair again, she looked towards where the scent of the bull lingered.

It was the path where Lucas had dismembered and moved the bull’s carcass.

“Here.”

She moved towards the corner of the street.



 
  
    Chapter 31: Do humans eat food in places that smell like feces?


“I can’t take it anymore. Lucas, become my exclusive chef! I’ll pay a lot! I’ll give a hefty signing bonus!”

I looked at Camilla shouting with a grain of rice on her lips.

Her eyes were filled with a desire to take me away somehow.

A greedy merchant.

I’ve seen that look a lot when she was part of the princess’s knight order in the capital.

“You, quit the princess’s knight order and come to me. I’ll recruit you with the best treatment in the industry.”

Huh. “Are you serious? Do you really think I’m just going to drop everything for you just because you like my food?”

“If you use your cooking skills well, you can earn a tremendous amount of money, you know?”

Whenever she could, she would suggest that I quit the princess’s knight order and become her personal chef.

I rejected all of that.

The reason was simple.

The headquarters of Golden Wagon is in the capital, and it won’t be long before a big disaster strikes there.

I didn’t want to face the coming storm head-on.

I wanted to prepare a shelter and safely avoid it.

So I refused.

But it seemed like she had no intention of giving up.

“I’m sorry. I’m not going.”

“I knew it. You really are the personal chef of the owner of Golden Wagon… Wait, what?”

“I won’t go back to the capital, Camilla.”

“Is it because the signing bonus isn’t enough? Or because you haven’t heard the salary yet? Then let me tell you. I’ll offer you a signing bonus of 500,000 gold and an annual salary of 150,000 gold. Of course, it’s after taxes, and I’ll even allow you to stay with me in my house!”

It was an enormous amount of money.

An annual salary of 15 billion after taxes?

It was money that even most viscounts would envy.

But it wasn’t about the money.

I approached her as she proudly declared.

Whether she thought my approaching with a smile meant acceptance or not, Camilla’s face lit up.

“So it was because the signing bonus wasn’t enough! You should have told me sooner…”

There was a time when I asked her why she was so eager to take me away.

“Do you know? The best way to make money is to recruit talented individuals. At the best possible price! In my opinion, Lucas is a talented individual who is too good to be in the princess’s knight order.”

She emphasized the need for talent and good treatment to make a lot of money.

A signing bonus of 500,000 gold and an annual salary of 150,000 gold.

This was the value she had assigned to me.

Perhaps there weren’t many who held such value in her eyes.

I’m grateful for her recognition, but I still have no intention of going back.

I removed the grain of rice from her lips and said,

“Camilla, you got rice on your lips.”

“W-what?”

Her face turned red as she saw the grain of rice.

It must have been embarrassing for her, the one who earns the most money after the emperor, to show such a demeanor.

“No matter how much you offer, I won’t go back.”

“Are you refusing?”

“Yes. I’m sorry. It seems like it would be best for you to find someone else as your personal chef.”

Upon hearing my words, Camilla bit her lower lip.

“Why? Don’t you like my treatment that much? What’s lacking in me? Tell me.”

Being rejected must have felt humiliating for her.

“Is it because of the princess? Did Diana, that woman, write some kind of contract preventing you from making deals with others?”

Oh dear, Camilla. What are you saying to someone who might become the future emperor?

You could be arrested for insulting the royal family if you’re not careful.

In fact, the face of the lord who was watching this situation with interest beside us turned pale.

Poor lord from the countryside, he might faint.

“That’s not it.”

“If it’s not that, then what?”

What should I say?

I know about the disaster that will happen in the capital in the future.

Because of Princess Diana, who will become the future empress, half of the nobles in the capital will die, and there will be a rebellion, so I plan to hide in the countryside for a while.

…I couldn’t say that.

Not only would it sound insane, but I could also genuinely be arrested for insulting the royal family, not just any nobility, but the emperor.

I needed a different excuse.

“I prefer it here.”

“What?”

“I like being able to stay here in peace.”

“You like this countryside estate?”

“Yes.”

As if she couldn’t believe it, Camilla turned to look at me, and behind her, the lord, who had been watching with disbelief, now had a satisfied smile on his face.

“But there’s nothing here. There’s no proper infrastructure, the roads leading to the city are narrow, the population is low, so there are hardly any customers, and there’s nothing particularly valuable here that could bring in money, so why would you like it here where there are hardly any outsiders…”

Every time Camilla spoke, the lord’s expression seemed to grow more despondent, but I pretended not to notice.

“Still, it’s better than the capital.”

“Are you serious?”

“Yes.”

Camilla, who glanced at me for a moment, sighed.

“I guess you really mean it. So you really did reject the position as my personal chef?”

“That’s correct.”

“No second chances?”

“I know. How quick and pragmatic you are in calculating profits, Camilla.”

“……..”

There it was again, her smile returning at words of praise.

Even though she was thorough in making money, she was particularly weak when it came to self-praise.

“So just because you praise me, you think I’ll give you money?”

“You still have to pay for the meal.”


“I will!”

With a wry smile, she handed me a pouch.

“Take it. It’s 200 gold.”

“Two servings of soybean paste stew and one soft tofu shouldn’t be this expensive.”

“I’m not just giving you that.”

“Then?”

She gestured towards the kitchen.

“I’ll buy all the tofu you make and the remaining bull’s meat. This is part of the signing bonus.”

“You’ll have to store it in the fridge, is that okay?”

“Don’t underestimate Golden Wagon.”

“I’m not worried about the meat, but the tofu might spoil on the way there.”

“It’s fine. I’ll stay here and eat all the tofu with my attendants.”

Wait a moment.

“How many more days are you staying?”

“Yeah. Like I said. I’m here to enjoy whatever I can. Since I couldn’t recruit the chef I had my eye on as my top priority, I’ll get something else even if it’s out of spite.”

“……”

Seems like she quite liked the tofu.

“It’s a shame you rejected my offer, but I’m glad it’s not because of that Diana woman.”

She smiled at me.

For some reason, my heart fluttered.

There was a strange sense of unease in her mischievous smile.

What should I say?

Should I evensay that I even thought of making the food tasteless?

“Let me ask you one more question.”

“Sure thing.”

“Did Diana, that woman, also come here?”

I shook my head.

Please don’t say such scary things. If the princess were to come here, it would be a real disaster.

“She didn’t come.”

“Oh~, really? Okay then, that’s good.”

After finishing her sentence, she said to me,

“Prepare some food for the the attendants too. Those kids probably haven’t had a proper meal today.”

“Understood.”

It’s no big deal.

I received a lot of money, so there wasn’t anything I couldn’t do.

“And what about Lord Britten?”

“Do you have any business, Camilla?”

“I think we need to have a little more discussion among ourselves. Let’s go back to the castle together.”

“Understood.”

★★★

Camilla Wagon gnashed her teeth at the first rejection she had ever experienced.

She had proposed to Lucas several times before to become a chef and was rejected each time.

But this time, the rejection meant something different.

At that time, Lucas, who was still a member of the Princess’s Knights, couldn’t easily leave his post, so Camilla’s recruitment request was just a casual remark.

Because of that, she naturally expected Lucas’s rejection back then.

“I’m still a member of the Princess’s Knights.”

“I’m sorry.”

So she thought it would be the same this time as well.

But…

After Lucas left and four months of waiting, followed by a two-week journey.

The moment of being moved by the taste of Lucas’s food after such a long time.

Filled with a desire to immediately recruit Lucas, the man who satisfied her palate and was not affiliated with anyone else, she made an offer of a sum of money she hadn’t presented to anyone else.

Drastically, a whopping contract fee of 500,000 gold and an annual salary of 150,000 gold were proposed.

If he had requested more, she was even willing to increase the amount slightly.

Even the senior manager and national hero, Kobi, did not receive such a sum.

This was the unique offer she made to Lucas.

However, she was turned down.


	This territory where I can stay as I please is good.

	It’s better than the capital.



You can’t come?

Changing my tastes as you please, making your food indispensable.

And now you say you can’t handle it here because you like it?

Geez. How can you say such irresponsible things?

If that’s the case, you shouldn’t have made me like this.

You shouldn’t have given me food with a smile.

At least today, you shouldn’t have given me such delicious food.

Showing me how brilliant your worth is and then rejecting me.

“What should I do?”

I want it.

Desire bubbles up inside me.

The smell of that restaurant still lingers on her body.

His scent.

Yeah. If you love this place so much, you can’t be my chef.

“I just have to come here.”

Since you made me like this, you have to take responsibility for it.

Something special has to happen for me to come here.

Something special that can be paid for any cost.

“Lord, I’m looking to purchase exclusive rights to this Britten estate.”

Camilla looked at lord Britten sitting in front of her with bright eyes.

★★★

“The smell extends all the way here.”

The woman in the robe arrived at the Britten estate after a solid week of traveling from the town of Cornwell.

It took longer than expected to track down the scent.

It wasn’t because she was bad with directions.

The scent of the bull led all the way here.

It was clear that something had been brought all the way here.

“Did they kill the bull and bring it to their estate?”

She recalled the last traces of the bull when it was alive.

Traces of being killed in a single blow.

They dismantled the bull’s carcass and brought it here piece by piece.

“A skilled person like this in such a small estate?”

She couldn’t understand.

Usually, someone of that skill level would live in the empire’s capital or a large city.

It was absurd to think that such a skilled person was hiding in such a small estate.

She would find out once she went in.

“Who goes there?”

As she approached the entrance of the castle, the guard stationed there blocked her path.

A familiar scent emanated from the guard.

“The smell of the bull.”

Was this man…?

The one who killed the bull?

No, it wasn’t him.

This man was different.

His frame was slight, and though trained, he hadn’t reached a high level of skill.

“I think a fighting bull was hunted. Is that correct?” she spoke up.

The guard’s suspicions eased at the sound of the beautiful voice that captivated the ears of those who heard it.

“That’s correct, but may I ask the reason for your inquiry?”

“Who hunted that bull?” she inquired.

“Ah, are you a knight who wishes to dine on bull meat?” the guard replied.

She nodded, realizing it would be easier to pass through if she agreed.

“I’m not sure if there’s any left in stock at the moment. Inside, there’s a knights’ dining hall where the owner himself is known to hunt,” the guard explained.

“The owner there?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“Thank you.”

“Before you enter, I’ll need to see your identification.”

Even as he extended courtesy, adhering to procedure was exemplary of a disciplined soldier.

Well-trained indeed.

She reached for the sword at her waist.

The imperial seal affixed to the sword’s tip.

A seal proving her status as an Imperial Knight.

In itself, it served as both a pass and identification, and the soldier stepped aside, acknowledging its value.

“Ah, confirmed.”

As she entered, she sensed the smell of the bull not only from the soldiers guarding the entrance but also from the laborers bustling around.

“So many people have consumed bull meat?”

In the human world, consuming bull meat was considered a display of strength.

Even from the shifty-looking women, she could smell the bull’s scent.

“Are they all hiding their true abilities?”

If all of them were knights…

What an impressive castle.

Hiding your power.

People crowded around a particular building.

A notice board with unfamiliar characters engraved prominently in front of the building caught her eye. It was written in an unknown language.



★★★★★
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“Darn it.”

Although she could speak and understand Imperial, she couldn’t read what it meant.

“Too many stars.”

“Is this some kind of wanted poster?”

“Or is it a guildhouse where mercenaries gather? But he mentioned it’s a restaurant.”

With doubts in her mind, she entered the restaurant.

As soon as she opened the door, a smell hit her.

“Ahem!”

It was, how should I put it…

A pungent odor that pricked her sensitive nose.

“Cough! Cough!”

“Is this supposed to be the smell you get in a restaurant? Who in the world would defile a restaurant like this with sewage?”

“Are other people okay with this?”

They seemed fine eating despite the smell.

They briefly chuckled at their own coughing before diving into their meals.

Some didn’t even bother to look up and were fully engrossed in their food.

Humans were truly incomprehensible beings.

Suppressing the urge to gag, she glanced around.


As soon as she saw the man who appeared to be the owner of the restaurant.

“That’s him.”

She instantly realized that the man was the one who killed the bull.

“Welcome!”

She approached the restaurant owner.



 
  
    Chapter 32: bibimbap was served, but the elf said in annoyance. ‘Are you a racist?’


I was busy working in the kitchen to greet customers as usual today.

Since Camilla’s visit, soybean paste stew has been added to the menu, and thanks to her enthusiastic promotion, it has become quite a hot topic among the residents of the estate.

By enthusiastic promotion, I mean.



★★★★★

I, Camilla Wagon, say this.

Soybean paste stew, or rather soybean paste stew made with freshly made tofu and bull meat, is the food of the gods.

It’s so delicious that it makes me feel sorry for those who haven’t tasted it.

I have tried many foods in the world, but I have never encountered something this delicious.

Of course, if you mix in bull’s meat, it would be extremely expensive, so using beef brisket for the soybean paste stew is also good. If that’s difficult, Pog’s meat isn’t bad either.

But you’re saying the taste of soybean paste varies according to personal preference?

Nonsense.

I don’t even want to associate with someone who doesn’t understand such taste!

Want to succeed like me? Then eat soybean paste stew.

Recommended menu: tofu kimchi / soft tofu stew / soybean paste stew / bull beef brisket soybean paste stew!


	Camilla Wagon, Head of Golden Wagon Trading Company –





She wrote a lengthy review on the largest paper on the bulletin board in front of the store.

She even posted it right in the center, making it impossible to ignore.

A strong recommendation from the second richest person in the Empire.

For several days, soybean paste stew sold like hotcakes, thanks to her statement that eating it would lead to success.

Even Camilla’s attendants, knights, soldiers in the city, and even farmers who usually only came in the evenings to drink, were ordering it.

“One soybean paste stew, please!”

“I’ll have that too!”

“But why are people eating that weird-smelling stuff?”

“Hey, that’s why Tog’s field is in such a state. If you want to succeed, you have to eat it!”

“Why are we talking about fields now?”

It became a popular menu item, sought after by 8 out of 10 customers.

How should I put it?

It felt like being a restaurant owner who suddenly sees a surge in customers just because an influencer said, ‘This place is great~.’

If this happens in a fantasy world, imagine how much more it would happen in a place like Korea, where social media is highly developed.

Even Liana and Heimer argued over the soybean paste stew.

“Sir Heimer, you truly don’t understand the taste. Soybean paste stew is the food of successful people!”

“No, this is not a food fit for knights. To use that delicious bull meat in this way… And doesn’t it have a strong, uh, unpleasant smell?”

“That smell is so deep and rich. It’s a flavor that comes from its depth!”

It felt like a clash between the pro-soybean paste faction and the anti-soybean paste faction.

For the people of this world who weren’t used to soybean paste, the smell was indeed unfamiliar. In fact, it was almost strange how much Camilla was obsessed with it.

Even Liana, who praised soybean paste, couldn’t fully get used to the smell, often grimacing.

Anyway, thanks to all this, business has gotten much busier.

Customers have increased to the point where the place is always full.

Some residents even came from outer villages like Cornwell Village after hearing the rumors.

“People in town say this place is really good.”

And occasionally, merchants from nearby cities would stop by our shop as well.

I thought it would be quieter after Camilla left the estate yesterday, but it’s gotten even busier than when she was here.

“I’ll visit again often.”

“Feel free to come anytime. Our shop is always open for our customers.”

“Well, it would be a loss for the Empire if such a great restaurant were to close. Don’t you agree?”

“Is that so?”

“You must never close down. Never.”

If I felt an inexplicable sense of crisis at her words as she left, it must have just been my imagination.

She would now be busy in the capital. She wouldn’t have the time to worry about such a rural place.

I had talked with Kobi while making tofu. He mentioned that a huge mining area had recently been discovered in the northeastern part of the Empire, and she would soon be busy bidding for it.

Did he say the mine even contained magic stones?

Anyway, just as I was starting to find some peace after a hectic period, the door opened.

Step, step.

Unlike other customers, a woman entered, pulling her hood down low over her eyes.

“Ah-hem, cough! Cough!”

She coughed, seemingly startled by the smell of the soybean paste, and looked around.

With her hood pulled down so low, her face was hard to see, but she was clearly biting her lip.

‘A stranger.’

A sword at her waist, leather armor peeking out from under her robe, and a deliberately serious stance.

She was an adventurer.

It was the first time I had seen an adventurer here.

The people who were eating soybean paste stew each smirked at the newbie’s reaction.

They had been like that just a few days ago themselves.

It was like the way a trainee who has been in training for five weeks looks at a new recruit who just entered the training camp.

To me, it was just an adorable show put on by the newbies.

“Welcome!”

Anyway, I couldn’t just leave the customer unattended, so I greeted her loudly.

The female adventurer who looked at me approached without hesitation.

She stopped sniffing in front of me, nibbled her lips, and then spoke.

“Are you the knight who caught my fighting bull?”

“……….”

Uh, this doesn’t seem like a customer judging by the atmosphere.

Suddenly, I noticed a pointed ear poking out from her hood.

“An elf?”

I knew them as a species that loved nature and didn’t harm living beings.

The elves were a vegetarian race that loved nature so much.

A race that might have conquered the continent with a life close to beauty and immortality, if not for their excessively arrogant nature.

No wonder a bull appeared where it shouldn’t have.

It was probably because of this elf.

Could it be some kind of summoned creature?


This is bad.

“Yes, are you the owner of the bull?”

“Close enough.”

“I did kill it, but it was an unavoidable situation.”

“Unavoidable?”

“Yes. It was right before the village was attacked.”

“I saw the evidence. I came to make sure why you had to kill the bull.”

The conversation seems to be going surprisingly well.

“Then did you distribute the bull meat to the knights here?”

“Yes.”

“Indeed, the soldiers guarding this entrance must have ate it as well.”

She finished speaking and took off her hood. As she did, her flowing golden hair waved, and her blue eyes stared at me.

She was beautiful.

Though her ears were partially obscured by the hood, it wasn’t enough to hide her beauty.

So, elves truly were as handsome and beautiful as they were said to be.

And those long ears that were now revealed…

“Then I should apologize!”

People’s attention was focused on her pointed, elongated ears.

“An elf?”

“An elf here?”

“Why is there an elf?”

Indeed, she was an elf. I wasn’t mistaken.

“When you say ‘apology’?”

“You killed my bull, so I should be provided a compensation, right?”

“I clearly explained that there were circumstances.”

“That’s true, but even so, it doesn’t bring my bull back.”

The words were not wrong.

Once dead and digested in our stomachs, the bull could not be resurrected.

But that didn’t mean we couldn’t offer some form of recompense.

As mentioned earlier, we had our own circumstances.

“We’ll offer some compensation. But it was a situation where someone could have died.”

“I know that too. It won’t be a burden.”

She finished speaking and sat down on the chair facing the kitchen.

“I heard this is a restaurant.”

The elf, who had hung her robe beside her, looked at me with her beautiful appearance on full display.

“Elves don’t seek revenge with a sword. That’s something done by barbaric races. Nor do we take money for it. It doesn’t suit us elves either.”

She declared confidently.

“However, I won’t ask humans to follow elven traditions. So, I’d like to be served the most confident dish here.”

“You mean food?”

“Yes. Judging by the expressions of the people here, it seems they have some skill. I’m talking about how good it must be if you can eat in a restaurant that smells like sewage.”

“Pfft!”

Heimer couldn’t hold back his laughter at the mention of the sewage smell.

Hmm.

Food treatment.

It was a bargain to eat cheaply in exchange for killing a bull familiar.

“Understood.”

If it’s elves, then vegetarian; if it’s vegetarian, then Korean cuisine.

In fact, what diet could be more suitable for elves than any other race?

If they wanted, they could easily prepare a meatless menu.

Among the dishes that could be made right away, how many are vegetarian?

I could gather together recently made soybean paste stew, tofu kimchi, braised tofu, kimchi fried rice, and various side dishes to make bibimbap[1], mixed with red pepper paste, along with mushroom stir-fry and various seasoned vegetables as side dishes.

And meatless wrap rice would also be entirely feasible.

With fresh vegetables and just some dipping sauce, wouldn’t that complete the wrap rice?

There’s also temple food, where a meal is prepared solely with vegetarian ingredients like perilla seed soup and gondre rice.

Even kimbap[2] could be made vegetarian by omitting the egg, ham, and crab sticks.

Tastes may vary, but at least it meant that even with a vegetarian diet, one could ensure sufficient nutrients.

Of course, among the menu ideas that came to mind, many couldn’t be made due to lack of ingredients.

I glanced at the remaining ingredients for a moment.

“Well, tofu is delicious anyway…

I guess I’ll go with tofu as the centerpiece.”

I immediately heated some oil in a pan and started stir-frying the kimchi.

Having suddenly received an unexpected guest, an elf, I decided on the menu.

Stir-fried kimchi, the most delicious tofu kimchi, which she disliked for its sewage-like smell, miso stew, along with side dishes and bibimbap mixed with red pepper paste.

This was a vegetarian set menu for her.

As I heated the oil for stir-frying the kimchi, I quickly boiled the soybean paste stew.

At the same time, I took out all the side dishes that were originally meant to accompany the meal.

I neatly arranged on the plate: soybean sprout salad made with the soybeans send by Camilla, mushroom stir-fry, pumpkin stir-fry, bone-chilling young radish kimchi, and vegetable stir-fry with potatoes and carrots sliced ​​in.

“Looks beautiful.”

The various beautiful vegetables showed off their presence.

Then, I took out the well-cooked stir-fried kimchi and the tofu that still retained its warmth, sliced them nicely for serving, and transferred them to the plate.

After placing freshly cooked rice on top of the assorted vegetables, I topped it all off with red pepper paste.

“Almost forgot.”

Sesame oil and sesame seeds shouldn’t be forgotten either.

Without them, it’ll taste too bland, especially since I couldn’t add fried eggs. If those are missed, it’ll lack flavor.

I completed the bibimbap, reminiscent of the bowl bibimbap I used to eat at home when I was hungry, mixing rice with side dishes and red pepper paste.

“It would be perfect with just dried anchovies and fried eggs.”

That’s a bit disappointing.

Anyway, I presented the perfect vegetarian diet for anyone who dislikes eating meat for various reasons, especially for vegetarians, to the elf.

“Here’s the perfect vegetarian diet for elves.”

The elf, who had been quietly waiting for the food, looked at me.

Her gaze was sharp. With her brows furrowed, she stared at me as if sparks were flying.

It seemed like she might draw her sword at any moment.

“Owner, are you a racist?”

Are you asking if I’m racist? That’s absurd.

“What do you mean…”

“Are you one of those narrow-minded imperial folks who firmly believe that all elves must only eat vegetarian?”

“……..”

“Why isn’t there any meat in the food?”

“Actually, I was expecting and requesting that.”


Wait, do elves eat meat too?

Writer’s Note (Author’s Postscript): From today, I’ll be meeting you at 11 PM for a while. If there’s a joint visit, it will be at 6 PM and 11 PM. We’ll confirm the serialisation time again later. Thank you.

[1] bibimbap is a popular Korean dish that consists of a bowl of white rice topped with assorted vegetables.

[2] Kimbap is a popular Korean dish that consists of cooked rice (bap) and various ingredients.
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