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    Chapter 1: Life is hard now, so it’s okay to indulge in gaming, right?



In the world of a medieval fantasy game, the borderland baron is born with a slightly better but still trash-like upbringing compared to commoners. 

Despite bearing the title of nobility, his standard of living falls short of even an average Korean commoner’s household. 

Yet, he can endure it up to this point. 

The real problem lies in the fact that the nobleman I’ve become, Lloyd Howard, is a shameful excuse for a noble no matter where you put him. 

Lacking not only swordsmanship and magic but even basic common sense, he’s a fool who feels inferior to his three years younger foster brother without even making an effort. 

The only consolation was his handsome appearance, which, perhaps thanks to that appearance which balances the appearance of his fiance.

“Then, would you like me to read the letter that the Count entrusted to me?” 

“Sure, go ahead.” 

“To my dear friend, Felix Howard, Baron.” 

The problem lies even with his fiancée… 

“Due to unavoidable circumstances, I hereby request the annulment of our engagement. Yours sincerely, Oliver Biden.” 

“What is this supposed to mean? To break off the engagement without any special reason, is Biden insulting Howard?” 

It led to a declaration of annulment. 

“Not at all, my lord. In case of any misunderstanding, I personally requested to be the messenger.” 

After a verbose speech that lasted almost 40 minutes, followed the declaration of annulment. 

The only dvantage he had turned into scraps of toilet paper. 

It couldn’t be anything but the worst situation. 

As a result, Lloyd lay in bed without food or drink for three days. 

It was ridiculous to be dumped by a slightly pretty woman in a world where half of the population are women. 

[Tutorial ends.] 

But it wasn’t a big problem. 

“Young master, you must eat something. Please…!” 

To me. 

“Okay, I’ll eat. Bring me a meal.” 

“Y-Young master?” 

“Quickly.” 

“Y-Yes! Understood!!!” 

[Lloyd Howard: Severe malnutrition] 

If you do not consume food within 12 hours, it will worsen from ‘lethargy’ to ‘fainting’. 

This world is easier than easy mode, it’s chicken mode. 

I play games to enjoy them lightly. 

With that in mind, I chose the easy difficulty. 

But I also wanted to take it easy, so I chose the even easier ‘chicken mode’. 

Then, annoyingly verbose text started appearing on the screen. 

[VR Package Game Another World, the first-ever massive open-world RPG!] 

[Here you can be good or evil, a knight or a wizard, a king or a revolutionary, an inventor or a destroyer, you name it!] 

[There were also countless hidden pieces and various playstyles, information that you couldn’t even enjoy in tens of thousands of hours.] 

‘Yeah, skip.’ 

Skipping all these was basic. 

As I skipped all the unnecessary text, a warning window, highlighted in red and looking clearly dangerous, popped up. 

[Warning: This mode is at the level of difficulty where a baby is sucking on a bottle. Is your gaming skill really only at this level?]

“Waaah.”

Provoking was pointless. 

In PvP games, I have a miserable gaming skill level that oscillates between bronze and silver. 

That’s me. 

I didn’t want to suffer from my already mediocre gaming skills even in a package game just to avoid getting cursed. 

So I ignored the warning and started the game. 

I didn’t expect to be incarnated into the game for such a reason. 

“I have brought it, young master!” 

The tutorial that was supposed to proceed smoothly, the suddenly disappeared logout indication. 

Even when I groped around with my hands, I couldn’t find the VR goggles that should have been there. 

At first, I was quite flustered. 

Since it’s just the beginning of the game, I don’t know anything. 

Is this concept of bringing sudden surprises and tension what the game is originally about? 

Since it was set in a medieval fantasy with a caste system, was it chosen based on appearance as the top priority? 

Is this how open-world RPGs are nowadays? 

Or is it rebirth or incarnation? 

Then what happens to my real body? 

If that body starves to death, do I die too? 

Such thoughts crossed my mind, but as I watched Lloyd Howard’s life unfold under the guise of a tutorial, those worries gradually faded away. 

All. 

of. 

them.

vanished.

I have become Lloyd. 

I accepted that fact. 

“The training ground…” 

“I know.” 

In the blink of an eye, although it briefly crossed my mind, all of Lloyd Howard’s memories seamlessly connected to me. 

Even though it had been more than 17 years since anyone had set foot here, I still remembered the location of the training ground. 

With that strange yet familiar memory, I arrived at the training ground reserved for the Howard family’s use, a place that was unfamiliar yet oddly comforting. 

“No one’s here.” 

Oddly enough, it was a good situation. 

As the eldest son of the Howard family, who went from being a knight to obtaining the title of Baron. 

Wouldn’t suspicion arise if someone like him suddenly moved so convincingly? 

The fewer spectators, the better. 

“Phew.” 

I took a light deep breath and began to loosen up my body. 

It wasn’t difficult. 


“Like this?” 

The guidelines typical of the chicken mode came to mind. 

My task was simply to mimic the movements outlined in the guidelines as closely as possible, utilizing Lloyd’s somewhat clumsy body. 

“Ugh…” 

“Am I okay?” 

The problem was Lloyd’s body, which was simply pathetic in itself. 

I hadn’t expected that simple warm-up exercises would strain my entire body like this. 

“Okay, what’s next?” 

[Swordsmanship: Howard Swordsmanship (C)] 

Swordsmanship passed down from Baron Howard. 

[Activating Howard Swordsmanship (C).] 

Once again, a hologram appeared visible only to me. 

“Is this a footprint? Ah, am I supposed to follow this footprint?” 

Following the visible footprint, I adjusted my stride. 

“Is this the correct grip?” 

Mimicking the grip, I swung the sword. 

“Oh, should the elbow be a little more inward… like this?” 

Correcting the incorrect movement. 

“Oh…?” 

I performed the movements quite convincingly. 

Then the hologram, which had been glowing red, began to shine blue again. 

It was a sign that I was performing the correct movements. 

“It’s kind of fun, isn’t it?” 

As I performed the correct movements, the next hologram appeared. 

This time, it began repeating a set of movements as if instructing me to follow along. 

After several repetitions, I mimicked the movement exactly, and the hologram turned blue again, signalling success. 

Even though I’m quite clumsy, I can manage to keep up with the leisurely rhythm. 

With each increase in proficiency, an alert popped up like in a game. 

It was a strange sense of accomplishment, making my chest swell with pride. 

“Why, this is like a game!” 

When I peeked into Lloyd’s bleak life during the tutorial, I thought. 

“How can such a crappy game exist?” 

It was a territory of failure, without the typical rules of fantasy realms like back mountain dragons, neighbouring dwarves, or elves from the next village. 

Given how pathetic Lloyd’s initial abilities were, it seemed like a perfect situation to just give up if I couldn’t become the lord of the house. 

But once I finished the tutorial and came in, it turned out to be a great game. 

“This is life.” 

Easy game, easy life. 

Thinking so, I mindlessly followed the hologram’s movements, feeling a thirst creeping up on me. 

[Lloyd Howard: Thirst] 

“Thirst?” 

How much time must have passed for me to reach a state of thirst like this? 

“Phew.” 

As I let out a long sigh, I felt aches throughout my body. 

It was the recoil from excessively using Lloyd’s body, which was more clumsy than mine. 

“Alfred… water…” 

Struggling, I waved my hand, and Alfred, with a surprised expression, quickly ran over. 

“H-here you go, my lord…” 

Alfred handed me a water bottle with a puzzled look. 

Ugh… 

The water had a strangely unpleasant smell, but my thirst had reached the point where even this felt like a godsend. 

As I gulped down the water, Alfred cautiously handed me a towel. 

“Hmm.” 

I wiped my body with the towel Alfred gave me and checked the proficiency of Howard Swordsmanship. 

“3 stars? Still a long way to go…” 

Howard Swordsmanship seemed to operate on a system where proficiency increased from 1 star to 10 stars sequentially. 

Even though it was chicken mode AI, it seemed to treat Lloyd’s Howard Swordsmanship as slightly better, at 3 stars, than someone who had just started. 

“I believed in you, my lord…” 

Alfred’s eyes were trembling with tears. 

It wasn’t just his eyes. 

Even his shoulders were shaking. 

“Heh… You’re truly amazing, my lord!” 

He was really crying.

The sight of the middle-aged attendant with tears in his wrinkled eyes was truly a marvel.

“Even I… can do at least this much… Hoo…”

“Yes, I believed in you!”

I don’t think so.

Alfred seemed to be more overwhelmed with emotion than I was, lifting his head towards the ceiling as if gazing at the heavens.

“It must have been hard for you…”

Alfred seemed convinced that Lloyd had been secretly training in Howard swordsmanship.

‘Well, at this level, I wouldn’t lose to Lucas.’

Lloyd’s younger brother, Lucas, was a perfect upgrade of Lloyd.

If Lloyd was a small pentagon, lacking in all areas except looks, Lucas was a well-rounded pentagon excelling in all areas. 

The only critical weakness was that the family was poor, so even if he became the head, they would still go hungry.

Lucas, who had been training in Howard swordsmanship since childhood, was at the 3rd star level.

In other words, if Lloyd were to spar with Lucas now, they would be at a similar level.

Of course, with Lloyd’s poor stamina, he wouldn’t be able to swing a sword for long.

“…Young Master.”

“What?”

“May I inform the Master that you have awakened?”

Alfred asked cautiously.

The Master.

That meant Baron Felix Howard, who was now my father.

The reason Alfred was being so cautious was…

‘Ah.’

The reason Lloyd had refused food and lain in bed was to keep Olivia, the third daughter of Count Oliver Biden, waiting for him.

Since I, the person in question, was bedridden, Olivia was waiting in the mansion for my response.

If it was announced that I had gotten up, it meant I would have to face Olivia.

‘Pathetic guy.’

Pretending to be sick just to avoid being rejected by a woman.

Truly a pathetic guy.

“Sure. Tell him I’m fine now.”

“Understood, Young Master.”

Perhaps Alfred saw something in my lively eyes.

Without another word, he bowed and left the training room.

‘…Let’s do a bit more.’

Lloyd’s life was currently tied to his connection with the Count Biden’s family.

Since that connection was about to be severed, he needed to prove his worth in other ways.

So, he needed to hone his skills as much as possible while he still had time.

[Activating Howard Swordsmanship (C).]

***

Not long after Alfred left, I was practicing swordsmanship following the instructions of the Chicken Mode AI, when I heard the door of the training room, which had been firmly shut, open.

The person who entered looked like an older version of Lloyd, a middle-aged man about thirty years older.

“Hmm….”

It was Baron Felix Howard, who was now my father.

‘Ah, this is a bit intimidating.’

Lloyd had poor stamina, having exchanged his muscles for fat, while Baron Felix Howard was a man who had steadily trained even into middle age.

They only shared the same face; the atmosphere they exuded was entirely different.

“You finally look a bit like a man, Lloyd.”

“…I greet the Master.”

“Have you come to your senses now?”

The Master… no, Father, glared at me with a cold expression.

I must have seemed like a fool who was desperately trying to do something because he was in a tight spot.

“…It’s all my fault.”

“You’ve only realized that now. Foolish boy.”

Father said, glaring at me coldly.

Lloyd was afraid of his father’s cold gaze.

But I was different.

A blue mark indicating goodwill floated above his head.

Even such a foolish son was loved.

That was the kind of man Felix Howard was.

“Prepare yourself. That child is in the drawing room.”

“Understood.”

Father gave me a once-over, as if observing me, then quietly left the training room.

‘He’s a tsundere.’

He could have just sent a servant or called Alfred back.

But he personally came to the training room to see for himself.

Thinking that, the awkwardness of the word “father” seemed to lessen a bit.


If I had had a father, would he have been like that?

“Young Master.”

“Alright, let’s go.”

While I was staring blankly at the entrance of the training room where my father had left, Alfred returned.

With Alfred’s help, I quickly tidied up and headed to the drawing room.



 
  
    Chapter 2: Changed Rascal


As I entered the tastefully decorated reception room, the fragrant scent of flowers swayed my senses. 

Despite the early summer when flowers were starting to bloom and fruits were forming, the atmosphere felt like spring.

-When Olivia comes, it’s like spring, not when like a flower bloom.

I recalled writing a cheesy poem once. 

At first, I thought it was nonsense, but now that I met her in person, I felt like I understood what he(former Lloyd) meant. 

With her radiant golden hair and a determined-looking prominent nose, she exuded charm. 

Her presence, reminiscent of a clear blue sky, against the backdrop of light-colored walls, was truly captivating.

“You’ve waited long, Olivia.” 

I said.

“No, are you feeling better?” 

She replied.

“Yeah, I’m all healed.” 

Loyd replied.

“Thank goodness.” 

She said.

Her actions were as graceful as her appearance, and her tone was gentle. 

I sensed genuine concern for her fiancé’s health in her gestures.

“But…?” 

However, there was a red mark indicating hostility in her mind. 

Loyd’s father had been disappointed in him for 17 years. 

Even he held some affection for his son, Loyd, so it was hard to believe that someone who had been engaged for ten years could be considered hostile.

“You don’t think it’s the same as before?” 

She asked.

Thankfully, I was in chicken mode.

“Loyd, while you were sick, I felt indebted to you for a while. Nothing has changed since we were young. Do you remember the swing on the tree in the garden? It’s where we first met.” 

She said.

Every memory of Lloyd was connected to me.

I knew how we became close and what emotions we harboured. 

However, Loyd’s emotions didn’t entirely transfer to me. 

Because of this, I could calmly assess the situation with my bias removed.

“Does this mean there’s no progress in this rural town?” 

Loyd asked.

The Biden Count family was a prominent one in the vicinity. 

Being an heiress from such a family, Olivia didn’t seem to pay much attention to Loyd, who was from a less distinguished family. 

If it weren’t for the red mark indicating hostility, I would have almost been convinced by Olivia’s Oscar-worthy acting skills.

“This was decided by my family. My opinion doesn’t matter much. Isn’t that how nobility works?” 

Olivia said.

Did the tragic heroines say something like this? 

It sounded like she regretted the breakup, but it couldn’t be helped. 

It felt like she was giving me an opportunity to reach out, as if she wanted me to plead with her.

“Since I’m nobility… Yes, I am nobility.” 

I said.

I pretended to be the nobleman in front of Olivia. 

Seeing her as an enemy, I felt tense, and my voice trembled.

“Yes. So…?” 

She replied.

Thanks to this, Olivia didn’t notice that I was acting.

“Thank you for everything, Olivia.” 

I said.

But continuing the act felt suffocating, and I lowered my head. 

If I didn’t hide my expression, my act might be exposed.

“Goodbye.” 

I said hurriedly, leaving the reception room.

‘Lloyd is socially dead now.’

In fact, Lloyd was socially killed, and the Baron of Howard was isolated in the aristocratic society of this area.

Having suffered such humiliation, he would be treated as a coward who couldn’t even demand compensation.

The problem now was that Lloyd had become me.

“Master…”

As I returned to my room from the reception room, Alfred entered with an embarrassed expression. 

He had been Lloyd’s attendant, caring for him more than anyone else.

He knew Lloyd’s feelings towards Olivia better than anyone else.

Therefore, in the current situation where the breakup was decided, he probably couldn’t bring himself to say anything.

“I like delicious food, Alfred.”

“Okay?”

“It’s better to have clothes made by a skilled tailor than to have them made roughly.” 

“Yeah, I guess so. Since I’m not good enough, a cooler guy probably caught her eye.” 

“Your Grace.” 

“So, things should change.” 

Three days of eating, excessive exercise, and stress from meeting Olivia had left me feeling mentally foggy. 

“Yeah, things should change….” 

I laid my tired body on the bed. 

Alfred looked down at me and shivered. 

It seemed like he thought I was struggling from the stress of rejecting Olivia. 

“Stop it, I want to rest.” 

“Please rest comfortably, Your Grace.” 

Such poor stamina. 

At this rate, I think I would need to lie down with a fever just after one day. 

“If my swordsmanship is like this, how about other aspects?” 

Chicken Mode had brought Lloyd, who had been close to bedridden for a day, to a level similar to his talented younger brother in terms of physical ability. 


What if this affected other areas as well? 

For example, maybe investing would reveal what would succeed, or browsing through street stalls might lead to finding legendary items no one else knows about. 

And maybe it could even help find hidden quests. 

“Let’s see….” 

First, I need to check if there’s anything outstanding in this poor territory. 

“Oh, is this the feeling?” 

I closed my eyes for a moment, picturing the map, and when I opened them, a holographic map appeared before me. 

It felt like the map had been taken from a satellite, with a clear emphasis on the border of Lord Howard’s territory. 

It was easy to recognize. 

“As expected, the location isn’t great.” 

Although he was from a knightly family, Lord Howard’s newly acquired territory was the epitome of a frontier. 

In such frontiers, attacks by untamed monsters were frequent due to the lack of human presence. 

In fact, the map was dotted with red dots representing enemies. 

“The change in position comes with benefits, huh? Ugh…. Being slightly better off than commoners is still trashy.” 

Thinking this, I pressed one mark after another next to the map. 

“Silver vein?” 

It was an empty territory. 

I thought so, but when I pressed the resource tab, a huge silver vein appeared on the mountain between Lord Howard’s territory and the neighbouring one. 

It was a massive amount of silver. 

“There should be at least this much, even in such a worthless territory.” 

The problem was that with the military strength of this territory, it would be difficult to clear out the monsters on this mountain. 

And hiring mercenaries was out of the question due to lack of funds, so some means seemed necessary to check out this silver vein. 

“If I make a gun or something, would it be enough to handle it with 20 people? No, guns are risky. Then are there any long-range weapons besides guns?” 

Thinking this, I pressed the crafting tab and started exploring various options. 

Countless crafting blueprints began to appear. 

I briefly saw a blueprint for a nuclear reactor, but I was puzzled as to why such blueprints existed in a medieval fantasy game. 

“Items that can be crafted at Lord Howard’s level.” 

Entering that keyword, the number of crafting blueprints noticeably decreased. 

Among them, I enlarged the blueprint for the most realistic and seemingly impossible item to be crafted at this time. 

“A compound bow can be made in this era? You can make a string with coal residue? Huh….”

 There was even a crafting blueprint for an improved version, a magazine-fed 6-shot compound bow. 

Even though making a compound bow would be more difficult than making a gun or dynamite.

“It’s in chicken mode.”

Life was easy in this easy game.

One day, a figure known as the disgrace of the family suddenly showed up with blueprints for a new weapon. 

How would the patriarch, his father, judge this? 

Honestly, even if I were the patriarch, there would have been plenty of sceptical looks sent my way. 

That’s why there was a necessity to become a trusted figure in this mansion first.

***

“…Have you already read all of this?”

“Uh, yeah, just clear it away.”

Lloyd’s body suffered from serious muscle pain just as I expected, even from a brief training session. 

If I was to become a respected figure in this mansion, I had to become disciplined. 

While I rested, I decided to fill my empty mind with reading. 

At first, I was a bit worried about how far Lloyd’s lacking brain cells could take him. 

But it didn’t turn out to be much of a problem. 

Chicken mode wasn’t just some vague performance that only helped in limited combat situations. 

For example, when it came to reading, just skimming with your eyes would automatically embed the content into your mind. 

Closing your eyes, you could recall the content you’ve read without missing a single detail. 

It was akin to what’s commonly known as photographic memory. 

Chicken mode was invincible.

The problem was Alfred’s slightly unsettled gaze as he observed it. 

Having watched Lloyd more closely than even his own parents over the years, he was taken aback by the sudden change in Lloyd’s demeanour.

“It feels like there’s a hole here. It’s like something keeps emptying out.”

So, I decided to act.

“But reading these books makes me feel like there’s a filling hole. There’s a story in the neighbourhood about a man who’s dumped by a woman but then succeeds and takes revenge… Was this the feeling?”

As if trying to fill that void left by disappointment, I reached out to various things. 

When Lloyd actually displayed behaviours that Alfred could recognize, Alfred trembled and clenched his fist. 

It was a feeling of slight guilt prickling at my conscience.

“I’ll bring another book right away.”

“Thanks.”

Using Chicken Mode’s assistant, I trained my body. 

If I couldn’t move due to muscle pain, I would accumulate knowledge through reading in the room. 

I didn’t forget to subtly express interest in military ranks. 

Perhaps because my initial evaluation was so low, as I diligently immersed myself in various activities, the evaluation within the mansion began to cautiously rise.

Initially, the Baron Howard didn’t have much financial leeway to employ many servants, so the number of servants could be counted on one hand.

As I continued to lead a diligent daily life, news arrived that my younger brother, Lucas, who had been temporarily staying with our grandmother, had returned to the mansion. 

Alfred seemed to cast a suspicious glance when he heard about Lucas’s return. 

He must know better than anyone else how I treated Lucas.

“Lucas…”

Lucas had a softer personality than Lloyd and was a good lad. 

I remembered calling him “little brother” and he would follow me around.

But after he defeated Lloyd in a light sword duel in the spring, our vague relationship was completely shattered. 

Recognizing this, our parents, sent Lucas to our grandmother’s under the pretext of swordsmanship education.

“How far can I go now?”

I was just genuinely curious.

[Howard Swordsmanship (C) 4-star] 

Swordsmanship at the level of a novice practitioner. 

It felt like a good textbook had just appeared.

“I want to talk and meet Lucas. Alfred prepare it for me.”


“Young master…”

Alfred, after seeing the clearly changed look in my eyes, nodded immediately.

“Yes, understood.”

I watched Alfred leave and clenched my fist. 

It was time for me to become the hope of the family, rather than its problem child.



 
  
    Chapter 3: Changed Rascal – 2


Lloyd harbored feelings of inferiority toward his younger brother, Lucas.

Watching Lloyd’s life through the lens of a tutorial, it seemed pathetic to feel such a way toward a brother three years younger.

“Greetings, brother.”

However, now that I am in his shoes, I can fully understand the reason for that inferiority complex.

[Lucas Howard: Howard Swordsmanship (A)]

In the tutorial, Lucas’s Howard Swordsmanship was clearly at C-tier. 

But in just a few months, he had reached the level of A-tier. 

A A-tier level meant he could compete with even an apprentice knight.

And this kid was only 14 years old.

If Lloyd’s talent was rated at an R level, Lucas’s would be SSR. 

His talent was far beyond what was fitting for a baron’s family in the outskirts.

“Yeah.”

I responded half-heartedly to Lucas’s greeting while picking up a wooden sword placed in a corner of the training ground. 

Lucas swallowed dryly as he watched me. 

Since the swordsmanship duel in the spring, Lloyd had become more irritable. 

He must be recalling that event.

“Listen, Lucas.”

My Howard Swordsmanship was at B-tier. 

Clearly inferior to Lucas. 

But I had no intention of giving up the sword now.

‘How far can chicken mode go?’

I achieved Howard Swordsmanship B-tier with Lloyd’s uncoordinated body in just a month. 

How much could this chicken mode help in a duel? 

I needed that information.

“Brother…”

Lucas gripped his wooden sword with a tense face. 

He wasn’t worried about losing or getting hurt in the duel. 

He was simply afraid of Lloyd’s outburst after the duel.

‘So that’s how it is.’

What arrogance, just because he was born with some talent.

“Alfred.”

At my signal, Alfred looked toward a corner. 

There, our father and mother were watching with very disappointed expressions, frowning. 

But they didn’t seem to intend to stop my impulsive behaviour, as they slightly nodded to proceed with the duel.

Alfred then looked at both of us and raised his hand. 

Then, he silently lowered it to the ground.

At that moment, Lucas charged at me. 

Despite his gentle prince-like appearance, his movement was quite aggressive. 

Fast and nimble, utilizing his smaller physique to the fullest. 

He didn’t just charge straight in but adjusted his steps intentionally to disrupt the sense of distance, wary of my counterattacks.

If this were baseball, it was like a 160km/h fastball suddenly turning into a 70km/h slow ball right before your eyes. 

Even a batter with a near 40% batting average would have his timing thrown off.

If it were the old Lloyd, he wouldn’t have even been able to react, and the duel would’ve ended in one strike. 

But I was different with the chicken mode’s combat assistance system attached.

‘I can see it.’

Before Lucas’s sword could touch my body, the combat assistance system sent an alert. 

I blocked Lucas’s initial strike by placing my sword along the red guiding line shown by the combat assistance system.

Thwack!

Lucas looked startled that I had blocked his attack, his eyes widening briefly in surprise. 

I grinned as I locked swords with Lucas.

“You arrogant brat.”

Do you think I’m easy?

I frowned, conveying that intention. 

Lucas’s expression hardened briefly, and he took a step back, preparing to swing his sword. 

But the chicken mode had already perfectly read his intention. 

I took a bold step toward where Lucas intended to retreat and swung my sword.

Whoosh!

“Ugh!”

Lucas hurriedly tried to defend, but his lower body was unstable, causing his balance to falter. 

He quickly retreated to regain his breath. 

The atmosphere shifted. 

Realizing the unusual situation, Lucas transitioned from a swift assault to a probing battle.

He attacked with feints aimed at my head, targeting my neck instead. 

He thrust at my chest only to pull back and swing sideways. 

He swung downward at my shoulder, then stepped to circle to my side.

These were certainly A-tier level feints and attacks.

“Huff….”

Despite his lighter build, his sword felt unusually heavy. 

The weight shift through his trained lower body created this disparity. 

In contrast, my swordplay was straightforward. Lucas would swing, and I would block. 

I merely positioned my sword where Lucas was about to strike.

That was all there was to it.

“Hah, hah, hah…”

But even that was enough to exhaust Lucas. 

More force was applied near the handle than the tip of the sword. 

When the point of action’s leverage was advantageous, a 14-year-old could not surpass a 17-year-old.

“When did you become… Huff….”

An expression I had never seen before appeared on Lucas’s face. 

It wasn’t fear or reluctance but rather a look of anticipation and respect.


Even in such a moment, he was showing respect toward his brother…

Swoosh.

My counterattack with minimal movement was one-sided. 

Head, chest, shoulder, flank, I swung my sword toward the spots identified by the cheat mode as weaknesses. 

Unlike Lucas, I didn’t mix in fancy feints. 

I simply swung my sword in a straight line toward the identified weak points.

“Ugh!”

Thwack!

Despite that, Lucas couldn’t properly respond. 

He was already quite exhausted, but aiming for weak points made it even harder to defend. 

No matter how naturally gifted he was, a 14-year-old Lucas couldn’t handle it.

Thunk!

“Ugh…!”

After about 20 exchanges of one-sided attacks, my wooden sword finally touched Lucas’s wrist. 

Lucas, with a strained expression, dropped his wooden sword and fell backward. 

It was a scene that overlapped with what I saw in the tutorial where Lloyd had lost.

“I lost, brother….”

Lucas rubbed his right wrist and lowered his head. 

I looked down at Lucas silently. 

What should I say now? 

Lucas and I are brothers.

So normally, reaching out a hand and offering some kind words would be the proper reaction. 

But based on Lloyd’s behaviour towards Lucas so far, that’s not what I should do.

Thunk.

I pointed a wooden sword at Lucas, who was sprawled on the ground.

“Lucas, I dislike you.”

The heated atmosphere of the training ground, where we had been clashing wooden swords, turned cold.

It was awkward, but this was a response fitting for Lloyd.

I opened my mouth, thinking of the reaction Lloyd would naturally have shown.

“I hated that you monopolized all of our parents’ love. I hated that the servants, knowingly or unknowingly, compared you and me.”

Lucas lowered his head further.

“I mocked you and got angry at you. If only you weren’t here, I wouldn’t have felt so miserable.”

Lucas clenched his fist tightly.

With his head lowered, I couldn’t see his expression, but he was probably quite hurt.

Afraid to confirm that emotion with my eyes, I intentionally turned off the character info window in chicken mode.

“Still, I was the eldest son of this family and even engaged to Olivia. It was only natural for me to become the head of this family.”

This time, I squeezed the wooden sword as if my emotions were surging.

“You must have heard that my engagement was broken off. Now I have nothing left. I’m just a guy who was born three years earlier than you!”

Alfred flinched and tried to approach me.

I slightly shook my head at Alfred.

Judging that I still had some rationality, Alfred nodded with a slightly worried expression.

“So I’ve decided to change.”

After saying that, I grabbed Lucas’s hand.

“Brother…”

“I dislike you. But I dislike myself even more for harboring inferiority towards my younger brother. I hate myself for being dumped by Olivia because I’m so small-minded. So I will change.”

Lucas briefly looked surprised by the feel of my hand.

It was probably unfamiliar because, unlike Lloyd’s smooth hands, his were a mess of calluses and scars.

“I will become a brother you can respect. I will prove that I am someone so great that you won’t dare to act arrogantly. This was the first step.”

“…Brother, you are always someone I respect.”

“Ha!”

I laughed sarcastically and shook my head.

Respecting this crazy guy, he must have hurt his head instead of his wrist.

“Go get treated.”

“Yes, Brother!”

Lucas’s face, which had been slightly shadowed, lit up brightly.

In contrast, I felt a bit uneasy.

‘Was this enough?’

Was this enough as an excuse for why Lloyd had changed?

That was the concern.

***

As soon as Lucas returned to the family, he was summoned to the training grounds. 

Felix and his wife, Ceres, who heard the news from a servant, hurried to the training grounds. 

Lloyd, who couldn’t stick to anything for more than three days, had been diligently training his body for a month. 

Although the incident of the broken engagement was quite significant, now it seemed rather advantageous in hindsight. 

But was that all just a delusion? 

With that thought, they headed to the training grounds.

Lucas had once again shown remarkable progress in that short period. 

If Lloyd, who had finally become motivated, were to be defeated by Lucas again, wouldn’t his newfound determination be shattered?

With these concerns, Felix and Ceres couldn’t believe their eyes at the scene unfolding before them. 

The footwork, the techniques to bewilder the opponent. 

Clearly, Lucas was more skilled in swordsmanship than Lloyd. 

However, Lloyd blocked Lucas’s feints as if he could read them, and then naturally exploited Lucas’s openings, swinging his sword without any wasteful movements. 

Lucas crumbled without even being able to respond properly to that efficient attack.

“Huh…” 

Maximizing gains with minimal movement. 

Despite his relatively lower level of swordsmanship, showing such movements could only be described as ‘talent.’ 

“Lloyd?” 

Felix couldn’t help but feel bewildered.

“Lucas, I dislike you.” 

As the victor, Lloyd candidly expressed his true feelings towards Lucas. 

Though it lasted only about one or two minutes, it felt as if countless emotions Lloyd had accumulated until now were poured into those words.

How could the victor look more resentful than the defeated? 

“I suppose I must also strive harder.” 

He was a foolish father who couldn’t even recognize his own son’s true nature. 

Judging his son prematurely without even seeing his true potential—this was indeed the mark of a small-minded father.

“…Let’s have beef stew for dinner tonight, dear.” 


It was Lloyd’s favourite dish. 

“Let’s do that.” 

Severing ties with the Count of Biden was certainly a misfortune. 

However, seeing Lloyd, who used to behave like a delinquent, bloom with such brilliant talent, this was undoubtedly a blessing in disguise.

The couple left the training grounds with a wry smile, leaving the two brothers behind.



 
  
    Chapter 4: To the County of Biden


Lucas was strong.

Without the system assistance of Chicken Mode, I probably would have been defeated without even managing a proper counterattack.

I couldn’t be satisfied with just this.

With that in mind, I intensified my training even after defeating Lucas.

“Hoo….”

“Are you alright, young master?”

“I’m fine….”

“Overexerting yourself can be harmful to your body, young master.”

“I know. But it’s not bad.”

Training in the training ground had become part of my daily routine.

However, it was now slightly different from the rhythm game-like training before.

‘Battle Mode – Lucas Howard’

If the system assistance for learning Howard swordsmanship was like a rhythm game, Battle Mode felt very similar to a fighting game.

It analysed Lucas’s combat abilities and recreated them as a hologram visible only to me.

This Battle Mode Lucas was strong.

Despite only being one grade higher, without the system assistance of Chicken Mode, I could barely win one out of ten matches.

It seemed his claim of going to his maternal family for sword training wasn’t just an excuse.

‘But I’m improving.’

After the Battle Mode training, Chicken Mode would present a notebook of mistakes.

It would let me observe the holographic fight between Lloyd and Lucas, allowing me to watch from a third-person perspective.

Since I could do this while lying in bed, I could essentially invest all my time in training.

Repeating such systematic training for two months, I managed to raise my win rate to 5:5.

As the hologram’s difficulty increased to match Lucas’s growth, it became clear that my growth rate was starting to surpass his.

At this rate, by the end of the year, I might be able to hold my own against the knights.

Learning the sword for just six months and being able to make a living with it—this was definitely as easy as a baby sucking on a bottle.

All hail Chicken Mode.

“Let’s call it a day for the morning training. I’ll spar with Lucas in the afternoon.”

“Overexerting yourself can be harmful to your body.”

“It’s alright. If I get too exhausted, I can just read some books.”

“Young master….”

I gave Alfred a playful response and then quickly tidied myself up.
In the morning, I used Chicken Mode for training, and in the afternoon, I trained through sparring with Lucas.

During my rest periods, I spent time gaining knowledge through books, leading to a time of intense focus.

But it didn’t feel exhausting.

Training with Chicken Mode felt like playing rhythm and fighting games, and sparring with Lucas was like aiming for a high score.

Reading books was like flipping through pages and absorbing knowledge, leaving only a sense of accomplishment without the fatigue of studying.

It felt like I was naturally becoming a diligent person thanks to the fantastic sense of achievement.

Not to mention, there wasn’t much else to do in this domain.

“Brother! Thank you for your hard work today as well.”

Having woken up at dawn and completed the morning training, I often found myself facing Lucas in the shower room like this.

What used to be an uncomfortable encounter had now become quite familiar.

“Yeah, you worked hard too.”

Lucas and I washed ourselves quickly.

Then, while walking down the hallway to the dining room, a rather cool morning breeze for summer blew in through the open windows for ventilation.

Summer was gradually turning into autumn.

“Autumn is almost here, brother.”

“Yeah.”

It’s already autumn.

In this world, transportation was inconvenient, so once winter arrived, we would be stuck here.

Although I was steadily growing stronger, wasn’t I still just a frog in a well by the standards of this vast world?

I felt it was about time to go beyond Lucas as a teaching aid and see how far I could go in the wider world.

More than anything, I was starting to feel the urge to escape this boring domain and have some stimulating experiences.

“I’m sorry.”

As I stood there absentmindedly gazing at the distant mountains, Lucas suddenly bowed his head and began to stammer.

Why was this guy apologizing?

‘Oh….’

For Lloyd, autumn meant Olivia’s birthday.

Every year around this time, he attended her birthday party and sent her poems as gifts.

What came to mind was something like,

‘The oppressive heat that kept me awake at night has finally subsided, and as I looked out the window, it felt as if you had arrived, bringing a smile to my face without me realizing it.’

I had likened the golden wheat fields to Olivia’s blonde hair.

It was a bit cringeworthy, but Lloyd’s love was sincere.

So Lucas was probably apologizing for reminding me of Olivia with the mention of autumn.

“It’s in the past. Don’t worry about it.”

“Oh… yes, brother.”

I shrugged my shoulders indifferently and walked ahead.

It wasn’t an act of indifference; it genuinely didn’t bother me anymore.

As we walked down the corridor and arrived at the dining room, our parents were already seated at the table, waiting for us.

Lucas and I greeted our parents and quietly finished our meal at the table.

After finishing the meal and preparing to leave, my father called me to his office, saying he had something important to discuss.

When I went to his office after finishing the meal, he brought up a rather interesting topic.

“Are you talking about the squire knight?”

“Yes, I believe you are more than capable of handling it now.”

It wasn’t a way of saying, “Become a knight and get out of here!”

It was simply that, since the Howard family originated as a knight family, it was customary for any male child to at least pass the squire knight’s test.

‘An squire knight… hmm.’

My father’s words clearly hinted at considering my maternal grandfather, the Count Spencer.

Typically, an squire knight was a title granted upon achieving success in tournaments held by noble families of count rank or higher.

Yes, ‘count rank.’

‘Olivia’s family is also a count’s family.’


“Yes, I will become a squire knight before the year is out.”

“Good.”

My father showed a rare smile as he nodded at my confident expression.

He had no idea that I was planning to take the squire knight’s test at the Count Biden family.

That’s it, Father.

If I fail, it’s Lloyd’s problem, but if I succeed, it’s a sweet victory for me!

For the first time in a while, the dull routine had given way to a thrilling rush of dopamine.

***

Time passed, and autumn arrived in the barony. 

After making thorough preparations, I bid farewell to my family before departing for the knight exam.

“Thank you for teaching me all this time, brother.”

My win rate against Lucas had risen to nearly 70% even without cheat mode assistance. 

It was actually me who received the teachings, but it didn’t feel bad at all to be the first one to bow my head.

“It’s nothing. I’ve learned a lot too.”

Since this was the first time I acknowledged him, Lucas scratched his face with a rather pleased expression.

This guy seemed like he’d grow up to be a dangerous man, capable of flirting with older women.

“Well, I’ll be off then.”

“Sure, I believe you can do it.”

“Be careful, Roy.”

Father patted my shoulder, and Mother lightly hugged me while calling me by my nickname. 

If they knew what I was about to do, they’d be shocked. 

It’s better to ask for forgiveness than permission. 

Trusting the big data from my previous life, I mounted my horse and set out on my journey without another word.

‘Well, let’s get going.’

As I spurred my horse towards the Biden territory, I thought about what was to come. 

The squire tournament usually takes place in autumn. 

This coincides with the birthday of Olivia, the third daughter of Count Biden, which leads to quite an amusing event here. 

Before the knights duel, they dedicate the glory of their victory to a lady, and since it coincides with Olivia’s birthday, she becomes the object of these dedications about 90% of the time.

I wondered what her reaction would be if I, now victorious, dedicated my win to her. 

On the other hand, what if I didn’t dedicate it to her? 

Just thinking about it made my mouth water.

‘Gambling is a must.’

Who is Lloyd Howard? 

The fool of the Howard family, now known by everyone as the idiot made famous by Count Biden’s household. 

Such a character entering the squire tournament—what are the odds on that?

‘Life is all about the underdog.’

Nodding to myself, the anticipation made my heart race as I travelled.

Because of that excitement, even my first experience of sleeping outdoors in this world wasn’t too difficult.

After three days of riding,

‘Oh, so this is Count Baiden’s territory…’

I finally arrived at a real lord’s castle, boasting grand walls like those seen in movies. 

Olivia, though just the third daughter, was raised as a noble lady in such a place. 

How would she have thought of the Howard barony? 

It wouldn’t be surprising if she instinctively thought. 

‘The Howard barony is a backwater.’ 

Separate from her natural disposition, I was already looking forward to seeing how her narrow-mindedness would react to my actions.

“Lloyd Howard. I’ve come to participate in the squire tournament.”

“Your identity is confirmed.”

The outer gate guard, responsible for the castle gates of the count’s territory, checked my identity and showed a complicated expression.

Honestly, even I would have shown a complicated expression. 

It’s been less than half a year since I broke off the engagement with the lady he serves, and now that very person suddenly shows up in their territory during her birthday season! 

It was so blatant that the guard was probably recalling the plots of various trashy novels in his head. 

He seemed to think I might win this year’s gossip award.

“Hmm.”

Honestly, it didn’t matter to me. 

Those with nothing to lose have nothing to fear. 

With my reputation already ruined among the nobility, Olivia had much more to lose than I did. 

The anticipation was already thrilling.

***


“Honey, do you think Lloyd will do well?”

“Don’t worry. He’ll handle it just fine.”

“But still…”

“Even if a problem arises, Count Spencer will handle it. Don’t worry.”

In case any problems did arise, I had already sent a letter to my father-in-law, Count Spencer. 


So, all they had to do was trust and wait for their son to bring back the squire’s badge before the year was out. 

There would be no problems.

Felix’s trust in his son outweighed his worries.

“Lloyd!!”

At least until the news arrived that Lloyd had entered the squire knight tournament of Count Biden’s household.



 
  
    Chapter 5: Justice


The basic currencies of this world are copper coins, silver coins, and gold coins. 

Copper coins and silver coins have a ratio of 10:1, and silver coins are exchanged for gold coins at a ratio of 100:1, based on the pure gold Aslan Empire coins. 

The unit is called “shilling,” derived from silver, so if you have one gold coin, it would be indicated as 1,000 shillings. 

There are also half copper coins smaller than copper coins, but they are not commonly used due to their large volume. 

Anyway, I currently have four gold coins and 100 silver coins. 

Assuming that one shilling of this era is worth about 2,000 Korean won, I could consider 10 million won as my military fund. 

Including homelessness, I stay out for about 30 days. 

With 10 million won, it may seem like a lot. 

However, for a noble-born like me, it’s not a considerable amount. 

“Well, about half of it would be self-earned.” 

My grandfather, who passed away five years ago, fought alongside Count  Spencer on the battlefield. 

As a result of that connection, my mother, his second daughter, married my father. 

This means it’s not just a formal relationship; there’s quite a bit of interaction between the families. 

So, my father would have sent a letter in advance, asking them to take care of me, and my maternal grandfather would have taken care of my interests as much as possible. 

So, this 5,000 shillings was pure pocket money. 

With the situation of living expenses resolved, having 10 million won as pocket money might seem modest for a noble but quite affluent for a squire knight. 

“… Forgiveness might not be so easy after all?” 

I thought forgiveness would be easier than permission, but now that I think about it, the grandson who was supposed to come hasn’t shown up at all. 

Could it be that they were attacked by monsters? 

Or perhaps they encountered a band of mercenaries turned bandits? 

They might be worried about such things. 

Even though I’ll be of age next year, the moment I return home, I might be in big trouble. 

“I should go to Count Spencer as well.” 

Count Spencer was a mage who distinguished himself in battle. 

As such, unlike Lord Howard, he would have access to plenty of books on magic. 

“No, for now, I should unpack at the inn.” 

I plan to invest 4,000 shillings in lodging. 

Since I’ll be staying for about 20 days with 1,000 shillings, I’ll need to stay at an inn where I can afford about 50 shillings a day for living expenses.

With that in mind, I first visited a relatively cheap inn, but the hygiene there was too dismal. 

The innkeeper, after confirming my status, showed me a private room, but the bedding infested with fleas and bedbugs looked more miserable than being homeless. 

The problem was that even this was considered a special room at this inn.

The sight of people crowded together in a large room resembling a sauna was quite absurd. 

Since it was impossible for a modern person to stay there, I had to find a place where someone of my status could stay. 

Eventually, I found a fairly decent inn with good hygiene, with a sign that read “Rabbit Foot.” 

Although the exterior showed signs of aging, it seemed to be a pretty good inn, judging by the attached stable nearby. 

I immediately handed over a tip to the waiter who came out of the inn and entrusted him with my luggage. 

Then I opened the door of the inn and went inside. 

“Welcome, sir.” 

The innkeeper, wearing armour and a sword, respectfully bowed his head to me. 

Then, for a moment, our eyes met. 

His half-closed eyes suddenly widened, and his mouth involuntarily dropped open. 

It was almost to the point where I was worried his eyeballs might pop out.

A tavern doubling as an inn is a place where all kinds of information gather. 

Therefore, he must have figured out my identity. 

“I-I’ll show you to your room.” 

“Since I’ve become dirty from being homeless, it would be nice if you could prepare some hot water.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

I paid the innkeeper and followed him to the room he showed me. 

After unpacking my luggage, I lightly washed my body with the hot water brought by the waiter. 

After washing up, I could clearly feel that summer had passed and autumn was approaching. 

“Now, I should register for the tournament.” 

After washing off the dirt from being homeless and taking off my quite heavy armour, I felt very refreshed. 

I could endure the discomfort of being in a crowded place to some extent.

At that moment, as I was thinking like that… 

Thump! 

I reflexively reached out my hand and grabbed the neck of the guy who had just bumped into me. 

“Th-this guy…!” 

I grabbed the guy who was about to say something, and without letting go, I rushed into an alley.

There was so much hustle and bustle, and the incident happened so quickly that no one paid attention to what was happening here.

After dragging the fellow into a corner, I snatched my purse from his hand. 

As my father had warned, there were some unsavoury characters among the crowd. 

Who would dare to target the wallet of someone carrying a sword at their waist? 

I had tied a purse with twenty silver coins inside, just in case, but I never expected such an incident to occur right after leaving the inn and taking off my armour.

Thunk!

After retrieving the purse, I slammed the fellow against the wall and tossed him aside. 

He began wheezing and gasping for breath.

“Co-co-cough… I-I’m sorry, sir…”

He was truly a tough one. 

How reckless do you have to be to target the wallet of someone armed with a sword?

As I contemplated this, the Combat Mode indicated that the fellow was armed. 

He had a short dagger, just shy of a hand’s length.

I approached cautiously, hand on the hilt of my sword, ready for any eventuality.

“I-I’m sorry! Please spare me, sir!”

The thief pleaded, offering his purse to me. 

As I reached for it, the Chicken Mode indicated he harbored ill intentions. 

I carefully observed his arm, which was bent inward as if holding a dagger.

Thunk!

I swiftly struck his head with all my might, and a shoddy dagger, stained with dirt, rolled onto the ground. 

It confirmed that he was indeed armed.


Now, as I went to collect the loot, I noticed various pouches scattered beside his unconscious body. 

I decided to search through them, and to my surprise, found an assortment of items. 

It seemed the thief had quite a knack for stealing.

I pocketed the generous payment he offered with a smile. 

Charity wasn’t uncommon for a nobleman and soon-to-be squire like myself. 

Having secured the funds for my education, I returned to the street, finding my daily budget had increased from 50 shillings to 60.

Feeling elated, I stopped by a street vendor and bought some skewered meat. 

As I handed over a silver coin, I couldn’t help but feel a pang of regret for the roughly 20 shillings I had left behind.

As I savoured the skewers, another pickpocket tried to snatch my purse, the one I had received as educational funds(bribe) from “Jack the Matryoshka.”

Without a theft-prevention strap, he managed to escape swiftly. 

I hastily finished my meal and chased after him, aided by the Combat Mode.

In no time, I caught up with him in a dim alley, grabbing him from behind and slamming him against the wall.

Thunk!

“Ugh…”

The rather sturdy petty thief, who had even managed to crack an old wall(by being slammed on it), collapsed to the ground with a thud. 

His skull was so tough that he was still conscious, looking up at me. 

I decided to send the exhausted-looking fellow to dreamland with a warm kick instead of a blanket. 

Thud! 

This uncivilized medieval thief seemed accustomed to sleeping on the streets. 

With his face half-twisted, he actually looked better off than usual.

“This is your compensation.” 

I said.

I had burned the top of my mouth in a rush to eat skewered meat while chasing this guy down. 

So, this justified settlement and compensation.

‘It’s really tough to uphold justice and honor as a squire.’

Entering an area with a lot of foot traffic felt like unlocking the PVP and monster encounter events. 

Such situations were unthinkable back in the barony.

“Whew.”

This town is truly chaotic. 

I should finish registering as a contestant and head back to the inn to rest.

As I continued walking, petty thieves frequently targeted my military funds, much like merchants seeking tourist dollars. 

It felt like my sense of justice, which had been lying dormant, was reignited.

Knights are those who, with weapons and swordsmanship, achieve what monks only pray for. 

Remembering the words of Sir Don Quixote, I burned with a sense of justice to eradicate the evils of the Countdom of Biden.

Thus, I taught justice to a total of five individuals, amassing 500 shillings in education fees. 

I initially intended to enact justice lightly, but before I knew it, I had achieved a 10% increase in my assets, thanks to a creative economy. 

A 10% increase in assets in just one day…

‘Thank you, Jack.’

Having achieved this creative economy, I felt like worshiping ‘Jack the Matryoshka’. 

After all, this extraordinary man paid 200 shillings for education fees alone, compared to the 300 shillings collected from the other four.

As I walked on with these thoughts, I finally arrived at my destination: the arena. 

‘How vast.’

In this barbaric medieval fantasy, the fights held in the arena are the most exciting events. 

Consequently, noble families with some wealth usually had large arenas.

Despite being a barbaric place, it was also an ideal venue for the squire tournaments.

After a quick look around, I headed to the registration desk.

“Lloyd Howard.” 

I said, presenting my identity card with the family crest.

“Verified…” 

The registrar acknowledged.

With my business here concluded, I thought of returning to the inn to rest.

But just as I was about to leave, a man with an expression begging for a lesson in justice raised an eyebrow at me.

“Lloyd? That Lloyd?”

“With ashen hair… Hah! It really is that Lloyd, isn’t it?”

Who are you? 

There was not even a speck of memory about him in Lloyd’s mind, but it didn’t seem like we were on good terms.

“So, the rumors were true? Well, it would be better to become a squire, hahaha!”

The brown-haired rascal, who seemed like a thug, walked away laughing, with a sword hanging from his waist. 

By switching to ‘chicken mode,’ I recalled that he was the third son of the Huden Family

In this world, where the eldest son inherits by default, being the third son essentially meant he was a pseudo-commoner or an apprentice knight.

So, I approached the laughing guy,

Thud!

“Ugh!”

I struck the back of his head with all my might. 

With the hand of a saint who had reformed as many as five heinous criminals, the blow had enough power to make even a wicked spirit ascend. 

The guy let out a demon-like scream as if he had crawled out of hell, rolling on the ground.

Clenching my fists, I looked down at the hunched figure clutching his head with a cold expression. 


Then, in a solemn voice, I expressed my anger.

“Who dares to insult my honour!”

It was a timely event to announce my arrival at the Countdom of Biden.



TL Note: Jack is the first thief.



 
  
    Chapter 6: Trial Duel – 1


In this world, honor was often regarded as more important than life itself.

Because society was highly insular and movement was restricted, having one’s honour besmirched was tantamount to social death.

So, what was the current state of Lloyd’s honor? 

Ta-da! 

It was once there, but now it’s gone. 

This was the current rumour about Lloyd: “A weirdo within the walls who constantly abuses and assaults his servants, an idiot who can’t inherit the title because he’s less competent than his younger sibling who’s three years younger!” 

There was some injustice in this.

Lloyd was a guy straight as an arrow towards Olivia. 

Thus, he was pure and clean in his relationships with women. 

Apart from that, the rumours were mostly true. 

He had indeed driven out servants who dared to compare him to his younger brother with abusive words and actions. 

If he hadn’t shown any change, Lucas would have become the next Baron Howard. 

In any case, he ended up being the guy dumped by Olivia for being just dumpable.

What reaction would occur if such a guy suddenly got angry about his honor being insulted?

“Is he the eldest son of the Howard Barony?” 

“Were the rumours true?” 

“Did he come all the way here because he couldn’t give up?” 

“Well, the daughter of Count Biden is indeed a rare beauty.” 

“What a perfect illustration of a spoiled brat. A noble without a title causing trouble in another noble’s territory!”

Responses like these were inevitable when facing someone who seemed like a foolish scoundrel. 

I enjoyed these reactions. 

They would spread the stories they heard today far and wide, and those stories would reach the ears of gamblers who loved to take risks. 

And that would, in turn, become a golden opportunity for me, who dreamed of long odds.

“Argh! Aaaargh!”

An unpleasant voice, like something crawling out of hell, was heard. 

It was the voice of an idiot, seething with anger, who had been dancing with joy after being disciplined by me.

“Are you crazy?!”

I’m not the crazy one; you are. 

It’s not because I’m scared of shit that I avoid it; it’s because it’s dirty. 

If you hadn’t messed with me in the first place, you wouldn’t have been disciplined. 

I clicked my tongue with a pitying expression.

“Fine, if you want to die here, I’ll grant your wish!”

The half-crazed idiot, veins bulging in his neck, reflexively tried to draw his sword from his waist. 

I stepped forward and stomped on his foot. 

“Ugh!” 

Then, I pressed down on the pommel of his sword, put my full weight into my shoulder, and pushed against his chest. 

Off balance, he collapsed to the ground without being able to respond properly.

Thud!

“You seem to like crawling around like a caterpillar.”

As I twisted my lips into a smirk, murmurs rose from the surrounding crowd.

“What just happened?” 

“Did he fall after bumping into him?” 

“Oh, the man who came to become a knight…”

The incident had happened so quickly that people merely thought the idiot was being clumsy. 

The murmurs seemed to reach the idiot’s ears too, as his face turned redder and redder by the second. 

It was almost like the rebirth of a man for the benefit of all humanity.

“You bastard!”

The idiot sprang to his feet and reached for his waist again. 

He was so flushed with anger that he seemed to have forgotten common sense.

“He’s a real idiot.”

Festivals attract crowds, and incidents and accidents are bound to happen.

So, shouting matches or minor scuffles can occur. 

But drawing a sword, something that can take a life, changes the stakes entirely.

We were born nobles but held no titles. 

Even titled nobles can’t act recklessly in another’s territory, let alone those without titles. 

Drawing a sword here was a direct challenge to the authority of Count Biden, a very dangerous move.

“You insulted my honour and didn’t apologize. You went straight for your sword like a common thug.”

“You bastard!”

“Apologize. If you do, I’ll let this slide for today.”

“Hah!”

Somewhat calmer now, the idiot let go of the sword hilt and shrugged his shoulders, then performed an exaggerated gesture like an actor on stage.

“This is why you got dumped. Like a dumb, spoiled brat.”

Yes, I was indeed the fool whose honour had plummeted due to a broken engagement. 

This response was the exemplary one. 

Who would calmly pull out the model answer after getting slapped in the back of the head?

“You’ve insulted me again. Once more, I demand an apology for besmirching my honour.”

“Is stating the truth an insult now? Haha, hahaha! What a grand honour you have! You should’ve behaved better from the start!”

“You’re someone who doesn’t understand words. I challenge you to a trial by combat to restore my honour that you’ve sullied.”

When I mentioned trial by combat, he gave a satisfied smile. 

Trial by combat was a form of trial that took place in the Middle Ages.

Since the Middle Ages lacked modern conveniences like CCTV or recording devices, witnesses or evidence were often scarce. 

Therefore, determining right and wrong through combat sometimes happened, under the belief that God would lend strength to the righteous.

A similar form of trial was popular in this world, but it lost its credibility over time as anyone and everyone started resolving disputes with combat.

This was hardly surprising in a world where people could coat swords with mana or make fire burst from staves. 

The wealthy could simply hire superior representatives, casting doubt on the validity of trial by combat. 

Nowadays, it is mainly used by knights and nobles who feel their honour has been tarnished, agreeing to settle matters this way to avoid further quarrels.

“I’ll give you a chance to cancel and run away now! Your already tarnished honour won’t suffer more from running away!” 

The idiot exaggerated theatrically, aiming to elicit cheers from the onlookers. 

The savages, always starved for entertainment, were easily swayed by such impromptu events.


“Fight!” 

“For honor!” 

“Trial by combat! Trial by combat! Trial by combat!”

After confirming the crowd’s reaction, I clenched my fist. 

“Don’t regret this, foolish man.”

Uwaaahhhh!!! 

As the trial by combat was sanctioned, thunderous cheers erupted from all sides. 

This was a definite signal that I, Lloyd Howard, had arrived in the Biden County.

“What is this commotion?” 

The deafening cheers from the spectators finally brought forth the presence I had been waiting for: the arena’s manager and a knight.

“I am Lloyd Howard. This man has insulted my honor, and I demand a trial by combat.”

“Howard…?” 

The manager’s face contorted like crumpled newspaper upon hearing my words, as if he wanted to say: ‘Honor? You?’

“Ha! Still claiming honor to the end? You must be thoroughly mad.”

As the idiot and I engaged in a war of words, the crowd began murmuring, making various remarks. 

The manager, hearing snippets of the conversation, stroked his beard with an intrigued expression. 

He then instructed us to stay at our respective inns until the lord’s permission was granted. 

After reporting our lodgings, the idiot and I left the arena.

“Consider yourself lucky for having your life extended!” 

The idiot spewed more third-rate villain lines until he was out of sight. 

If such an idiot became a knight, it would only have a detrimental effect on society. 

That was something I had to prevent.

‘Just breaking a few limbs should suffice.’ 

While my opponent intended to kill me, I was only planning to break a few limbs. 

Truly a demonstration of modern civilized mercy.

‘Now I can finally rest.’ 

After leaving the arena and returning to the inn, I took a light nap to shake off the travel fatigue. 

Later, to fill my empty stomach, I went down to the tavern-slash-dining room on the first floor, where all eyes turned to me.

‘Quite the popular guy, huh?’ 

It hadn’t even been a day since the commotion, yet the number of people recognizing me had significantly increased. 

In a world without phones or the internet, news sure travelled fast.

I ordered a meal from the innkeeper and took a seat.

 The food served at the inn was decent enough. 

While I was enjoying my cost-effective meal, the manager and a knight from the castle entered the inn.

“Is Lloyd Howard here?”

“You’re looking for me?”

“Lord Lloyd, hear this! I bring the word of the Count of Biden, the ruler of this land!”

“I am listening.”

Although it had only been about three hours, the count had already expressed his intentions regarding the trial by combat.

“Thus, I approve the trial by combat between the two. By order of Count BIden.”

At one time, he had almost become my father-in-law. 

So, what harm would it do to invite me to the castle, listen to my side of the story, comfort me, and feed me delicious food until I was stuffed?

It was really too much for both father and daughter to be so heartless.

“I understand. Thank you to the honorable count for his judgment.”

After appropriately responding to the official’s words, I continued to stuff my mouth with my slightly cold dinner.

According to the official sent by the count, the trial by combat was to be held a week before the tournament began. 

When knights of similar skill levels clashed over matters of honour, it was common for them to enter the duel personally rather than hiring a representative. 

Therefore, the one week given to find a proxy could be easily skipped.

So, why had they given me a week’s grace period?

‘They plan to use me as an opening act.’

It was a one-sided breakup. 

Despite being the victim in this situation, rumours were spreading that I was the one who had been dumped because I was a scoundrel.

However, there were also other stories circulating. 

Some said the count found a better match and pressured me out of greed. 

Others speculated that Lady Olivia had fallen for another man. 

These were various pieces of gossip.

Given Count BIden’s power, no one openly talked about it, but the fact that such rumours existed was undeniable. 

So, he likely planned to use this event to squash those rumours.

“Look at Lloyd defeated in the trial by combat! He was so disgraceful that the engagement was called off!” 

That kind of thing.

‘Actually, this works well for me.’

The betting on the arena started five days after the players were registered and ended the day before the matches began. 

Because there were so many people and the betting was done manually rather than electronically, it was difficult to have real-time betting. 

This was a great condition for someone like me, who aimed to make a substantial profit from the bets.

The day of the trial by combat arrived. 

I placed a bet of 4,000 shillings on the name “Lloyd Howard.” 

My gamble paid off as Lloyd Howard achieved a remarkable upset. 

The odds had been 134 to 1, an unbelievable scale for an upset.

‘This is the power of the trial by combat.’

Since these trials were conducted with both parties’ tempers flaring, they rarely ended with just a simple defeat unless there was a significant difference in skill. 

It was common for participants to lose their lives, and even if they survived, having their limbs broken was a given. 

Therefore, it was natural for the odds to be so outrageous.

‘After deducting fees, it’s about 120 times… 4,000 shillings multiplied by 120 equals 480,000 shillings. That’s a miracle, turning 800,000 won into 960 million won.’

‘This should be enough for military funds.’

With this military fund and the power of the “chicken mode,” it was the birth of a miracle where money made more money.

“You came looking for a fight instead of running away. If you want to die so badly, I’ll grant your wish!”

The fool looked at me filled with hostility. 

But I wanted to worship the fool who had created this situation for me.

“I’ll let you live, Jack the Parkedegari. Be grateful for the mercy of Lloyd Howard.”

“It’s James Huden!!!”

Jack the Parkedegari, inheritor of “Jack the Matryoshka,” drew his sword.

“I dedicate this victory to the autumn that has come to Count Biden’s territory!”

Jack whatever-his-name-was shouted as he looked at Olivia. 

It seemed half like a provocation towards me, but half genuine.

‘He’s just the third son.’

It was amusing to see a guy who wasn’t as good-looking as me and had nothing to inherit, trying to woo her.

“Then let the trial by combat begin!”

The announcer’s words widened the distance between us. 

We both drew our swords and waited for the signal.

“Begin!”

Tooooot!

The trial by combat began.

“Hup!”

Jack whatever-his-name-was charged straight at me with his sword.

[James Huden: Huden Swordsmanship (C)]

Compared to the naturally talented Lucas, his movements were slow and unimpressive. 

If I decided to swing my sword seriously, it would be over in one blow.

[Huden Swordsmanship proficiency has increased.]

This guy was truly unimpressive, but if the fight dragged on, I could learn a new sword technique called Huden Swordsmanship. 

Therefore.

Clang!

I blocked Jack’s swinging sword with the guard of my own, deflecting it,

Bang!

“Ugh!”


And then punched him in the head, causing his stance to crumble. 

It was just a simple countermeasure, but the blow landed so cleanly that he started to dance like a newborn fawn.

Seeing he needed time to recover, I looked toward the person to whom he had dedicated his victory. 

My eyes met those of the count and his daughter, who were glaring at the arena.

I raised one corner of my mouth as I looked at them.



 
  
    Chapter 7: Trial Duel – 2


In modern society, it’s difficult to accumulate wealth through hard work alone. 

That’s why young people have likely made efforts to build their assets through financial products like stocks and cryptocurrencies at least once.

I’d like to ask those who have had such experiences: When did you feel most frustrated? 

When did you feel like smashing your monitor and smartphone? 

It was when I lost a lot of money in a stock that I bought and then watched it skyrocket after selling. 

“I really wanted to die.

When I turned 20, I was practically kicked out of the orphanage, and I could receive about 5 million won as a living allowance. 

Since I had already saved money through part-time jobs, it felt like free money, so I put it in a savings account for the future. 

Then, when the investment craze began, I felt left behind and bought without knowing anything. 

And when I lost 40% of the principal and got drunk, I cried my heart out.

The problem was that about a week later, when I recovered mentally, that damned stock I sold at a loss skyrocketed. 

There are no words to express the anger that burned deep inside. 

“I wish you could feel what you feel.” 

As I glanced silently at Olivia, I soon returned my gaze forward. 

There, Jack the Parkedegari, who had recovered his breath, was panting heavily.

“It’s lucky you’re wearing a helmet, Jack the Parkedegari.” 

“…It’s James!” 

That’s right. 

He could barely keep his mouth… 

Unlike when he was on the offensive, his legs seemed weak and unresponsive. 

In that case, I’ll have to go. 

I activated chicken mode and used the martial arts Lucas taught me to rush in. 

It was a move I had repeated thousands of times, so I showed perfect footwork as if I were Lucas. 

Clang! 

As I rushed towards him like a flash, Jack, who was preparing to intercept me, hesitated and missed his chance to counterattack. 

Then I adjusted my stride length momentarily, messing up his distance.

Squelch! 

“Ugh!” 

Due to my impromptu action, Jack, whose timing was off, allowed me to hit his side awkwardly. 

He was wearing chainmail, so he wasn’t cut, but judging by the thrill I felt from hitting him with a steel sword, it seemed like it would hurt quite a bit. 

“Does it hurt?” 

Pain is a part of youth. 

“Hoo, hoo… Damn it!” 

He’s quite the spirited fellow. 

I lightly stepped back, avoiding the horizontal swing he tried to counterattack with. 

The sound of the air being cut was quite pathetic considering how much he boasted and swung his sword with all his might. 

“Is that also called swordsmanship, participating in a tournament…” 

I looked bewildered. 

Plop! 

“Don’t disgrace my honour!” 

Jack jumped at me with his armour clanking. 

Whether it was due to a lack of learning ability or not, it was a move that was not much different from the first one. 

Even in terms of the technique to use against it, there were at least three options that came to mind. 

But I decided to block his sword head-on. 

Clang! 

As the swords clashed, sparks flew. 

For a moment, the shadow inside Jack’s dented helmet seemed to brighten a little. 

Inside the dented helmet, Jack’s expression was even more serious than before. 

“You rogue!!!” 

Losing his composure in excitement, he began to swing his sword with all his might. 

He was fast. 

Still lacking sharpness, but it was a pretty threatening attack. 

“A knight is the sword of the lord to be wielded one day. Are you saying you’re different from a mercenary or a guard?” 

“Don’t insult me!!!” 

Stronger than me, trained with attributes, Jack held the sword so tightly that the tip trembled.

He then started swinging his sword with his entire body, scattering it as if he was spraying it around. 

Despite the sword wind strong enough to make one’s hair flutter, it didn’t feel threatening due to his lack of skill. 

Just as I did in the sparring with Lucas, I deflected Jack’s continuous strikes, holding the middle of the sword with my left hand as if I was bunting. 

Clang! 

Screeeech! 

Clang! 

Clang! 

Swords entangled in mid-air. 

The sharp noise resulting from it. 

The sparks flying in the violence where each was trying to take the other’s life. 

“Waaaah!!!”

“Go! Kill him!”

“Win, James!” 

The spectators, entranced by the spectacular scene, began to cheer. 

Jack, seemingly inspired by their cheers, started pushing even harder against me. 

The continuous strikes that looked impressive as if he was putting up a barrier with his sword. 

But since he was putting unnecessary force into it, causing the tip of the sword to wobble, it felt quite insignificant when it actually reached me.

[Your proficiency in Huden Swordsmanship has increased.] 

‘Very good.’ 

Chicken Mode informed me that my proficiency in Huden Swordsmanship had increased. 

It seemed these continuous strikes were like the culmination of the swordsmanship Jack had built up. 

And finally, Chicken Mode informed me that my understanding of Huden Swordsmanship had risen to 3 stars. 

‘Let’s see how far I can go….’ 

I met Jack’s strong diagonal slash, which he swung with the power from his waist, with a horizontal slash. 


Clang! 

“Ugh!!!” 

Jack, caught off guard and allowing a counterattack, grimaced as if he had suffered a considerable wound on his hand. 

“Let me teach you something. Come at me, Jack the Parkedegari.” 

“Phew, phew…. It’s James….” 

It seemed even Jack the Parkedegari, being human, had realized who was superior. 

“Do you hope for your name to be remembered with just that?”

“Uaaaaah!!!” 

I watched Jack’s attack as he screamed and charged at me. 

Just like in the real battle with Lucas, Chicken Mode detailed the attack of James’s sword. 

I matched his attack, mirroring his swordsmanship as if looking into a mirror. 

Swords clashed in mid-air. 

A counterwind formed against the one-sided storm. 

It was as if we had rehearsed, our swords tracing the same path in the air and clashing several times. 

“Ha!?!?” 

In the wave of clashing steel, I heard a sound of someone catching their breath. 

It wasn’t just Jack making that sound. 

While clashing swords with Jack, I glanced around slightly and saw the audience staring at us with their mouths agape as if entranced. 

“Why, why are you using the Huden Swordsmanship!” 

Chicken Mode informed me that Jack’s Huden Swordsmanship was 4 stars.

In contrast, mine was 3 stars. 

It was clear that Jack was more proficient in Huden Swordsmanship than I was. 

Claaang!

I had just learned swordsmanship today, so there were unnecessary movements mixed in. 

Furthermore, because I was reacting after perceiving the hologram in chicken mode, I was always a half-beat slower than Jack in swinging my sword. 

Even so, Jack was unable to easily overpower me. 

This was because he was quite exhausted and his strikes lacked sharpness due to using too much unnecessary force. 

It seemed that Huden swordsmanship was about finding the opponent’s weak points through continuous attacks. 

Clang! 

Swinging with just arm strength meant a lack of sharpness. 

[Your proficiency in Huden Swordsmanship has increased.] 

Jack, looking completely dejected, lowered the hand holding his sword with a defeated expression. 

“What on earth….” 

“You fool.” 

I raised my sword above my head. 

At that, he collapsed to the ground and tightly shut his eyes. 

I pointed my sword at his chin, which looked pathetic until the end. 

“Do you admit defeat?” 

“…I lost. Lord Lloyd. I sincerely apologize for dishonouring your name. You are the strongest and most honourable knight I have ever fought.” 

It seemed he realized I had no intention of killing him, as Jack finally turned from a raging bull into a man. 

Although it wasn’t as miraculous as a bear turning into a human, turning a bull into a human was still a commendable achievement in spreading the spirit of Justice. 

So, I had to receive appropriate tuition for that education. 

“I will spare your life. But I do not wish to see a disgraced man talking about knighthood.” 

Thankfully, he seemed to understand my words, as he sheathed his sword and laid it at his feet. 

‘This bastard?’ 

I slightly moved my sword to tap his helmet. 

It was a movement so subtle that the audience couldn’t see it. 

‘Stand still.’

‘Don’t act pitiful.’

‘I might just kill and rob you.’

Clank. 

One by one, his Armor pieces were removed and placed on the arena.

Perhaps this was why my past life friend liked the genre of naked dogeza…. 

‘This should be worth 3,000 shillings, right?’ 

With just one duel, I improved my Huden swordsmanship and extorted a settlement fee of 6 million won. 

This could be considered the ultimate creative economy. 

“Victory goes to Lloyd Howard!!!” 

“Lloyd! Lloyd! Lloyd! Howard! Howard! Howard!

“Waaaaah!!!” 

Ah, Jack the Parkedegari. 

You were a splendid golden goblin. 

“The winner is Lord Lloyd!” 

I asked the approaching referee to take care of the golden goblin and collect the loot. 

It was a truly splendid opening match. 

***

Lloyd Howard had come to the estate to participate in the tournament.

The Biden family father and daughter didn’t believe even at face value. Lloyd Howard was a wastrel as if drawn in a picture. 

He was a man who lost to his younger brother, three years his junior, in a swordsmanship duel. 

Even though the family had once been a knightly house, they had now become barons. 

So, while lacking in swordsmanship, if he had good management skills, it would have been fine. 

But Lloyd was lazy, did not study, and had such a bad personality that he beat up and drove away servants. 

Count Biden judged that he had no future and pulled out the card of annulment. 

“Annul the engagement.” 

“…Yes, Father.” 

Olivia did not refuse Count Biden’s suggestion. 

She was afraid to go against her cold and authoritative father’s words, and she didn’t want to become a couple with a violent man similar to her father. 

A competent but violent and authoritarian father, and an incompetent, violent, and authoritarian fiancé. 

Olivia considered herself unlucky. 

“It’s starting now.” 

“Yes.” 

“Ha, that foolish man.” 

Among the servants Lloyd had beaten and driven away, some were from the Biden county. 

They were two people who had heard through them what kind of person Lloyd was. 

The outcome was as obvious as looking at fire in their eyes. 

“This actually works out well. Your marriage problem is now solved.” 

“Yes, Father….” 

In aristocratic society, face was important, so an annulment had significant repercussions. 

However, if there was a significant flaw in the fiancé, the story changed.

Rumours quickly spread that the engagement was annulled because Lloyd was a wastrel. 

Of course, this could also be seen as oppressing a minor noble, so the count didn’t feel entirely comfortable with this method. 

Yet, the person involved came to prove himself a wastrel and a fool. 

The count looked at the arena with a sense of relief. 

Until he saw the unbelievable duel. 

“What is happening, Olivia…!” 

“You’ve known each other for ten years, yet you couldn’t even properly grasp the man who would be your husband!!!” 

It was Count Biden who had initially ordered the annulment who said that. 

Olivia felt wronged, but since she had also welcomed it, she couldn’t make excuses. 


She could only bow her head and wait for the storm to pass. 

As she bowed her head, she saw her ex-fiancé Lloyd receiving cheers in the arena. 

Olivia could only grit her teeth and close her eyes tightly. 

It was the worst birthday party in her 16 years of life.







 
  
    Chapter 8: Regret


With my grand debut, the tournament at the Count of Biden’s territory began.

“Wowww!!!”

Due to the large number of participants in this tournament, the matches were scheduled to take place over three days and two nights.

“Roar! Roland!!! I bet my entire fortune on you, damn it!”

“Go, Chris!!!”

This area is the frontier.

Nevertheless, there were so many participants because there was no requirement for participants to be of noble or knightly lineage.

For instance, the man currently fighting named Chris was a mercenary.

He was recommended by the lord of the area where he had built a good reputation as a mercenary.

Other participants included commoners who had participated in wars and received recommendations to join the tournament.

‘There are so many.’

Becoming a squire would put one in a relationship similar to that of a knight’s apprentice contracted by a lord.

Thus, they received swordsmanship training from a knight and, upon reaching a certain level of proficiency, were hired as knights serving their lord.

•Even if they couldn’t inherit titles like knightly families, they received high salaries and could become part of the nobility, albeit at the lower end.

It was natural for everyone to give their best to win.

I carefully observed the movements of the participants.

Unlike the nobles who professionally learned swordsmanship, the techniques of those closer to being wild men were unrefined.

However, their movements, sharpened by survival in real battles, were worth learning.

I lightly stretched in the waiting room, carefully watching the participants who were diligently sparring.

I planned to steadily gather data in ‘chicken mode’ and then spar in ‘battle mode’ whenever I had the chance.

“A tempestuous force! The undefeated, Lloyd Howard!!!”

“Wowww!”

“Howard! Howard!”

‘Time to go.’

I lowered the visor of my helmet to hide my twitching mouth.

Then, I headed to the arena, where the heat of the previous duel still lingered.

The person I faced seemed to be of commoner origin, judging by the haphazard decorations on his armour.

Since his swordsmanship was nothing special, according to what I saw in ‘chicken mode,’ I didn’t waste time and quickly decided the match.

“The winner is Sir Lloyd!”

I gracefully acknowledged my opponent and left the arena like an honourable knight.

Only the cheers praising the victor remained in my wake.

The outcome of the three-day tournament was as expected.

As mentioned several times before, Lucas is a prodigy who doesn’t fit this frontier.

Even someone like ‘Jack the Parkedegari’ who fought against me would have had a fairly decent result in the tournament.

So, it was only natural that I would win the tournament.

“You were truly brave. I now understand why my grandfather spoke of the Howard’s valour during his lifetime.”

The steward read out the letter prepared by the Count along with presenting me with a squire’s badge.

Usually, when an overwhelmingly skilled winner appears, it’s common for the lord to personally offer words of praise to recruit them as a knight for their family.

But because of my poor relationship with the lord, he couldn’t bring himself to personally deliver the compliments.

“Thank you for the lord’s kindness.”

I gave a standard response to the steward and left the arena with disciplined steps.

As I headed to my lodgings, I began to ponder how to spend my newly earned money.

“Young master!!!”

It was a voice all too familiar to me.

“Alfred?”

“Oh, young master…! What on earth are you doing here!!!”

Alfred and the old knight Sir Brian were looking at me with indescribable expressions.

‘News travels fast in this place.’

Considering the duel trial event had taken place, it was only a matter of time before my news reached the barony.

“It’s been a while. I’m glad to see you in good health, Sir Brian.”

“Indeed, my lord. Congratulations on winning the tournament.”

I approached the two with a beaming smile.

“Young master?”

“I need you to come with me for a moment.”

“Pardon?”

I told them to wait a moment and then went to the inn to change my clothes.

A man who sings of honour and wins a tournament.

Such a person openly making a fortune from gambling wouldn’t paint a good picture.

I planned to discreetly take my winnings later when the attention had died down.

‘Thank you, Father.’

Thanks to you, it seems I can easily reclaim my military funds.

I handed Alfred the wooden token I received as proof of my bet.

“What is this?”

“The reward for my bravery.”

“…Ha ha.”

The usually taciturn old knight Sir Brian laughed with a very complicated expression.

He seemed to be quick-witted, perhaps due to his experience in battle.

Indeed, being old means surviving…

Even the taciturn old knight Sir Brian—

“Th-This is all gold coins!!!”

The sight of 4,000 shillings multiplied by 120 to become 480,000 shillings left him speechless.

A total of 480 gold coins!

That’s 960 million won in Korean currency!

I was practically a millionaire.

Isn’t this the highest amount ever achieved?

‘This is the power of a long shot bet.’

The tournament was held in the harvest season of autumn when everyone had plenty of money.

Merchants frequented the area to capitalize on this seasonal boom.

Various factors, including my ‘delinquent’ title, contributed to this outcome.


“Y-Young master…! What on earth is this?!”

Alfred checked the locked door several times and pounded his chest as if his heart was racing.

“This is the price of my bravery.”

“Then what on earth is this armor?” 

Alfred asked, looking at the armour roughly shoved into the corner of the room.

“That is the price of my honor.”

“Phew…”

“Sit down, I’ll explain.” 

Sir Brian the old knight composed his expression and took a seat. 

But Alfred seemed unable to calm down easily.

‘This is more than what a knight with several manors earns in a year.’

Even after subtracting the fixed expenses, it was a fortune that made any comparison absurd.

“Anyway, it went something like that.” 

I casually told the two of them a tale of my exploits.

“In any case, it turned out well. I was anxious about leaving it stashed in the room like that.”

“Of course, young master…!”

If someone had stolen it, I was prepared to use chicken mode to track the thief.

“Right, the news must have reached the barony, which is why you’re here, right?”

“…You should probably be prepared.”

“Hm.”

As planned, it seemed necessary to stop by Count Spencer’s estate as well.

With time, my father’s anger might subside a bit.

“So what’s that?”

“Ah, this is something the lord prepared for me.”

A formal suit I’d never have worn if I hadn’t won the tournament. 

The fact that he prepared it meant he believed in my victory. 

The trust warmed my heart.

“Anyway, aren’t you hungry? We’ve earned some money, let’s fill our bellies. Sir Brian, join us.”

“Lord Lloyd. It doesn’t seem like a meal is the most important thing right now.”

“I meant eating here.”

“Ah… I see.”

With enough money, anything was possible.

***

The next day, I attended Olivia’s birthday party, an event to celebrate the tournament winner, with the steward sent by the Count.

“Lord Lloyd! It was a splendid duel! This is my cousin—”

“Lord Lloyd! I’m from Baron Bray’s household—”

“Do you remember me? I’m from Viscount Grun’s household—”

To be honest, the victory of a squire in a tournament usually doesn’t draw this much attention. 

But I was different now. 

I had proven to the world that I would become the head of Baron Howard’s family. 

Marrying me meant becoming the mistress of a baron’s house.

Even a humble barony is still nobility. 

Noble-born women preferred to become the wife of a noble rather than a knight or a commoner. 

They would accept some flaws for that, but for someone like me who had proven his capabilities, a broken engagement was no big deal.

The buzz around me grew louder. 

My reputation was rising rapidly, much like a hot stock. 

Conversely, Olivia’s reputation was plummeting for breaking the engagement without a clear reason. 

If this wasn’t her birthday party, the buzz might have turned into outright mockery.

“It was a truly brave performance, Lord Lloyd.”

“Thank you for providing a place to honor my name, my lord.”

Count Biden was managing his emotions well. 

But through chicken mode, the Count looked different. 

It was as if he wanted to devour me, marked by a blood-red aura. 

It signalled a very dangerous relationship. 

Hence, after a brief greeting, I kept my distance from the Count.

The Count simply told me to enjoy the party and quietly left the banquet hall. 

After confirming this, I headed towards Olivia. 

As I walked towards her, the people around her parted like the miracle of Moses.

“It was a truly brave performance, Lord Lloyd.”

“Thank you, Miss Olivia.”

Although the banquet hall was full of people, everyone held their breath and listened to our conversation.

‘This is pretty entertaining.’

Even I wouldn’t be able to resist such a scene.

In any case, I now showed a side completely different from public opinion.

So I could refute the rumours that tarnished my honour and blame her for breaking the engagement without proper reason.

‘But that wouldn’t be cool.’

The Biden County, which had handed me a fortune, was just too endearing. 

So, I didn’t want to completely destroy the dignity of the half-dead woman. 

Even if I couldn’t make allies, I shouldn’t make enemies. 

Who knows, maybe in some crazy future, the completely insane count might find a pretext and start a territorial war?

“I have a younger brother who is three years my junior. Unlike me, he’s overflowing with talent. If he had come instead of me, he would have easily won the tournament. His talent is so recognized that even Count Spencer acknowledges it.”

I didn’t actually know if he did. 

But since my brother trained under a knight at the Spencer household, it was merely a speculation that he might have received considerable recognition.

“He took everything from me. My life was always compared to his, was like a cold winter. And then you came along, a springtime in my life. You once promised to walk beside me.”

I paused for a moment to catch my breath. 

It was something I had come up with on the spot, and I needed to refine my words a bit.

“What do you think constitutes a successful life?”

“…I don’t know.”

“I think it’s building a happy family. Yes, I believed that a life with you would be a successful one. That’s why I could endure being compared to him.”

“If I lack skills, I can hire a smart person. If I lack strength, I can hire a strong mercenary. That’s how I’ve been thinking. It was an excuse for my incompetence.”

I sighed deeply. 

Then, after a brief hesitation, I spoke.

“It was only after you left that I realized flowers had withered in my estate. At the same time, I realized that flowers had withered in my heart too.”

“That…”

It was an echo of what Lloyd always used to say.

“I realized I was a worthless fool, unworthy of standing here. Only then did I realize I had nothing left. So I worked desperately to earn the right to stand before you again.”

Olivia looked at me with a complex expression. 

There was no longer a clear red mark indicating hostility.

“I know very well what rumours you’ve heard. Even my father would have made the same judgment based on those rumours.”

I looked around the banquet hall, then spoke again.

“You were everything to me. I never set my eyes on any other woman. I believe you know that better than anyone.”

“I have never unjustly exercised violence. I only took minimal measures against servants who mocked and insulted me.”

Saying this, I reached into my pocket and took out a handkerchief. 

It was a memento she had given to Lloyd when she was still young.

“That, that is…”

The sign of caution was slowly turning from yellow to blue.

“Rumors tend to be exaggerated. To me… you were everything. I hope you remember just that.”

Tears welled up in Olivia’s eyes. 

I gently placed the handkerchief in her hand.

“Be well. I hope you are always happy.”

Then, as aristocrats often do, I softly kissed the back of her hand, holding the handkerchief.

‘That was so cool.’

“Hmph…”

I quietly left the banquet hall, turning my back on Olivia, who burst into tears. 

It was confirmed that I was stylish.

***

Olivia eventually fled from the banquet hall. 

She couldn’t show her tear-streaked face to others.

“Sniff, sob…”

-Lloyd, are you hurt? 

-It’s nothing! 

-Your hand is bleeding!

Wanting to show a good side to his fiancée, Lloyd had picked up a wooden sword and started swinging it, imitating his father. 

After swinging the sword for a long time, Lloyd sat down, grimacing. 

His young skin had been torn by the rough wooden sword. 

Frustrated by his foolishness, Olivia handed him a handkerchief.

-It’s okay! I just need to spit on it…

-Stay still.

Blushing slightly, Lloyd let Olivia take care of his hand.

It had been an incident from nine years ago.

Though she had told him it was a disposable item and he could throw it away, he had insisted he would never discard it. 

That handkerchief, which he had cherished so much, had returned to her in perfect condition after nine years.

“Sniff… I’m sorry…”

She hadn’t believed him. 

Despite him confessing his love sincerely for ten years, she hadn’t believed him. 


She felt so sorry and so pathetic for herself.

Olivia buried her face in the handkerchief and cried. 

But amidst the banquet’s clamour, no one noticed that she was crying.

“Sob, sniff…”

So the only witness to her tears was the moon hanging in the night sky.



 
  
    Chapter 9: Spencer County


I had gained everything I could from the County of Biden. 

Using chicken mode, I briefly scouted the area but found no special items or fortuitous encounters in the border county. 

With that conclusion, I decided to leave the County of Biden immediately.

“Are you thinking of returning to the territory? If we use this money to buy food or livestock, it would be a great help to the barony…!” 

Alfred clenched his fist and exhaled with determination, an unusual sight for someone his age. 

It was an exciting development. 

The amount I had earned was staggering, and buying a lot of livestock with it would greatly enrich our territory. 

Simply returning to the family with this money might prompt my father to hand over the family reigns to me right away. 

That was how substantial the sum was.

‘But the story changes if I get my hands on a silver mine.’ 

Therefore, this money had to be used as investment capital.

“No, we’re heading to the County of Spencer.” 

“L-Lord?” 

“My grandfather must be eagerly waiting for his grandson.” 

“Then at least leave this money in the territory. My heart is pounding, and I feel like I’m going to lose my mind….” 

Brian, the knight, also nodded slightly at Alfred’s words. 

The two hadn’t had proper rest in the past two days, likely because they were worried someone might steal the money.

“This will be used as investment capital.” 

“…Lord?” 

I placed ten gold coins in Alfred’s hand. 

“I’ll return to the territory before the year ends.” 

With that, I mounted my horse, having finished my travel preparations.

“See you later. Sir Brian, take good care of Alfred.” 

“Yes, Lord Lloyd. Please take care.” 

Despite his worries, the old knight had somewhat calmed down, convincing Alfred that I must have a plan. 

With their send-off, I approached the merchants bound for the County of Spencer.

“Oh! The undefeated knight!” 

They readily agreed to my accompaniment. 

In return, they requested protection on their way to the County of Spencer. 

“And could you share your tales of valour with us as well?” 

But with other mercenaries hired as well, it seemed the main reason for my inclusion was the stories of my exploits. 

“Of course.” 

“Oh!”

The preserved food in this world is terrible. 

However, moving in such a large group would ensure decent meals instead of just preserved food. 

Joining them was a good idea.

Three days later, I arrived at the County of Spencer with the merchant group… 

“Wow…” 

“Haha, first-timers here always react like this. Surprised?” 

“Hmm.” 

Unfortunately, Lloyd had never visited the County of Spencer. 

Thus, I had no idea of its scale. 

I only thought it would be much wealthier than a border county. 

I never imagined the difference would be this vast. 

‘Isn’t this practically a kingdom?’ 

It was enormous and magnificent. 

The County of Biden looked like a rural village in comparison. 

If where I lived was ‘rural fantasy,’ then the County of Spencer was ‘medieval fantasy.’

The difference was unimaginable… 

“Thank you for everything! This is a token of appreciation for your tales and protection. May your sword always point towards honour!” 

Parting ways with the merchants, I rode towards the inner city walls. 

Unlike the County of Biden, where even the outer walls were made of stone but had many wooden buildings inside, the County of Spencer was distinctly different. 

Its exterior was like the grand stone structures that come up when you search for ‘castle’ in modern times. 

That was the appearance of the County of Spencer.

“What brings you here?” 

“I am Lloyd Howard. Please inform the Count of Spencer that his grandson has come to see him.” 

The castle guard checked the items I handed him and then asked me to wait for a moment. 

About ten minutes passed. 

“You may enter.” 

I was able to step into the inner castle of the Count of Spencer’s domain without any trouble. 

“Wow…” 

This is truly a medieval ‘fantasy’. 

(With hope) 

Until I came to the Count of Spencer’s domain, I was nothing more than a frog in a well. 

Feeling like a country bumpkin who had come to the big city, I entered the castle. 

A middle-aged man with white hair, who looked like the head butler, approached me. 

“Are you Lord Lloyd?” 

“Yes, I am.” 

“Please follow me. I will take you to the drawing room.” 

I followed the head butler to the drawing room. 

Knock, knock. 

“Come in.” 

Phew… 

I don’t know much about the Count of Spencer. 

What kind of person is he? 

I carefully stepped into the drawing room. 

“It is an honour to meet you, my lord. I am Lloyd Howard.” 

“Hmm.” 

The Count of Spencer nodded slightly and gave a look to the head butler.


The head butler, understanding the signal, nodded slightly and left the drawing room. 

In his place, a maid came in and served us tea. 

Then, she stood quietly behind the Count of Spencer with her head bowed. 

Even the maids in a grand house like this are so beautiful? 

Her red hair, rare in these parts, and eyes that seemed to flicker like flames were incredibly beautiful. 

And her curvaceous figure was truly feminine. 

If Lloyd had met this maid before Olivia, she would have surely been his first love. 

Her appearance made one think so. 

“So, you’ve come much later than I expected.” 

At those words, I snapped back to attention and turned to face him. 

The Count of Spencer had features that were oddly similar to my mother’s. 

The prominent nose and sharp eyebrows especially resembled hers. 

The power of genetics was truly remarkable. 

“It was a choice to restore my fallen honour. I hope you consider it a minor rebellion of your grandson.” 

My grandfather raised one eyebrow. 

It was as if he was thinking.

‘Look at this brat?’ 

But the blue indicator showing his favour didn’t change colour. 

“Alright, there’s still plenty of time. Let’s hear about this grand honour of yours.” 

I should probably start with something provocative to grab his attention. 

I took a heavy box filled with gold coins out of my backpack. 

Then, I carefully placed it on the table and opened the lid. 

“Wow…” 

My grandfather is quite wealthy. 

But even he couldn’t help but be impressed by the dazzling shine of gold.

“I heard it was a rare bountiful harvest around here this year. Everyone’s pockets were quite full.” 

I calmly began to recount the story of my experiences in the Budeb County. 

From my own experience, modern people are better at telling stories than people in this world. 

Probably because we are exposed to more sensational media, we know how to tell stories in a more entertaining way. 

“And so, I was able to gain both honour and practical benefits.” 

My grandfather was so engrossed in my story that he even forgot to drink his tea. 

“Hmm…” 

It was quite amusing to see him trying hard to maintain a composed expression. 

After taking a moment to compose his expression, my grandfather looked at me sharply.

“Surely you didn’t bring this gold coin just to show off.”

I simply nodded in response to his question.

“I’m thinking of expanding the territory in earnest.”

“Oh… Are you planning to achieve the long-cherished wish of the Howard family? That’s quite ambitious.”

My grandfather stroked his well-groomed beard and smiled faintly.

A knight who achieves remarkable success in war is granted a barony.

Such a knight receives a fiefdom, but the land that can be distributed is limited.

So, they are given the authority of ‘pioneering rights’, sent to the frontier, and tasked with expanding their territory as best they can.

If they are skilled and manage to significantly increase their land, all of it becomes the domain of the pioneering lord.

Every lord granted pioneering rights harbours the ambition of turning uncharted territories into their domain.

However, the reality is that it’s hard to make ends meet, so they hope that a future head of the family will fulfil this ambition.

“If you had spent that money in the Biden County, you would have faced many troublesome situations. Wise choice, Lloyd.”

For the first time, my grandfather called me by my name.

His tone was full of warmth.

“So, what do you need to achieve this ambition?”

“I need a large number of people and resources.”

Specialists like carpenters, bricklayers, craftsmen, and blacksmiths.

Serfs or free farmers to provide food for the increased population.

And mercenaries to protect them and to subdue monster hordes.

“Excellent. But it’s still just a fantasy.”

In this world, a typical family has more than three children.

However, jobs are limited, so usually only the eldest or at most the second son inherits the family business.

What happens to the rest?

Most of them choose to become serfs, though even this is often difficult due to a shortage of farmland.

So, recruiting people was easy.

“Do you know why?”

“To stabilize and earn a substantial income, it takes more time than expected. The fixed costs incurred during this period can be burdensome for the domain.”

“…”

I heard the sound of someone swallowing hard.

My grandfather blinked at me, clearly surprised.

“I could pass my position to you, ha ha.”

It was high praise.

“I heard you came to your senses after being jilted… Was your fiancée a witch or something?”

My grandfather laughed wearily.

“It seems I was too complacent. If you’ve thought it through that far, surely you have a solution in mind.”

At his question, I nodded slightly.

“Ha, it looks like you’ll be very busy.”

My grandfather clicked his tongue as if he had been given a troublesome task.

But a smile lingered on his lips.

“You haven’t even had your coming-of-age ceremony yet….”

Saying this, my grandfather lightly waved his hand in the air.

Then, a strange light formed before my eyes and

Poof!

It vanished with a small burst of fire.

It was something that could be called a petite fireball.

‘Magic…!’

My previously calm heart was now ablaze with excitement.

“You’re finally showing your age, ha ha.”

My grandfather, having said this, glanced behind him.

“I originally intended to just say a brief hello and introduce you to someone. But you were so perceptive making the person keep waiting too long.”

That’s right, I’m currently free after breaking off my engagement.

I’ll be 18 next year.

In other words, I’ll have my coming-of-age ceremony.

It seemed my grandfather intended to introduce me to another woman.

“Nice to meet you. I am Scarlett Blaze.”

Beautiful appearance, provocative figure, and old-fashioned speech.

‘…What??

“I am a knight in the service of Princess Anastasia de Stein la Fiona, the third princess of the Fiona Kingdom. I meant to surprise you, but it seems I was the one surprised!”

In this world, there are distinct male and female forms of speech.

While male speech is somewhat rigid, female speech is softer and more like an honorific.

However, this female knight, using an old-fashioned human dialect, was speaking in the male form.

“Princess Anastasia is staying here for a while to recuperate.”

‘Ah, I see….’


If I can’t find a wife around the domain due to my ruined reputation, looking beyond the domain is also an option.

So the idea was to make acquaintance with Princess Anastasia and enter the social scene to form connections.

‘A princess, huh….’

Unlike the Howard Barony, which was like a rural fantasy, stepping outside the domain quickly became a ‘fantasy’ world.

This was when I realized that one should play in a bigger pond.



 
  
    Chapter 10: Gift


Thanks to my maternal grandfather’s consideration, I was able to stay as a guest at his estate.

The room he provided was perfect, needless to say.

The bedding seemed to have been well dried in the sun, exuding a cosy and fresh warmth.

The room was spacious enough for some light exercise, and there was even a dedicated rack to hang my armour.

Every little thoughtful touch was truly impressive.

But what touched me the most was…

The fact that I could take a bath with warm water that had a subtle fragrance.

At the inns I had stayed at, the best I could do was to bring a basin of hot water and wipe myself down with a cloth.

When sleeping outdoors, even that was limited, so I could only wash my face and brush my teeth.

I had been itching like crazy, and this was a whole new world.

“Is the water temperature alright?”

“Yes, it is.”

Being taken care of by staff placed at strategic points was also excellent.

After scrubbing off the grime from my body, I attended the welcome banquet prepared by my grandfather.

“Dig in.”

“Thank you for the meal.”

At the baron’s house, meat dishes were served regularly.

They were often salted or smoked to preserve freshness, and the variety of meat was always similar, with the focus on filling the stomach.

But Count Spencer’s house was different.

As if only this place had entered a renaissance, the dining table was full of beautiful and delicious food.

It meant they had started paying attention to plating.

Viva! Medieval ‘fantasy.’

“Is the food to your liking?”

My grandfather asked, watching me continuously wielding my knife and fork.

He wasn’t asking out of curiosity.

It seemed he wanted to tease his otherwise smart grandson who was acting his age for once.

“It feels like the food is dancing in my mouth.”

“Ha ha, you little rascal….”

Still, it wasn’t entirely new dishes.

Among them was a familiar taste, my mother’s frequent beef stew.

In my homesick heart, I repeatedly shovelled the beef stew into my mouth.

My grandfather watched my behaviour with satisfaction.

“If it’s not enough, let me know. I’ll serve until the pantry is empty.”

He was so pleased he even made such a joke.

“Phew….”

After enjoying the elegant and delicious banquet my grandfather had prepared, I also tasted the dessert that came afterward.

The cake, which I avoided in my previous life because it was expensive and too sweet, was so delicious here that it brought tears to my eyes.

‘Maybe I should spend the winter here?’

For a very brief moment, I was tempted by such a thought.

“Rest well today. I will inform His Highness in advance.”

“Thank you for your consideration.”

“It’s alright. Oh, by the way.”

My grandfather looked at me as if he had just remembered something.

“I have yet to witness those remarkable skills of yours.”

Originally, I was supposed to visit to participate in a tournament.

So, my grandfather should have checked my swordsmanship first, but I had distracted him with my amazing tales, and it had been postponed.

“Yes, I understand.”

I nodded, indicating I was ready anytime.

“Let’s confirm it after noon tomorrow. It’s late, rest well.”

“Thank you for your consideration.”

The surest way to confirm my skills was through a sparring match.

‘Is it that knight…’

Since she was a knight escorting the princess, she might want to assess my character with her sword before we met face to face.

I realized too late that I should have anticipated this, but how strong would she, who appeared to be my age, actually be?

With a strange sense of excitement and a heart pounding with anticipation, I calmed myself and went to bed earlier than usual.

The quality of the bedding, better than at my paternal home, naturally brought me to sleep.

***

The next day.

As I had anticipated, the escort knight was my sparring partner.


















































































































































Whack!

What precision.

Given the intensity of our continuous strikes, it’s only natural for a wooden sword, no matter how high-quality, to break. 

Yet, the fact that it was still intact meant she was skilfully managing her attacks to preserve the durability of the wooden sword.

[Blaze Swordsmanship proficiency has increased.]

If I can withstand this attack,

“You lack stamina despite your talent! You need more physical training!”

And if I can master her advanced swordsmanship,

Smack!

“Guh!”

How strong can I become?

The excitement made my heart race.

I couldn’t help but smile.

[Blaze Swordsmanship proficiency has increased.]

The proficiency in Blaze Swordsmanship increased slowly.

It was clearly a level of swordsmanship mixed with profound techniques, different from those taught in regional baronial or Count houses.

It was natural to find it difficult to understand.

Then!

“Aaagh!”

I charged into her continuous strikes.

Screeeeeech!

Overpowered, I was pushed back while gripping the wooden sword.

But that allowed me to escape the storm of relentless attacks.

“Whew!”

Taking a deep breath to fill my lungs, which had forgotten to breathe, I began to imitate the still-immature Blaze Swordsmanship as guided by Chicken Mode.

“Impressive!”

When I desperately started mimicking the Blaze Swordsmanship, Scarlett smiled broadly and withdrew her offensive.

Then, as if to guide me, she began to solely defend against my attacks.

“You lack strength! Put more weight on your lower body there!”

Smack!

“Guh!”

And whenever I showed inadequacy, she pointed out areas for improvement by tapping them with her wooden sword.

The sharp pain was enough to blur my vision momentarily.

“Lacking sharpness! Swing as if you’re cutting through the wind!”
Smack!

“…!”

Thighs, shoulders, sides, forearms.

Learning while being hit all over my body like a full-body massage quickly increased my proficiency in Blaze Swordsmanship.

It was painful but certainly enlightening.

And when I reached the point where I could at least mimic the 3-star level,

I finally realized my physical limits had been reached.

“Huff, huff, haah, haah….”

Breathing heavily, I used the wooden sword to support my body.

Still, I couldn’t calm my trembling legs, as unsteady as a newborn fawn.

“Stand firm. I’ll give you a gift for your exceptional talent.”

I’ve reached my limit.

Isn’t this enough for today?

Such words were on the tip of my tongue.

But when I witnessed the scene before me, I had to swallow them back.

I couldn’t see it.

Yet I felt something.

She took her stance and swung her sword at me.

A perfectly clean horizontal slash without even the sound of cutting wind.
Thud!

“Whoa….”

The wooden sword was sliced cleanly like tofu and its remnants fell to the ground.

It was the state achieved by those who reached the pinnacle of swordsmanship.

In cheap novels, it’s often referred to as ‘Aura.’

What she displayed was precisely that power.

“I hope you also reach enlightenment someday! I believe you can!”

Having started to respect me as a noble, she smiled while radiating a crimson aura like a flame.

[Clue to the Power of Cycles – Obtained an Insight into Life.]

‘The Power of Cycles?’

This world revolves around three powers: divine, natural, and life.

The divine is a power granted by transcendent beings, either gods or evil deities.

The natural is a power borrowed from external sources, used by magicians or spiritists.

Lastly, the life is a power used by knights who unleash overflowing energy.

These three powers are balanced in this world, and Chicken Mode referred to this as the Power of Cycles.

‘I’m glad I came.’

My whole body ached, but it was a deeply satisfying sparring session.

“Truly splendid! To show such prowess at your age is indeed remarkable. I’m genuinely impressed!”

Scarlett praised me with a smile as bright as the sun and as hot as a flame.

I wiped the sweat from my face with the back of my hand and let out a long breath I had been holding.

“Whew…. Receiving such praise from a peer makes it hard to know how to react. Thank you for your guidance, Madam Scarlett.”

When I bowed my head, Scarlett, who hadn’t flinched during the fierce onslaught, blushed slightly.

“Ah, that’s too much flattery….”

It was refreshing to see a swordswoman who would befit the nickname of Sword Demon in martial arts novels, feeling embarrassed.

So I decided to push a bit more.

“Though such words may have become commonplace to you, I hope you didn’t find them unpleasant. Whew….”

“Eek! Th-that’s enough! Anyway, well done!”

With that, Scarlett hurried away.

The yellow mark that indicated neutrality or caution had turned blue.

As expected, knights communicate through swords.


Nodding to myself, I was about to turn away when Chicken Mode conveyed unexpected information that made my eyes widen.

[Scarlett Blaze: 29 years old]

With that youthful face, she’s 29?!

That’s over a decade older than me!

It was a sparring session full of surprises.



 
  
    Chapter 11: Brown follows him


I was left alone in the training ground after that. 

After a moment of contemplation, I hesitated and sat down on the floor.

After a light shower and returning to my room, as usual, I lay on my bed and reviewed my training sessions. 

But this time, I couldn’t shake off the lingering heat.

“Let’s see…”

I adjusted comfortably and activated the simulation mode with a chicken mode. 

Suddenly, a holographic representation of me fighting Scarlet appeared.

I set the playback speed to 0.75x and blankly watched the holograms engaging each other.

“It’s absurd.”

The holographic version of me was giving it my all. 

It was not an exaggeration to say that I was squeezing out every last ounce of strength to fight. 

But Scarlet seemed overly relaxed. 

Viewing the holograms from a third-person perspective made it clear.

“She deliberately left openings.”

It was an invitation to counterattack with that ability. 

Scarlet showed vulnerabilities during the training sessions. 

Yet, due to my limited abilities, I couldn’t exploit those openings.

“My stamina is too insufficient compared to my talent! I need more physical training!”

Scarlet had trained with a sword for at least 20 years. 

With less than half a year of experience wielding a sword, I could consider myself fortunate to hold my ground.

Was victory in such a duel even possible?

“Is this right?”

Scarlet’s naturally calm face showed an eerie smile. 

No, such cases usually indicated an influence beyond human cognition, a world where such strong individuals merely acted as bodyguards. 

Beyond the borders, stories spoke of such monsters in abundance.

“No, it could be worse.”

Despite appearing to be in his early to mid-thirties, in reality, he could be a sword master well over 60. 

If such a monster, swinging a sword for over 50 years, were to appear, could I defeat such a creature?

“Impossible.”

“Sigh…”

When Lord Howard was present, standard training wasn’t a wrong choice.

Sudden changes could raise suspicions. 

So, I gave up on many things.

Without a bidet, I gave up on the delicate buttocks that couldn’t even go to the bathroom. 

I gave up on ondol that made winter feel like summer. 

I gave up on hot pepper paste that could soothe my nagging insides. 

I built trust by giving up all these things.

The result is this.

“How do you follow this?”

Scarlet, returned to 1x speed, showed strange movements even from a third person’s point of view.

“It feels like suddenly switching from a ★3 rhythm game and CPU match to a ★10 rhythm game and PVP match. From here, Bronze and Silver were walls that couldn’t be crossed without tricks.”

“Sorry, Jack.”

I must have been stubborn.

In martial arts terms, it’s a world where those born with weak bones exist.

Such humans hone their skills for decades rather than being absorbed in talent from an early age.

But Lloyd, unfortunately, has an ordinary physique and not much exceptional talent.

Inside that, there’s me, who was born in peaceful modern times, with no aptitude for sharpening knives.

The difference between me and Lloyd is…

“Chicken mode.”

If Bronze chases after Gold, it’s a way to tear the anus.

Wasn’t the game originally meant to be enjoyed?

“In life, luck is a fucking game, isn’t it?”

Some live the hardcore, lunatic, and soul-like life.

And someone else…

“Like me, living an EZ chicken mode.”

I jumped up from my seat.

Then I activated the battle mode for one last check.

The opponent is Scarlet, a 29-year-old sword master and a spinster who uses a geek human body.

“Uwaaaah!!!”

With a scream that was more than just a battle cry, I rushed towards the hologram of Scarlet. 

The result was a draw. 

There was no way to win through conventional means. 

I abandoned the option to calmly progress step by step. 

“Let’s give it a try.” 

The Chicken Mode was an infant mode that could even make people with clumsy hands like me win. 

What would happen if I used that ability without restriction? 

This was the moment to find out.

***

After finishing the duel, Scarlet quickly tidied herself up. 

She then nodded politely to Count Spencer, who had proposed the duel.

“Thank you for granting my audacious request, Count Spencer.” 

“Hehe, I should be the one thanking you. It looked magnificent in my eyes, but how was it in yours, Lady Scarlet?” 

“I heard that Lloyd will come of age next year. At his age, his skill is considered remarkable in this kingdom.” 

Scarlet said with a smile. 

“Hehe, so that letter was a joke after all…” 

“Letter? What do you mean?” 

Count Spencer handed Scarlet a letter sent by Felix. 

“But he’s not the type to lie. It seems that boy must have hidden himself and worked hard.” 

Scarlet opened Felix’s letter with wide eyes. 


Noble letters are usually filled with empty phrases, often barely getting to the point. 

However, Felix’s letter, despite being from a noble, gave a neat impression with few unnecessary words. 

It was as if a soldier had written a letter that contained only facts. 

Scarlet couldn’t help but doubt her own eyes. 

“It’s only been less than half a year…!” 

Lloyd’s talent was real. 

Although his body had not yet caught up with his talent, once that subtle imbalance was corrected, he would become strong in an instant. 

Perhaps the youngest knight to wield mana on his sword would be born.

Such was the talent that raised expectations. 

“It can’t be a lie. There were certainly many awkward points…” 

Even though he had honed his swordsmanship to such an extent in just half a year, his hands were too clean. 

His attacks were sharp, but his stamina couldn’t support him, so even piercing attacks lacked sharpness. 

Scarlet blinked with a bewildered expression. 

“Um, come to think of it, didn’t you say you met Lloyd?” 

“Ah, um!” 

Meeting such a talent as Lloyd was too exciting. 

Scarlet immediately regained her composure and headed straight for Princess Anastasia’s room. 

“Your Highness, it’s Scarlet.”

“Come in.” 

Click. 

Following the languid command from inside the room, Scarlet entered.

The room where the sun shone brightly in this castle. 

Although there were no blackout curtains, it was a room that looked as if night had fallen. 

There, a girl with a languid expression, sitting with her back against the bed’s headboard, her eyes covered with cloth. 

“And so, have you confirmed it?” 

“A truly excellent knight.” 

“Is that so?” 

Even though she was slated to become the leader of the 2nd Knight Division of the Fiona Kingdom, Scarlet volunteered as a bodyguard solely due to past friendship. 

Words from someone who didn’t know empty talk came out of her mouth.

That must mean his skill and character fit her criteria. 

“Then, will you prepare? Of course… you understand, right?” 

“Um, ummm….” 

After a long pause, Scarlet nodded her head as if understanding. 

Then she headed to the nearby waiting room to change her clothes and returned.

When she first met Llyod, she was dressed as a maid in a Count Spencer maid outfit.

“It suits you well.” 

Anastasia chuckled mischievously.

“Th-this isn’t a bit too much, is it?”

“I didn’t choose the attire for you, did I?”

The most certain way to prepare for an assassination is to prevent others from approaching, so it was Scarlet herself who argued that all the maids should be fired.

“I could dress up to a good extent without it…”

Scarlet sighed as she looked around the maids’ clothes, which prominently displayed her figure.

This kind of clothing suits women in their early years of marriage.

In fact, such maids’ clothes are worn by noblewomen who work as maids to earn dowries.

“I’m 29 years old, but…”

The age of first marriage in this world was quite early.

In the case of the nobility, it was sometimes held before adulthood, and on average, it was customary to get married 1-3 years after adulthood.

Commoners were a little later, but most were married around the age of 25.

However, Scarlet’s current age was 29 years old.

It was a decade too late to wear this kind of clothing.

“Isn’t it true that clothes make the person? Clothing is indeed very important.”

“It’s not wrong, but…”

Wearing armor and a sword around your waist makes your senses sharper and your body more tense than when you’re not wearing them.

When you participate in an event wearing a gown, your waist naturally tightens.

“Still, this is a bit…”

“Is this dissatisfactory? Then why not wear old maid’s clothes?”

But isn’t the maid’s clothes too old-fashioned?

Even so, that’s a bit too much!

Although those words came to her lips, Scarlet swallowed them with a cough.

“Lady is still mean.”

“Sorry. It seems that today, the spirit seems to be demanding.”

It was truly embarrassing to make an excuse of the spirit when it was unfavourable.

But because it was true that I was in trouble because of the spirit, the spirit was practically Anastasia’s guardian.

“So when will the genius knight that Scarlet talked about will come?”

“He won’t be late so within 30 minutes?”

“Hmm~ I hope not late.”

Anastasia looked out the window with a lazy voice.

Time passed like that.

“…It seems a little late.”

Quite some time has passed.

Now it’s a season that days start to shorten.

If time continues to pass like this, the night when the shadow spirit’s power becomes stronger will come.

“It’s a truly amazing experience, isn’t it?”

Anastasia’s shiny silver hair slowly turned black from the tip of her head.

She and the shadow spirit she contracted gradually began to increase their power.

Anastasia smiled slightly as she twisted the end of her hair, which began to turn black.

“What a strange experience.”

“Scarlet.”

“Yes.”

“Can you prepare just one maid’s outfit that fits me?”

“…Yes.”

Scarlet looked at Anastasia with a tired expression.

“Hurry up.”

“…Yes.”

It’s starting again.

Even though she thought so, she couldn’t stop her because it was a relationship between master and servant.

‘Please be careful with words.’

***

“Are you bringing this kind of water?”

“Do you serve such water to guests in your family?”

“Sorry.”

“If you’re sorry, will your maid life end?”


Scarlet thought of the words written in a letter sent by Felix Howard.

-He was a rogue who poured abuse on his servant and sometimes couldn’t control his anger and even swung his fist.

‘Oh, people don’t change easily, do they?’

Scarlet looked at Anastasia, who was smiling fiercely with her eyebrows raised, and stroked her belly.

It felt like she wanted to run to her room right away and get some medicine to calm her stomach.



 
  
    Chapter 12: Gift Vending Machine


I decided to leave the training room after realizing that I couldn’t win against Scarlet’s training mode. 

I simply tidied myself up and headed to the study that my grandfather had allowed me to use in order to gather clues about this.

It was a vast collection of books, incomparable to the small study of Howard Barony. 

Of course, it was bound to be small compared to the library in my previous life.

‘Let’s see where to start….’

Chicken Mode sends me a signal as soon as it gets even the smallest clue.

So I just need to trust it and search for information from the corners of the bookshelves one by one.

With that in mind, I stood in front of the bookshelf and started taking out books one by one and reading them.

Whirl.

Even though I was reading books, it was only a short time, like looking up words in a dictionary, not investing even a second in a page.

Does my grandfather read these books?

There were popular novels that I wondered where he got them from, and there were also old books that looked like they were hundreds of years old.

I didn’t get much useful information from most of them, but then

[Clue to the beginning of the legend acquired.]

Chicken Mode sent me a notification that he had found the clue I was looking for.

The book that the notification popped up on was ordinary. 

It looked like an essay about a boy’s daily life.

However, when I read the book with the notification Chicken Mode sent me, the real information of the book written in a code that only the person involved would know caught my eye.

Chapter 1: The Boy and the Adventurer

[It was a day when it was raining unusually heavily. 

As I was staring blankly at the rain pouring down as if a hole had been opened in the sky, a man in a black robe was walking down the muddy road. 

On a day like this when it was raining so heavily, it was hard to tell whether he was diligent or foolish to be going on an adventure. 

-Don’t pretend you don’t know. You know what I’m talking about, right?

My parents, who ran an inn, strongly warned me not to talk to the adventurer. 

But I didn’t have any intention of doing so, even though they worried.

However, their warning didn’t last a day. 

-Monster!!!

Was it because it had been raining for almost a week? 

A monster with a fierce glare, unable to find a satisfactory prey, was prowling around the entrance of the village. 

It was dangerous. 

The adults of the village shouted and grabbed their spears, but they didn’t seem to be able to defeat the giant monster that looked over 3 meters tall. 

-Run away!

My father took down the crossbow that was decorated on the wall of the inn and handed me and my mother a bag filled with food and money, pushing us on the back. 

Our impending doom was approaching. 

My heart ached and my eyes welled up with tears. 

And then. 

Even in this chaos, the man who was drinking in the corner of the first floor of the inn got up from his seat. 

And then he walked out and headed towards the giant monster. 

The man was big. 

He was a head taller than my father, the biggest man in the village. 

But in front of the monster that looked twice as big as my father, he was just a child. 

A terrible end awaited him. 

That’s what I thought. 

Whoooosh! 

I heard the sound of the humid air filled with the dampness from the rain that had been falling for a week bursting. 

‘Kyaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!’ 

But I  was swallowed up by the terrible scream.

A fist that looked like it could turn a person into minced meat in an instant. 

The man grabbed the monster’s wrist with one hand and squeezed it tightly. 

The monster then screamed and knelt down on the spot. 

Kwang! 

Kwang! 

Kwang! 

Kwang! 

Kwang! 

The man started swinging the monster’s wrist he was holding around and around. 

It was like a mother swinging a bat after a fight with father. 

Kwak! 

There were about 10 beatings in a row. 

‘Krrrr….’ 

The monster was panting, tears of blood streaming from his eyes. 

It was as if he was begging for forgiveness from the adventurer. 

The adults watched the adventurer who had crushed the monster with eyes full of terror. 

But in my eyes, I could see the knight who saved the princess who had been kidnapped by an evil dragon, a story my mother used to read to me.

After avoiding the uncomfortable stares of the villagers, the adventurer was about to leave when the I begged him to take me with him, promising to do anything.

After many twists and turns, I was able to join the adventurer on his journey.]

The story that followed was closer to a report recording adventures and training than a diary.

[Chapter 2: The Ancient Kingdom of Lennart]

‘It wasn’t a code, but an unknown language.’

The country named the Kingdom of Lennart does not exist on the current continent.

Was it a country that had already perished long ago, or was it a country somewhere on the continent across the sea that became the origin of the Aslan Empire?

‘This will do.’

The adventurer, who was described as an ogre, crushed the monster with his bare hands.

He takes the boy, who is filled with admiration, as his apprentice.

“This is it….”

Perhaps it was a secret book containing training methods that would make the boy, who was perhaps less talented than him, a hero in the future.

‘This is what it takes to be in chicken mode.’

No matter how scientifically perfect a form an elementary school student runs in, it is difficult for them to beat a high school student with the physical specifications of a high school student.

If you were born with a superhuman body, you could achieve unbelievable results with even a little effort.


Easy game, easy life.

That’s what he thought as I shrugged my shoulders and stretched.

“Ah.”

After training, I was supposed to have an audience with Princess Anastasia.

However, it was too late in the day to have an audience.

‘I’ve messed up.’

It was too much rudeness for a baron’s son from the border to commit.

I’ll have to visit her tomorrow and apologize properly.

That’s what I thought.

‘What are you doing here?’

That is, until the princess in a maid’s uniform came to my room.

I naturally opened my eyes.

A pleasant languor and a parched throat made my throat feel raw.

So I reached out my hand for the water bottle, but realized that it was empty.

As I was scratching my head with a sigh, I heard a knock on the door.

“Did you cough?”

It was a voice I had never heard before.

I turned my head and saw the information of the person standing in front of the door.

[Princes Anastasia de Sein la Fiona]

The princess of the Kingdom of Fiona had come to visit.

“Yes.”

“May I come in?”

“Yes.”

As soon as I gave my permission, the door opened and a ‘girl’ came in.

Unlike me with my ashen hair that reminded me of sharp metal, she had beautiful silver hair that flowed down to her waist, as if it was made of soft and elegant melted silver.

Mysterious eyes that somehow made you unable to look away.

And even a tear under her left eye that seemed to hold some sadness.

She was a woman with a deadly appearance that Lucas would have fallen for if he had seen her.

However, since she looked to be in her early 14s, she was out of my strike zone so it wasn’t a big problem.

“You must be having a hard time working as a maid at such a young age.”

Since the princess and the ‘maid’ are different in origin, I spoke to her without being rude.

Then, she put a gentle smile on her lips and replaced the water bottle on my tray.

[Princes Anastasia de Sein la Fiona: Mana crystallization in progress]

‘Mana crystallization?’

Chicken Mode had indicated that she, who looked 14 years old on the outside, was actually 20 years old and had a strange disease called Mana Crystallization.

I had read all the books in Baron Howard’s territory and perused all the books in the Spencer County, yet this was a disease I had never encountered before. 

Despite that, Chick Mode was suggesting a treatment method that seemed possible for me. 

This was an opportunity to extend a favour. 

The problem was that it required me to do something unbelievably rude.

How much would the princess permit? 

That needed to be confirmed.

“Is it lemon juice?”

There was a strangely sour scent coming from the water the princess handed me. 

For such a strong scent to be noticeable, it had to be lemon juice mixed with water, rather than water with a bit of lemon juice.

“That’s her character.”

I didn’t feel anything, but Chick Mode detected Knight Scarlett, hiding her presence in case of an emergency. 

This situation was like a medieval hidden camera prank. 

It was like the old tradition where a senior soldier, who was about to be discharged, pretended to befriend a newly assigned rookie.

“Surprisingly laid-back.”

Despite what must have been tiring due to a long period of illness, she had requested an audience and waited, all dressed up. 

Yet, I broke the appointment without any notice. 

This was extremely rude, even among nobles, to the point where it could lead to fights over honour. 

Moreover, I was just a commoner from a baronial family in the countryside without any title. 

Her playing along with this prank showed she was quite easy-going and open-minded. 

So, how much of my rudeness would she tolerate? 

To treat her, I needed to find out.

Gulp.

I swallowed the lemon juice the princess gave me. 

The lemon juice was harshly painful on my throat, which had just woken up.

“Ugh! Cough, cough…”

I couldn’t help but cough roughly, and the princess subtly twitched the corners of her mouth in amusement. 

My response to this mischievous princess was:

“What is the meaning of this?”

Bang!

It was to reenact the days when Lloyd was notorious. 

Raising my voice and slamming the cup on the nightstand, the sound caught the attention of Knight Scarlett, who carefully opened the door.

But I acted as if I hadn’t noticed her, glaring at the cringing princess and raising my voice.

“Do you call this water? Does your family serve this kind of thing to guests?”

“I’m sorry…”

“Do you think an apology ends this? Does apologizing end your service as a maid?”

As I yelled and panted with anger, I noticed the maid’s eyebrows twitching menacingly. 

But what could she do? 

She chose this hidden camera prank, so she had to endure such unexpected situations.

“Ah… I’m sensitive in the morning. Leave now.”

Waving my hand dismissively and ordering her out, a red mark of clear hostility appeared on Princess Anastasia’s head. 

Her mysterious eyes, full of hostility, glared at me.

“…Princess Anastasia of the Kingdom of Fiona requests your presence.”

Then, with those cold eyes, she declared.

I nodded slightly in response.

“Understood. You may leave.”

I said, dismissing her. 

It was undeniably rude behaviour.

Bowing, she glared at me with a look that said, “I’ll remember this,” and slowly left the room. 

After some time, there was a knock on the closed door. 

It was Knight Scarlett who had escorted the princess to the room and returned.

“What brings you here so early in the morning, Madam Scarlett?”

“Why did you do such a thing?”

“Are you referring to my response to the rudeness?”

“You already know everything, don’t you?”

I slightly lifted the corners of my mouth at Madam Scarlett’s question.

“I have interpreted Her Highness’s desired scenario to the best of my ability. Isn’t this what you wished for?”

I was merely enacting the scenario she wanted.

“Sigh… Anyway, follow me. Her Highness has asked for you to be brought immediately.”

I took out the cleanest clothes from my wardrobe and changed before following Madam Scarlett.

Knock, knock.

“Your Highness, I’ve brought Lord Lloyd.”

“Come in.”

Creak.

The door opened.

I walked straight into the room and met the eyes of Princess Anastasia. =

Then, with a slight frown and a look of shock, I opened my mouth wide.

“I, Lloyd, eldest son of Baron Howard, greet Your Highness Anastasia, the flower of the Kingdom of Fiona!!!”

Even I thought my performance was quite splendid.

“Spencer, you have a rather amusing grandson. Yes, indeed, very amusing.”

Princess Anastasia said that and then had me stand in place. 

Then, she stared at me intently, as if she would devour me.

I tried to handle the situation smoothly, but I didn’t expect such a rude reaction.

Her gaze seemed to warn me, ‘I will keep my eyes on you from now on.’

‘What a fierce look. Though this is quite a rude action, isn’t it better than dying from an incurable disease?’


“So, for what purpose have you requested the audience?”

I met her cold gaze directly and opened my mouth.

“I know a way to cure Your Highness’s illness.”

I silently recited the simplest and most beneficial method as told by Chicken Mode.

Now, it’s time to create a vending machine for fortuitous encounters.



 
  
    Chapter 13: Shared Destiny


Princess Anastasia glared at me, then her face turned pale and she lowered her head. 

“Cough! Cough!” 

“Your Highness!” 

As the princess staggered while covering her mouth, Madam Scarlett darted forward like lightning to support her. 

“Are you alright!” 

“Hoo, hoo… I’m fine. I guess I got a little too worked up.” 

The princess said this as she sat on the bed. 

“Sigh, what was I even thinking…” 

The princess sighed and shook her head. 

“This dress… it’s hard to wear on my own. So I usually wear something more comfortable.” 

She lightly brushed her arm with her slender fingertips. 

Looking at the dress she was wearing, it certainly seemed too elaborate to put on by herself. 

“But it’s rude to greet guests in too comfortable attire, right? I had to prepare in my own way.” 

Getting dressed and putting on makeup could take at least 1-2 hours.

After all that effort, the person who requested the audience did not show up. 

She expressed her anger but also tried to make light of it with a small prank. 

The problem was that even the prank was not what she had intended. 

It was something beyond mere rudeness. 

“Sigh… sigh…” 

As she tried to continue the conversation, she held her chest and bowed her head, gasping for breath. 

Her beautiful hair started to turn black from the ends. 

“Don’t worry, I’m fine, so calm down…” 

Speaking as if soothing a child, the princess took a long pause before speaking again. 

“Most things can be passed off as a joke or a mistake. But to joke about someone’s life?” 

Half of the princess’s silver hair had turned black. 

Seeing this, she pulled out a cloth and covered her eyes with a familiar motion. 

It wasn’t an ordinary cloth. 

The ominous aura surrounding her seemed to calm a bit. 

“Sigh…” 

Just by covering her eyes, the atmosphere changed. 

The sharpness disappeared, replaced by the heavy, languid aura typical of someone suffering from a chronic illness. 

“I can still pretend I didn’t hear anything.” 

A final warning in a languid voice. 

There was no turning back now. 

“I understand that the crime of insulting royalty is the gravest of all.”

Execution. 

Even if she mercifully let it slide, if the spirit she contracted with went berserk, the target would be me. 

“Sigh…” 

Her languid sigh tickled my ears. 

She waved her hand as if everything was bothersome. 

“Leave now.” 

It was an order to leave, implying she would let it slide as if nothing had happened. 

I bowed my head slowly to her and left the room. 

Soon after, Madam Scarlett came to me with a stern expression. 

The formerly amicable look had turned into one close to hostility. 

“What on earth were you thinking?” 

“It was necessary.” 

“Provoking Her Highness to the point of threatening her life was necessary?” 

I had to commit an act of unimaginable rudeness. 

I needed to see how far she could tolerate and control the spirit. 

“It wasn’t merely to disgrace Her Highness. Please believe me, Madam Scarlett.” 

I said, gazing steadily into Madam Scarlett’s eyes. 

“…I trust that you didn’t say such things thoughtlessly. But Her Highness is a princess of a kingdom. Do you know how many have stepped forward to cure her?” 

The line might stretch to the horizon if one exaggerated a bit. 

“Do you even know what disease Her Highness suffers from?” 

I nodded silently. 

“Rumours of Princess Anastasia have reached even the remote Howard Barony. She is said to be a genius born once in a century.” 

“Indeed. She was the pride of the Kingdom of Fiona.” 

“But that is merely a side effect of her illness.” 

“…What did you just say? A side effect of her illness?” 

“It’s the Mana Crystallization.” 

Sometimes, in places where mana accumulates, mana stones are formed from the crystallized mana.

In this place, such phenomena were often referred to as the ‘Magic Stone Crystallization’ in Quarries. 

Although extremely rare, this phenomenon could occur in the human body as well. 

This was the disease that Princess Anastasia had possessed since birth. 

No one on this continent had contracted it yet, and so much time had passed that the symptoms and treatments for the disease had been lost. 

It was, for all intents and purposes, an incurable disease.

“Mana crystallization? Are you referring to what happens in the Magic Stone Quarry?” 

“Yes, that is correct. If things continue as they are….” 

Starting with the organs, the entire body gradually transforms into something as hard as crystal. 

That was the grim fate of a human afflicted with mana crystallization as indicated by Chicken Mode. 

“Her Highness, she had tried numerous treatments. Are you saying that nothing was discovered during that process?” 

“It is also related to the spirit’s rampage.” 

The spirit noticed the changes occurring in the contractor’s body. 

To save the contractor, the magic stones formed inside the body had to be removed. 

Despite pouring out mana to the point of nearly rampaging, the crystallization inside her body was progressing rapidly. 

The spirit would pour out mana again through the crystals, going berserk… 

This vicious cycle repeated until it now felt like it had reached its limit.

“This is not an easy story to believe.” 


Madam Scarlet, who had spoken thus, wore a contemplative expression for a long time. 

“Alright, give it a try.” 

Madam Scarlet was hesitant to come to a conclusion. 

The princess, who we thought was resting in her room, appeared before us. 

Her once beautiful silver hair had completely turned black. 

“My lifespan wasn’t long anyway. Even if I endure, it would only be until next year… If you are that certain, isn’t it better to trust you?” 

“Your Highness, but…!” 

“If you succeed in treating me, I will give you everything I can.” 

The princess said this and placed her hand on my chest. 

“But if you fail, you will lose everything.” 

This is not a matter that ends with me. 

The Howard Barony would likely face a grim end. 

Perhaps even the Spencer County as well. 

“Are you still okay with this?” 

It was actually the question I wanted to ask. 

“…Are you really alright with this? No matter the method, will you trust and follow me?” 

“Of course, it’s better than dying, isn’t it? But if you fail, we die together.”

It was a truly dangerous smile. 

“Alright, Your Highness.” 

With a confident expression, I grasped the princess’s hand on my chest.

“Until the treatment is complete, I will entrust my life to you.” 

Some embarrassing situations might arise during this process. 

But what can I do? 

Isn’t it better than dying?

***

With the princess’s permission granted, I immediately set out to the Spencer County to prepare for the treatment. 

Although I could manage it alone, Madam Scarlet insisted on assisting, likely more for the purpose of supervision.

“I will head to the Garen Trading Company, which deals mainly with magical items.” 

“Understood.” 

Together with Madam Scarlet, I headed to the trading company to gather the necessary items for the treatment. 

The Garen Trading Company was quite large, so there was no need to waste time wandering around looking for items. 

“…Isn’t this a potion that criminals drink?” 

“To be precise, it is a potion that hinders the use of magic. It is essential for the treatment.” 

She would need to drink it for at least a month, so we had to buy a lot.

The merchant’s face briefly showed a curious expression as we bought such a peculiar potion in large quantities. 

However, a merchant’s job is ultimately to sell goods. 

He eventually suppressed his curiosity and prepared each of the additional items I requested.

“…What are all these medicines?”

“There’s nothing here that’ll kill her. You’re quite the curious one.”

“They’re all necessary.”

I could explain in detail, but there were many eyes watching and ears listening. 

The method was somewhat unusual, and I didn’t want to attract strange looks.

“This is a tool used when a mage first starts learning magic.”

It’s a device that helps feel the mana, which is invisible to the eye. 

Instead of the wild mana dissolved in the air, it allows a beginner to easily sense mana that has been refined once in a human body.

Now, only the final preparation remains.

‘I’m sorry for everything, grandfather.’

After returning to the castle with Madam Scarlett, I went straight to see my grandfather.

“Are you saying you’ll stay in the east wing?”

“Yes. It’s not good for Madam Scarlett, who is a bodyguard, to be away from Princess Anastasia for a long time. So, I will stay in the east wing as well.”

I couldn’t tell my grandfather that I intended to treat the princess. 

Even if the princess had permitted it, as the lord of the castle, my grandfather would likely not easily allow it.

So, I used the excuse of receiving guidance from Madam Scarlett to move my room to the east wing. 

Madam Scarlett would be in the room next to Princess Anastasia, and I  would stay in the room next to Sir Scarlett.

“Very well, just be careful not to offend the princess.”

If my grandfather knew what I was about to do, he might faint on the spot.

But what could he do?

This was the most effective and beneficial method for me.

All the preparations were completed in less than a day.

“It didn’t even take a day.”

She had searched for a cure for over five years, but the solution was prepared in just one day. 

Thinking about it made her feel quite complicated.

“Then let’s begin.”

“Hmm.”

With the princess’s permission, he and Madam Scarlett entered her chambers. 

I immediately started preparing the items I had brought from the store.

“First, you need to drink this.”

“This is the medicine… Is this the medicine?”

“It’s not the cure, but it’s necessary for the treatment.”

The princess hesitated for a moment, but only briefly.

“Hoo…. So, what do I need to do now?”

I gently took her hand as she spoke.

“Huh?”

The method I proposed for treating the crystallizing the mana in her body was:

“…So this is the treatment? Isn’t this too suspicious?”

To tie my hand with the princess’s.

“Yes, this is the treatment.”

Her condition was akin to a form of mana hyperventilation. 

She was absorbing too much mana from the air, which then solidified into mana stones in her body. 

By introducing a filter into the process, I could regulate the amount of mana her body unconsciously absorbed.

That filter would be me.

It was similar to how a hyperventilating patient breathes into a paper bag to adjust the concentration of carbon dioxide.

“So this is the end?”

The medicine she drank would disrupt the mana flow in her body. 

Despite the chaos, her body would still try to absorb mana. 

During this process, the device linking them would make him the intermediary, allowing me to absorb the mana instead of her disordered body. 

Unlike her sponge-like body, my body would absorb a very limited amount of mana. 

Over time, this process would naturally improve her constitution.

She would be cured, extending her life.

And I would…

‘Welcome, jackpot.’

I would gain the foundation to wield the hero’s power I had read about in books. 

The book had suggested finding a mana-rich ley line, but Princess Anastasia’s condition could substitute for that. 

Feeling the mana flow directly in his body could be simpler than finding a ley line.

It was a mutually beneficial solution.

However, it was a treatment that could get me executed if things went wrong.


“This is the end. But for a while, you’ll have to live like this with me.”

“…What?”

What do you mean, what?

“In short, we’ll be cohabitating.”

A shared destiny.



 
  
    Chapter 14: Crazy Guy and Crazy Bitch


I calmly replied while stealthily raising our bound hands. 

“What, what do you mean by that?” 

Princess blinked with a bewildered expression. 

“I mean we will stay together unless it’s something significant.” 

I subtly waved my left hand, causing the princess’s right hand to sway loosely in the air along with it. 

I found her reaction amusing and couldn’t help but wave our hands around a bit more. 

Only then did the princess come to her senses and put some strength into her hand that was being swung around. 

“Are you saying we have to live like this?” 

“Yes, Your Highness.” 

“…Are you joking?” 

I just stared at her without saying a word. 

“Didn’t you say you’d handle anything that comes your way?” 

Her eyes were full of wariness. 

Don’t worry. 

No matter how energetic I may be, I wouldn’t lay a hand on someone who looks about 14 years old. 

What exactly does she think of me? 

“Haha, hahaha!” 

The princess began to laugh, covering her mouth with her left hand.

“You’re really amusing. Yes, you’re truly a funny person.”

 She laughed so hard that tears welled up in her eyes. 

“Still, this is not right. Have you forgotten the princess’s status? Princess Anastasia is royalty…” 

“It’s okay, Scarlet.” 

“But, but!” 

“I asked for this. Didn’t I say I’d handle anything as long as I get better?”

Contrary to her delicate appearance, the princess had a bold personality.

‘Indeed, you’d need to be this bold to leave the royal palace without an escort.’ 

“Are there any precautions?” 

The princess, seemingly enjoying the situation, began to wave our bound hands in the air just like I had done. 

It seemed she decided that this was genuinely a fun situation after a long time. 

“Just live as you usually would.” 

“Daily life… how embarrassing.” 

Her voice did not sound embarrassed at all. 

“First, can you adapt to my daily routine?” 

“Yes, Your Highness.” 

・There’s no hidden meaning. 

But honestly, I was quite curious about what kind of daily life a princess in a medieval fantasy kingdom leads. 

“Hmm, it’s almost mealtime.” 

It was nearing noon. 

“I will make the preparations.” 

“Yes, please.” 

The princess continued to live in the east wing, rarely going outside. It seemed that all the chores, including meal preparations, were handled by Lady Scarlett. 

Once Lady Scarlett left, the room fell into an awkward silence. 

Neither of us knew much about each other. 

Naturally, the conversation died down. 

Swoosh. 

The princess gracefully sat on the bed. 

Naturally, I ended up sitting on the bed as well. 

Then, she glanced at me and lay down on the bed without a care. 

“Why?” 

Even though she didn’t show it, she was still a patient. 

Did she usually spend her days lying on the bed like this? 

‘That must be quite boring.’ 

As I thought that, I focused my mind on the strange flow I felt within my body. 

Though invisible, it was certainly there. 

That’s what the master had said. 

I recalled the contents of the book I had found in the library and focused my mind. 

I couldn’t understand it. 

Then my master would cover my nose and mouth with his large hands.

Holding my breath. 

Why do animals breathe? 

It’s to take in something invisible through breathing. 

Feeling something invisible. 

It wasn’t as easy as it sounded. 

But if one could artificially create that sensation, it would be a different story. 

-With my nose and mouth covered, as I struggled, the cool autumn breeze cooled down my heated body. 

The wind. 

The flow of air caused by differences in air pressure. 

Feeling the existence of air, which I couldn’t see or feel, directly.

Mana is similar to this. 

Just as you can feel the invisible air when the wind blows, mana can also be detected depending on the situation. 

Normally, you wouldn’t feel anything. 

But if the flow of mana is artificially created, it’s a different story. 

That’s why we go looking for ley lines. 

Ley lines are said to overflow with so much mana that it feels suffocating.

In such a place, even the dullest person can easily sense the presence of mana. 

That’s what the book said.

‘So this is what it feels like.’ 

It’s certainly not visible. 

But I could feel a strange sensation coursing through my body, different from usual. 


It felt like a faint but exhilarating sensation, even weaker than that from a battery. 

‘Yes, this is it!’ 

Unless one is born with innate talent like Princess Anastasia, it is said that most magicians take at least a few months to sense mana. 

And this is if they have a master to guide them; without a master, it takes at least a few years. 

I achieved this in mere minutes, let alone a day. 

It was an extraordinary accomplishment.

One question remained. 

Don’t magicians and knights use different kinds of power? 

Wasn’t this a training method for magicians, not knights? 

‘It’s the principle of everything returning to the same source.’ 

Mana exists in all things in this world. 

How you use that mana determines its direction. 

Knights train their bodies to the extreme, maximizing their control over their physical selves. 

In this process, they become aware of the foreign presence of mana and learn how to handle it efficiently. 

That is the mana power that knights use. 

Magicians, on the other hand, explore all things in the world, allowing them to sense the invisible natural presence. 

If they build a relationship with spirits, they become spirit mages; if they focus more on academics, they become magicians. 

The subtle differences draw a line between them.

“I do feel a bit more comfortable, as you said.” 

As I was sensing the flow of mana with my eyes closed, the princess, who was lying on the bed staring into the air, murmured. 

“Is that so?” 

“But did it have to be you?” 

“Scarlett is already a knight who has reached the stage of handling mana. Her body is unsuitable for performing the role of a filter.” 

“Isn’t it because you have ulterior motives?” 

The princess said this while staring at me intently. 

I do have ulterior motives. 

In martial arts terms, this is like a living elixir; how could I give it up to someone else? 

“I’m attracted to older women.” 

The moment I drew the line with those words. 

Knock, knock. 

There was a knock at the door. 

It was Scarlett. 

“I-I shall prepare the meal.” 

Scarlett said this and prepared our meal. 

She seemed strangely flustered. 

“I am older than you, you know?” 

The princess said playfully. 

If you consider my previous life, I’m older. 

I swallowed those words along with the stew. 

‘This is great.’ 

This is living the high life. 

It was the most luxurious training method in the world. 

Living this close together often leads to awkward situations. 

“Oh my, do you need to go to the bathroom? Should your sister come with you?” 

It’s a natural bodily function. 

“Is that so? Then would you come with me?” 

“…You don’t get jokes, do you?” 

I had already prepared for such situations. 

While being close is the most effective, I had prepared a fairly long rope for dealing with these bodily functions. 

Thanks to this, we could maintain a short distance for brief moments.

However, the only time we ever kept a distance was when dealing with bodily functions. 

Informing each other about the need for such functions was both embarrassing and stressful.

Given the situation, it was understandable that she might be annoyed, but the princess acted as if it was no big deal, making light-hearted jokes. 

She was, in many ways, a remarkably audacious person. 

However, using the restroom is a natural biological necessity, and we could afford to be apart for a certain amount of time. 

Thus, if you didn’t dwell on it, it was easy to overlook.

The most embarrassing situation, however, was definitely right now. 

“If there had been a servant, it could have been a disaster, right?” 

After dinner, we were preparing for bed. 

That is to say, it was time for a shower or bath. 

Unlike handling biological needs, it was difficult to finish a shower or bath in just five minutes. 

We inevitably had to be together. 

“Lady Scarlett’s insight is truly terrifying.” 

Of course, we did not share the same bathtub. 

“Make sure this doesn’t get out, all right?” 

The princess leaned her chin on the wooden tub and gave a mischievous smile. 

‘A sight that’s harmful to the heart.’ 

Even though she was actually 20 years old, she looked about 14, so I thought it was safe. 

However, the princess in the tub with a languid expression was dangerous.

So I tried my best not to focus on that side. 

“Lloyd.” 

“Yes, Your Highness.” 

“It’s boring just to sit here idly. Don’t you have any amusing stories?”

Dionysus, is that you? 

“I don’t know if it’s amusing…” 

It was time for a story I had some confidence in. 

I opened my mouth, staring blankly into space as I soaked in the warm water. 

The story was similar to the one I told my grandfather, except this time, I didn’t embellish it and told it as it was. 

“So, you pickpocketed the pickpocket?” 

“Please, let’s call it on-site procurement in professional terms.” 

“Are you really insane?” 

The princess looked at me with an expression that said, ‘What kind of person is this?’ 

But there was an unmistakable trace of a smile on her lips. 

“Yes, you must be this crazy to pull off such stunts. Indeed.” 

The princess nodded with a satisfied expression. 

It seemed that slightly edgy and thrilling stories worked better with her.

She would have definitely been a person whose brain was addicted to dopamine if she was born in modern times. 

‘A 29-year-old maid-knight with outdated manners, a 20-year-old insane princess addicted to dopamine. What an interesting master-servant relationship.’ 

“Your Highness.” 

“What is it?” 

“Originally, storytelling is a reciprocal activity.” 

At my words, the princess blinked and then laughed softly. 

“You really are not in your right mind, are you?” 

Since I shared an interesting story, now it’s your turn to share one. 

I was probably the only person in a society with a rigid class structure who would dare to make such a statement. 

But the princess smiled broadly. 

“Then, how about when I met Scarlett?” 

“Your Highness, that’s a bit…” 

“That’s the most interesting story, though.” 

Lady Scarlett, who had been quietly washing the princess, frowned. 

“Just because I was born a woman, must I serve a husband? I have no intention of serving a man weaker than myself!” 

It was a pretty good impersonation. 

As the princess began to giggle, covering her mouth, Lady Scarlett’s face turned beet red. 

It seemed that the princess found playing with Lady Scarlett, who had great reactions, to be the most entertaining thing. 

She was indeed a dangerous person. 

And now, with that dangerous person.


“If you ever give in to youthful impulses and pounce on me, you’d better be prepared for the consequences.” 

“I’m not that crazy.” 

“Are you saying I’m not attractive enough?” 

‘What do you want from me, you crazy woman?’ 

We had to share the same bed.



 
  
    Chapter 15: Become a creator of other world Board Game


The bed in the princess’s bedroom was a large one that could accommodate three people. 

It was often described as a princess’s bed with a canopy installed, giving it a more luxurious feel compared to the bed and mattress I was used to. 

Especially striking was the scent emanating from the bedding. 

Even though November had already begun, the bedding smelled of flowers. It was quite stimulating and made me feel somewhat dazed.

“Should I be prepared for any young impulses I can’t resist?” 

“I’m not that crazy.” 

“Does that mean I’m not that attractive?” 

‘What are you talking about, you crazy guy.’ 

…Perhaps because of the madness of the princess, I felt dazed.

The princess and I lay down on the bed side by side. 

We couldn’t help but feel a strange feeling in many ways. 

“It’s not going to work.” 

When the princess and I lay down on the bed and looked at the canopy of the ceiling, Scarlett, who had been watching us with her arms crossed, approached our bed.

I wondered what she was doing, so I looked at her, and Scarlett carefully approached the princess and lay down next to her.

Me, the princess, and Scarlett. 

It was the appearance of three people lying on a bed in a large river character.

“Have you missed being in my arms, Scarlett?”

“I’m here just in case of any unexpected situations. Don’t misunderstand.”

While the princess replied, she gently stroked Scarlett’s head.

Even though Scarlett should have been the older one, it was a strange sight where the princess seemed even older.

“It was a really strange day.”

The princess murmured as she looked at the canopy on the ceiling.

“Is that so?”

“Yes. It’s just that there’s one more person.”

After saying that, the princess raised her right hand tied to my hand.

Naturally, I also raised my left hand to the canopy.

“If you think about it simply, if it’s from 2 to 3, it’s an increase of 1.5 times. It’s inevitable that it will feel different, right?”

Hearing my words, the princess turned her head to me with her hand outstretched toward the sky.

I also faced her without avoiding that gaze.

The princess made a face of embarrassment and soon began to laugh with her hand over her mouth.

“You’re really crazy. You’re not in your right mind, are you?”

I don’t know who’s crazy about whom.

“Even though it’s night, it’s been a long time since I’ve been this comfortable….”

After saying that, the princess began to blink as if she were tired.

Then she fell asleep with a faint, even breath.

She slept so deeply that she couldn’t even tell if someone was carrying her.

“Thank you, Lord Lloyd.”

When the princess fell asleep, Scarlett whispered a small thanks.

“I didn’t expect to see her sleeping so comfortably again.”

“Is that so?”

“I was worried that the spirit would go wild while you were asleep. She probably couldn’t sleep properly.”

That strange languid feeling was probably due to lack of sleep.

Come to think of it, during the time we spent together today, she hadn’t slept well.

So it was only natural for her to fall asleep immediately.

“So don’t do anything foolish. I can’t get an ally’s blood on my sword.”

“There will be no such thing.”

Do you think I’m a servant who thinks of you as a couple?

“Well then, have a good night, Lord Lloyd.”

“Yes, Lady Scarlett, thank you for your hard work.”

I stared blankly at the ceiling with my eyes closed.

Two women were in bed together.

The quiet breathing of the princess who fell asleep deeply.

Sssuk.

A slight sound of tossing and turning in sleep.

No matter how much I’m a fool, I’m a man in his prime for now.

I couldn’t help but be conscious of where my attention was directed.

A sleepless night.

I naturally activated the ability of a chicken mode.

It has become a habit of reliving battles.

It seemed like tonight would take a little longer.

It was a night when I had such thoughts.

It’s been three days since then.

If abnormal situations continue for a few days, it becomes normal.

We managed to shake off some of the initial awkwardness between us, and now we’ve come to somewhat accept the situation where our hands are intertwined like it’s almost routine.

“Will you prepare some black tea, Scarlett?” 

“Yes, Your Highness.”

The princess visibly improved. 

Whether Scarlett noticed, her attitude towards me softened again as it was before. 

Such fun.

I slowly sipped the black tea Scarlett had placed in front of me. 

Honestly, I couldn’t tell. 

I am not very knowledgeable about the black tea.

It was embarrassing even to compare it to what I drank at the Barony. 

Such a difference was noticeable. 

Good tea leaves were used. 

In addition, Scarlett’s skilful brewing was such that I couldn’t think of her as a knight. 

“As expected, Blaze Young’s tea has flavour.” 

The princess laughed as she drank the black tea. 

“… Ha.” 


Scarlet raised her head again with a starting expression. 

“Probably because I’m bored.” 

The princess’ bedroom was spacious. 

It was at least a level that couldn’t even be compared to my family’s bedroom. 

But that’s the end of it. 

The princess’s world is all this spacious bedroom. 

So I think she’s living in the joy of teasing a tasty Scarlett. 

“If it doesn’t bother you, could I ask one thing?” 

“Its fine, I’ll allow it specifically.” 

A woman who doesn’t keep her mouth shut. 

“What are you doing during your regular hours?” 

“Have you not seen it for three days?” 

“Aren’t you bored?” 

“I didn’t have the time to think about it until now.” 

The princess said so and showed her right hand. 

“Still, it’s a slightly better situation for fun.” 

It didn’t seem like I was alone in feeling bored. 

“Would you like to play a game?” 

“Are you talking about board games?” 

The princess said so and looked at the box in the corner of the bedroom. 

“I am tired of playing with Scarlett, and you might be a little better.” 

Scarlett shrugged and frowned slightly. 

The face seemed to recall the memories of defeat. 

“It’s a game you have already been tired of winning, isn’t it? I’ll prepare a new game.” 

This board game was basically similar to chess or chess. 

It’s a game that everyone plays in their spare time. 

However, the princess has been living in bed for five years. 

She might have been tired of it, and she was smart enough to be called a genius, so she must have memorized all the strategies. 

Losing the game wasn’t my taste. 

“A new game?” 

The princess blinked and looked at me. 

“Yes, Your Highness.”

In this world, there was basically no concept of copyright. 

However, it was common practice to be a bit self-restrained when it came to things made by nobles. 

So I had prepared a number of games, borrowing my uncle’s name, with the idea of making some pocket money.

“Could I borrow some paper and a pen?”

Surprisingly, there were even instructions on how to make board games in chicken mode. 

I don’t know why they were there, but whatever.

“Of course.”

“Thank you.”

I drew pictures on the paper and pen I received from Scarlett. 

Squares and circles. 

As I silently began to draw the blueprint, the two of them watched my work with interest.

“…That looks interesting. Did you come up with that?”

“Yes. I came up with it from the way the children in my territory played with stones.”

I gave a half-hearted excuse and finished the blueprint. 

Then I wrote a letter to my Grandpa, explaining that I couldn’t leave the East Tower for a while and asking him to lend me his name to create this game. 

I also made sure to include that I would share a certain percentage of the profits if it was commercialized.

“Please do me a favor.”

“Hmm, I understand.”

I gave the blueprint and letter to Scarlett. 

I used a knight who could handle mana as a servant. 

It was a bit of an awkward situation, but Scarlett seemed to be quite familiar with this situation.

‘How long will it take…?’

The game I made was called Carrom, a Southeast Asian table game that combines marbles and billiards. 

To be honest, billiards is difficult to make in many ways and takes a long time to make, so it was a second choice. 

This way, even the princess and I, who are tied up, can easily play. 

‘This is it.’ 

I became an otherworldly board game maker.

***

A day has passed since then. 

In just one day, we were able to receive a carrom that is almost identical to that of Earth. 

“It’s definitely powerful.” 

In this world, carpenters are very busy people. 

This is because houses, furniture, agricultural implements, and utensils are mostly made of wood. 

So I thought it might take a while, but it was completed in just one day when I borrowed my grandfather’s name. 

This was the charm of power. 

“It looks fun.” 

It wasn’t a lie. 

A faint sense of anticipation was on the princess’s face. 

“Rules?” 

“I’ll explain it now.” 

The rules of carrom are similar to those of pool. 

“First, sprinkle an appropriate amount of powder to make the board slippery.” 

Sprinkle the powder evenly. 

“And then arrange the pins like this in the center.” 

Like setting up the balls in pool, the round pins are arranged in a regular pattern in the center. 

Then, the first player demolishes this arrangement.” 

The pattern in the center is scattered with a shot for the break shot. 

“The first player will use white and the second player will use black.” 

“What about this red one?” 

“It’s an extra point. If you put in one of your own pins and then put in the red pin, you get an extra 3 points. However, if you put in the red pin and then fail to put in one of your own pins, you must put it back in the center of the table.” 

It was a game that was similar to a game of chance, so there were no complicated rules. 

After giving a brief explanation, I proceeded with the game with the feeling of learning from experience. 

“May I start with the first move?” 

“Yes, Your Highness.” 

I knew it. 

Of course she would come out first because she hates to lose. 

Thwack! 

Tap tap tap tap! 

The pins are light, so one break shot sent the pins flying in all directions. 

Plop. 

The first pin went into the hole. 

The princess didn’t show it on the outside, but she felt a strange trembling in her tied-up arm.

She was clearly excited. 

“If I put it in, it’s my turn again, right?” 

“Yes, Your Highness.” 

In pool, you can attack from anywhere on the rectangle. 

However, in carrom, you cannot attack from outside the table you are sitting at. 

That’s the only difference. 

“Your left hand is shaking. Is it in the way?” 

“I didn’t mean to.” 

I wasn’t shaking that much……. 

The princess came out aggressively from the start. 

She was aiming for the 3-point red pin. 

Her aim was good and the pin went in. 

However, her next attack failed and she ended up spitting out the red pin. 

“Then I’ll move to my seat now.” 

“Okay.” 

I took her trembling hand, which looked strangely disjointed, and returned to my seat. 

To be honest, it was a game I hadn’t played much either. 

I had only come across it by chance in a general education class at university. 

Still, I had played it to the best of my ability, so I was naturally in a better position than the princess. 

On top of that, Chicken Mode even showed me the predicted path that only I could see. 

I couldn’t lose even if I wanted to. 

“That makes it 17-0 in 3 sets and my victory.” 

“…Again.” 

“The knight does not bully the weak. Lady Scarlet please at least win and come back.” 

Click! 

The princess gritted her teeth in frustration. 

This is a world without implants, so it should be treated with care, but oh well. 

The game continued after that. 

At first, Lady Scarlet, who was used to physical activity, had the upper hand. 

However, carrom turned out to be a game that was surprisingly considered a brain sport. 

The princess, who had gotten the hang of it to some extent, started to outdo Lady Scarlett again. 

It was a truly fierce battle. 

‘Could this actually sell?’ 

Seeing how much fun the two of them were having, I thought I could make more money than just pocket money. 

That was the extent of my impression. 


For Earthlings who enjoy VR games, table games were nothing special. 

That’s why this situation was so strange. 

“Did you say that merchants have come to the castle? Because of this?” 

I felt like I had unleashed the poison called games into this world.






 
  
    Chapter 16: To Howard Barony


In this world, people also experience ups and downs.

Yet, board games and similar pastimes haven’t developed much because everyone is occupied just making ends meet.

The nobles are busy managing their estates, and their hobbies mostly involve outdoor activities like horse riding or hunting.

The commoners are too busy with their daily grind to spare any thought for inventing games.

Therefore, the games in this world are primarily limited to card games or chess.

For a game to sell well here, it must be both fun and accessible.

“In that sense, Carom is quite splendid.”

Carom consists of a rectangular table.

So, when not playing games, it makes for an excellent table with a cover on top.

How about displaying such items in stores that need tables?

Even as guests sip their tea, if their eyes meet, they might say, “Carom?” signalling the start of a battle.

It’s a game that’s quick to play, akin to a guessing game, perfect for passing time while waiting for something.

I expected the response to be positive.

But were the merchants, burdened with heavy responsibilities, the ones to seek it out themselves?

“How do you intend to proceed?”

Scarlett asked, looking at our bound arms.

“I have delegated everything to Count Spencer.”

Concerned that such a situation might arise, I decided to attribute the creation of Carom to ‘Count Spencer’ for external purposes.

Rather than an unknown baron from the borderlands, a game created by a grand noble seems more favourable in many respects.

“I trust Count Spencer will handle it well.”

“No ambitions?”

“I believe it’s beyond my capabilities.”

This world lacks the concept of copyright.

Those who mind the nobles’ business are only the residents here, and they don’t bother with wandering guests fleeing elsewhere.

If Carom becomes a great success, it could spread continent-wide thanks to such wandering guests.

Claiming rights over all of that would be impractical in this medieval fantasy.

“The merchants want us to be the first to commercialize this game.”

“I am aware.”

The nobles maintain their dignity.

If Carom becomes trendy, they’ll insist on the original rather than minor copies.

The merchants are racing for that sweet bean gravy.

A stall selling Carom with Count Spencer’s seal!

They wouldn’t want to miss out on such a title.

“So I asked the Count.”

The pressure on the castle walls is due to public bidding.

The one who negotiates better terms will be the first to secure the title of the Carom market.

That must be the intention.

“You are Smart?”

“I’d appreciate it if you said it was smart.”

After exchanging a few words, we returned to our daily lives.

There was a small disturbance, but in the end, it was just a game of table games.

That’s the mindset.

But after all, it seemed that the people of this world were starving for ‘play’ more than I thought.

“Wherever you go, it’s just a game story.”

The carpenters are dying, too.

They looked happy, though.”

Do you find it interesting since she react so sharply?

“It’ll be fun.”

The princess called Scarlet for going to the outside.

“…dangerous.”

“Then Scarlett will take care of it, right? I don’t know how long it’s been since I went out.”

The princess made a decent smile and ordered a hurry to wear.

“Since time is short, please prepare roughly.”

“… I understand.”

The skilled assistant’s skills were beyond imagination.

After dressing the princess in an instant, Scarlett gently applied makeup to her face.

And then she carefully combed her hair and put on a hat.

It was a thorough decoration.

This should be enough to not get caught.

“Can I ask for an escort?”

“Yes, my lady.” 

And so, the princess and I cautiously slipped out of the castle. 

The first place we visited was, of course, the carpenter’s workshop where they were making carrom boards. 

The workshop was more crowded than expected. 

“Is all this crowd here because of Spin? Just for a game?” 

“Why would I lie? The lord made it, so people are curious!” 

“Huh, is it really that fun?” 

“Don’t even ask.” 

It seemed like it would be difficult to look around the workshop. 

“It’s quite popular, isn’t it?” 

The word ‘carrom’ was unfamiliar in this world, so we called it ‘Spin’ after ‘Spencer’. 

Spin was currently the hottest topic in the territory. 

You could hear people talking about Spin wherever you went. 

“I was thinking of changing my table anyway. I should replace it with a Spin table.” 

“When do you think you’ll get one with so many reservations?” 

That’s the direction I want. 

However, it also clearly showed the limitations of a medieval fantasy setting. 

“Handmade items are the issue.” 

The supply couldn’t keep up with the demand at all. 


It was on a completely different level from the out-of-stock situations on Earth. 

“It’s chaotic.” 

The princess muttered as she looked around the now bustling county. 

“People must have been bored.” 

“Winter is coming soon.” 

“Oh, there’s that too.” 

In this world, most people are engaged in agriculture.

What would all those people do during the winter, the off-season? 

Usually, they barely get by, eating their stored food and playing card games to pass the time. 

But now there was something to replace that, and the reaction seemed much stronger than I expected. 

“I still can’t quite grasp it.” 

No matter how much I peeked into Lloyd’s memories during the tutorial, I couldn’t match the locals’ sensibilities about this. 

“Why do you look like that?” 

“Pardon?” 

“You’re on a date with such a lovely lady, but you don’t look too pleased.” 

Where is this lovely lady? 

Was she talking about Scarlett, the knight? 

Sure, Madam Scarlett was a perfect beauty in appearance. 

She had a charming face and an excellent, feminine figure. 

Thinking that, I turned my head, and Madam Scarlett flinched slightly, her shoulders trembling. 

“You’re really rude, Lloyd.” 

Isn’t it better to be a bit rude than to be a dangerous guy who thinks of a 14-year-old girl as a lovely lady? 

I am a rational human being. 

“It’s time to go back now.” 

After wandering around the territory for quite a while, the princess looked at the sky as if she regretted it. 

The days were starting to get noticeably shorter, and if we dawdled any longer, dusk would fall. 

It was time to head back. 

“You can come out anytime now.” 

I said as I slowly made my way back to the castle. 

“Yes, I can come out anytime.” 

As we walked along the road where dusk had already started to settle, the cool and lonely autumn breeze blew. 

Whooosh. 

The princess’s hair, peeking out from under her hat, fluttered in the wind. 

Indeed, if she kept her mouth shut, she had a face that seemed truly beautiful. 

But why was it? 

Her face, slightly tinged with the red of the setting sun, looked strangely lonely.

“Why are you staring at me like that? Have you perhaps fallen for me?”

“Could that even be possible?”

“What a rude fellow.”

“Maybe it’s just my imagination.”

As time passed, they spent more time together.

That meant they were getting to know each other better.

“What made us become close? Hmm, didn’t you hear about that last time?”

“Let’s see…”

The princess murmured to herself as she looked into the mirror on her vanity.

“Um… That’s definitely something from when I was 15… Ahem, something that happened back then.”

Scarlett, who was brushing the princess’s hair, was surprised and quickly recounted the story from their past before the princess could speak.

It seemed like Scarlett judged it better to be the one who gets hit first.

“It’s not a remarkable story. When she briefly visited the Blaze family, she offered to hire me as her knight. That’s all there is to it.”

“Must I serve a husband just because I was born a woman? I have no intention of living to serve a weaker man than myself!”

If Scarlett was talking about when she was 15, it must have been about the age when people were considering matchmaking.

When the princess, who had briefly visited the Blaze family, heard Scarlett’s interesting remark, she must have brought her as a knight.

“At that time, everyone thought it was just your caprice. I thought the same.”

Scarlett spoke calmly, but with a slight excitement in her voice.

So roughly summarizing, ‘It seems like we’re similar.’

It was a story about succeeding in detecting mana faster than others by serving the princess, who was close to a natural elixir.

“If Her Highness hadn’t hired me as a bodyguard, I don’t think I’d be here now. So I volunteered to remain as a bodyguard.”

“If you say it’s because of me that you’re unmarried, I’ll feel sorry in many ways. Are you saying that on purpose?”

“…Your Highness. Why on earth did that happen?”

It was clearly a relationship where they looked more like sisters than master and servant.

“Hu. Everything’s done.”

After saying that, Scarlett bowed her head tremblingly.

After that, I assumed a posture for meditation, which had almost become a routine.

‘Here’s the mana attribute.’

Through the princess, he felt the flow of mana detected in his body.

He used the chicken mode to record it faithfully, but this mana flow was subtly different from the Scarlett’s time.

‘It’s almost over.’

Mana absorbed into the body through the princess forces the body to activate.

Thanks to the tied hands, he didn’t train his body properly, but as the days passed, his body was reborn as a suitable body for battle.

In fact, running the simulation in the combat mode reached a level where the hologram reflecting his physical abilities was fighting neck and neck with Lady Scarlett.

Of course, the hologram Scarlett did not use all her power, but it was a different achievement from when he felt the wall by receiving hits unilaterally without being able to do anything.

‘Just 2 weeks…’

This is what chicken mode is.

He couldn’t help but feel his lips twitch with a grin.

“Did something good happen?”

“I was just relishing the honour of being with Her  Highness.”

Swoosh.

The princess’s left hand touched his forehead.

“Do you have a fever?”

What an impolite person.

She was consistently like that.

***

In the quiet room bathed in moonlight, the two sleeping breaths could be heard faintly.

Anastasia carefully shifted her body so that she wouldn’t wake them.

Then, she gently untied the cloth around her right hand.

Even so, the pain that had tormented her for five years did not come.

‘It’s finally ending…’

Anastasia was known as a genius who appeared once in a hundred years.

It wasn’t just her superior mana capacity but also her talent in handling mana that earned her that title.

So, after the rampage of the spirit was subdued, she quickly confirmed the changes in her body.

Now, she wouldn’t go berserk even without Lloyd.

She was practically cured.


But if she revealed that, she wouldn’t be able to continue this foolish daily life.

She regretted that and slowly tied the cloth back around her right hand.


	You can come out anytime now.



‘Yeah, I could come out.’

However, at that time, this impolite and arrogant man wouldn’t be around.

That was what Anastasia regretted deeply.



 
  
    Chapter 17: To Howard Barony – 2


They say time flies when you’re having fun. 

Already, a month has passed since I arrived at the Spencer County.

“How do you feel, Your Highness?”

Finally, the princess and I removed the cloth that had bound us together.

“Yes, I’m alright.”

The princess placed her right hand on her chest, closed her eyes for a moment, and then gave a small nod.

“Well done, Lloyd. Anastasia de Stein la Fionna will never forget this kindness.”

Princess Anastasia grabbed her skirt with both hands and slightly bent her knees. 

It was not a gesture a royal should show to the son of a remote baron. 

It showed just how sincere she was.

“I merely did what I was obliged to do, Your Highness.”

Thus, I too, offered the highest level of courtesy a subject could muster. 

If someone took a picture of this, it would make quite a nice scene, I thought. 

It was such an excellent moment that even such trivial thoughts crossed my mind.

“You sound like a loyal subject when you say that.”

“Where can you find a more loyal subject than me?”

“So, will you come to the royal castle?”

“A country bumpkin like me belongs in a remote baron’s house.”

Politics is truly a wretched thing. 

Even the politics of a democratic country, which outwardly sings of equality, are atrocious enough to make one shudder. 

And now she was suggesting I step into the political arena of a world with a caste system? 

It was practically a death sentence.

She has no qualms about making unreasonable demands on her lifesaver.

“Is that the attitude of a loyal subject?”

The princess slightly furrowed her brows, then smiled and shook her head.

“Are you leaving now?”

“I still have some business to attend to, so I plan to leave in about five days.”

It is said that leaving home brings hardships, and it had already been nearly two months since I left home. 

It was about time to return home.

“What do you plan to do, Your Highness?”

“I plan to spend the winter here. It’ll get busy once I return to the royal castle.”

So, she plans to enjoy a legal holiday. 

It was an excellent decision.

“Then I’ll be on my way. I hope you enjoy your freedom for the first time in a while.”

“Yes, go ahead.”

I bowed to the princess, who lightly waved her hand, and left the east wing. 

Then, I called a servant and conveyed my request to meet with my grandfather.

After about thirty minutes, I followed the servant’s guidance to my grandfather’s office.

“I greet the lord.”

“Ah, it’s been a while, Lloyd.”

My grandfather stroked his beard and looked at me with a complicated expression. 

It was probably because I had run away and dodged most of my responsibilities under the excuse of closed-door training. 

If I was in his shoes, I’d have felt a strong urge to give myself a good smack.

“Did you make any progress?”

How much progress could one make in just a month?

So, it was essentially a rhetorical question. 

But it was only right to show my grandfather, to whom I owed a lot, that I hadn’t just been idling away.

I closed my eyes slowly and focused on my breathing.

Then, based on the sensations I had honed over the past month, I began to manipulate mana.

“Oh my…!”

My grandfather leaned back into the sofa with an indescribable expression.

“I don’t need to learn magic. I am already handling aura…”

The mana that knights and wizards handle is the same power, but its direction is completely opposite. 

Thus, it’s common knowledge that knights can’t use magic and wizards can’t envelop their swords in aura like knights do. 

So, I couldn’t bring up the idea of learning magic.

I had already scanned all the magic books in the library.

I would master aura at the manor first, then slowly self-study magic later.

“I was fortunate.”

I couldn’t exactly tell him what had happened in the east wing. 

That was a secret I would take to my grave. 

So, I decided to give an appropriately altered version of the events. 

It wasn’t a very credible story, but then again, it was already strange for a novice knight to awaken to mana in just a month.

“It’s a miracle worthy of legend. If I hadn’t seen it with my own eyes, I wouldn’t have easily believed it.”

My grandfather, who said that, picked up his now-cold teacup.

“It seems you have a knack for storytelling. Every time I talk to you, my tea gets cold.”

With a pleasant laugh, my grandfather drank the cold tea.

“So, where should we start…?”

The first topic was about carrom, which is called ‘spin’ in this world.

“These are the documents proposed by the merchants. Read them and make a judgment.”

“Yes.”

I eliminated the merchant guild that offered the lowest price. 

Quality is also important for goods supplied to nobility.

The lowest bid likely meant they were cutting costs somewhere, so it had to be excluded. 

Of course, I also eliminated the guild that offered the highest price. 

It was too unreasonable to charge such a high price when the item hadn’t even become famous in social circles yet.

I selected the merchant guilds that offered a reasonable price without compromising quality, could adapt flexibly according to the situation, and had a good reputation.

“Wouldn’t these guilds be the best choices?”

“Excellent, Lloyd.”

The final guild my grandfather selected was on the list I had chosen. 


He seemed quite pleased with that, as a gentle smile appeared on his face.

“They said he was a cold person.”

My mother had said my grandfather was a cold person, but at this moment, he seemed to be a loving grandfather and a patriot.

“This is a mercenary group with a good reputation around here. Still, check them out personally and make an agreement.”

To expand the territory, the first priority was to clear out the monsters in the area. 

It was essential to hire a well-trained mercenary group.

‘He’s like a tree that gives without holding back.’

Connections are crucial when hiring mercenaries. 

But now, I was skipping that tedious process and getting straight to the essence.

“We’ve posted the announcement about the migration. Do your best.”

“Ok.”

I decided to visit the mercenary group with the introduction letter my grandfather had prepared for me.

‘Is it over there?’

In this world, mercenary groups typically formed small settlements where they lived together.

So, if they liked the territory, they would stay even after their contract ended, forming a village and using it as a base.

First impressions were very important.

I tidied up my appearance a bit and headed to the settlement where the mercenaries lived.

“Who are you?”

I showed the introduction letter I had received from my grandfather to the rogue-looking mercenary.

He might not be able to read, but he would recognize the seal of the Spencer Count family engraved on it.

“Chief! A distinguished guest has come to visit!”

The mercenary, eyes wide open, began to guide me inside with a bright smile.

To mercenaries, a distinguished guest meant a source of money.

Thus, the looks directed at me were mixed with curiosity and a fair amount of goodwill rather than hostility.

“Please wait a moment.”

The mercenary said this and then entered what seemed to be the chief’s quarters.

After exchanging some words, he gestured that permission had been granted.

I nodded slightly to the mercenary and tossed him a silver coin as a token of appreciation.

“Hehe, thank you.”

Mercenaries do not work for free.

Just understanding and paying for this culture would leave a good first impression on them.

With that in mind, I stepped into what seemed to be the chief’s tent.

“Nice to meet you. I am Thorvald, the leader of the Blackhawk Mercenary Group. And this is Vice-Captain James.”

James?

It was a familiar name.

It was the real name of the lucky charm that greatly contributed to my unexpected success.

“…I’m James.”

I thought it was just someone with the same name, but it turned out to be the same person.

If there were no one else around, I would have liked to smack my forehead with my palm.

I decided to pretend not to know the man who had been ‘Jack the Parkedegari.’

“I’m Lloyd Howard.”

The mercenary leader, having checked my introduction letter, looked me up and down.

Then he straightened his clothes and bowed slightly.

“Hmm, I’m an uneducated man, so I don’t know much about etiquette.”

Even this was a sufficiently polite gesture befitting a leader.

“What mercenaries need is not their mouth, but their hands.”

The leader seemed to like my words, as he called in a mercenary who looked like the youngest to prepare tea.

“The Blackhawk Mercenary Group consists of 30 members. We are quite large for this area.”

“Hmm.”

Is he boasting with just 30 people?

One might think so, but a mercenary group  of this size is comparable to a mid-sized company.

The number of soldiers a knight could accompany in this area was only about three.

The skirmishes in frontier territories typically involved around 100 to 300 soldiers.

So, 30 men was quite a large number.

“I intend to hire all of you. Can the contract be renewed annually?”

“…Yes, of course.”

Hiring the entire mercenary band and signing a yearly contract instead of a quarterly one was a big deal.

Usually, they would rest in the winter when their combat capabilities were reduced, but I would be paying them even for those rest days, so they would secretly be rejoicing.

Of course, it’s not free, but there was no need to explain that.

“Can you read?”

“Yes.”

“Then let’s proceed with writing the contract.”

We managed to reach a decent agreement and concluded the contract.

“Now that winter is approaching, I’ll hurry to get ready. When do you plan to leave for Howard?”

“I plan to leave in four days.”

“I’ll get prepared.”

With that, I gave a glance to the loyal Jack before leaving.

It was a gesture to briefly talk outside.

Jack hesitated for a moment, then nodded.

So we stopped walking a bit away from the mercenary corps.

“What are you doing here?”

“I have become a mercenary.”

I knew that without needing an explanation.

‘Just like that.’

Jack said so with a face that showed many emotions.

Perhaps he had gone through more hardships than I thought; in that brief moment, his face looked much grimmer.

“You seem skilled. Are you the lieutenant?”

“I became one out of luck.”

He didn’t seem like the type to brag about being a lieutenant.

“Do you resent me?”

Jack’s expression became complex.

So I subtly raised my right hand into a fist.

“Isn’t it already in the past, Lord Lloyd?”

Jack had become a true man in the spirit of Physical Violence.

Now that he had become a true man, it seemed appropriate to treat him like one.

“I’ll leave it to you, Jack.”

“No, my name is James.”

“As you wish. I entrust it to you.”

Still, knowing someone like him made it seem easier to control the mercenary corps.

It was actually a more favorable situation for me.

“Go.”

I tossed a gold coin to Jack.

Surprised by my generosity, Jack swallowed hard.

“Thank you!”

Changing from hostility towards the enemy to neutrality was a definite success.

“This is financial therapy.”

The effect was clear.

Four days passed.

I finished preparing to leave Spencer County and made a brief visit to my Grandpa who had taken care of me so far.

After that, I met the housemates I had spent a month with.

“Are you leaving?”

“Yes, I’m thinking of returning to my territory now.”

“Wouldn’t it be much wealthier and more enjoyable to live here?”

It would be more stimulating than Howard Barony.

But it is a world where ‘America is surprised, China is astonished, and Japan kneels’ to Carom.

“I plan to elevate Lord Howard to the level of national authority.”

“What are you talking about?”

“It’s my ambition to make Howard Barony surpass Spencer County.”

“… Are you going to joke like that in front of the royal family?”

“I just used that as an example. You know why.”

At first, I had intended to develop only upto Biden County and enjoy a comfortable life as a Count.

But when I reached Spencer Count outside the well, the situation changed.

The dopamine threshold of the residents here is very different.

Now I was excited by the sense of accomplishment that came from rapid growth, but if I eat up all this sense of accomplishment, what will remain for me?

There is none.

So I had to find something long-term to enjoy.

Fortunately, I had the position of the eldest son of the baron in a nameless border baron, so isn’t this a tempting setting in many ways?

An army arrives with the power of a nation when the nation is in crisis.

Kkeu…

There’s romance!

“Well… work hard.”

The princess shook her head with an expression of disbelief.

“Now that you’ve just got up from your sickbed, why don’t you stop by Howard Barony later? You’ll understand what I mean soon.”

With that, I took out the items I had prepared for four days and handed them to the Princess and Lady Scarlett.

“What is this?”

“Are you giving it to me too?”

Both took out the items I had handed them and blinked their eyes as they were.

“It’s a bracelet engraved with the pattern of the flower called ‘Fate’.”

I put the bracelet on their wrists, which were still blinking.

And I bowed my head.

“See you next time.”

Then I showed off the bracelet on my left hand subtly as I walked away from them.

***

‘I won’t forget it.’

I will keep my promise to repay whatever whether he forgets or not!

“How should I take this?”

“… I don’t know well.”

“Did he give it knowingly?”

“I think Lord Lloyd isn’t such a person.”

“But the result is that it happened?”

The bracelet given to unmarried women in the social circle of Fiona Kingdom was a passionate confession of ‘I want to own you’.

As a Lloyd who lived in the barony of Howard, he had no way to know this trend.

“He’s really not in his right mind.”

And a small smile appeared on the lips of Princess Anastasia.

“Sure, it doesn’t seem normal.”


And Scarlett’s mouth also had a small smile.

He was a stormy man until the end.

The two watched Lloyd’s back walking away with the mercenary group until it disappeared.

‘Somehow I feel like I’ll see you again soon.’

It was a feeling that the two had.



 
  
    Chapter 18: Is this your first time using a new Weapon?


Time flew by, and it was now December. 

Although the environment was much better than Korea, where summers were scorching and winters were freezing, camping in the chilly December wind was still quite challenging.

“It seems like this winter will be cold.” said Jack the Parkedegari, a cheap acquaintance bought for a single gold coin.

“Of course, it will be cold.”

It’s the time of year when I miss the warmth of the ondol (Korean floor heating system).

‘Ondol uses up too much wood, though.’ 

I thought. 

But we couldn’t just use coal freely either.

‘Isn’t there something else?’

Thinking that, I searched for heating devices and found the rocket stove at the top of the list.

‘Rocket stove? This looks good… I’ll put one in Young Master Lloyd’s room.’

“Is that Howard Barony?”

“Yes, we’re almost there.”

Perhaps due to the high standards set by the Spencer County, the Howard Barony looked even more shabby and destitute.

‘I can’t be the only one thinking this.’

Even the Blackhawk mercenary group, who stayed at the Spencer County, must have been somewhat disappointed, though they didn’t show it.

Clip-clop.

As we approached the barony, I saw the nervous faces of the guards. 

I slowly rode forward, revealing myself to the guard who swallowed dryly.

“Welcome, Young Master!”

The sight of the usually more tense guard was gratifying.

“I’ve already sent a letter ahead. These are the mercenaries I hired. Can you let them in?”

“Of course!”

I set foot on my familiar homeland with the mercenaries.

“Assign these men a place to stay for the time being.”

“Yes, Young Master!”

After greeting the tense soldier, I headed home with only the mercenary captain, Thorvald.

“Welcome, Young Master!!!”

The first to greet me was Alfred. 

Seeing Alfred made me feel like I was finally back in my territory.

“I need to see my father. Let him know I’m here.”

“Of course.”

Although my father must have been furious, enough time had passed that he should be able to forgive me by now.

“…The Lord has asked to see only you, Young Master.”

Alfred, who had gone to deliver my message to my father, returned and conveyed this quietly, only to me. 

It seemed the time for reconciliation was still too short.

“He’s the leader of the mercenary group I hired. Treat him with respect.”

“Yes, Young Master.”

Heading to the office felt even heavier than going to the arena. 

I walked towards the office with steps closer to those of a defeated soldier.

“Ah, Brother….”

On my way, I briefly ran into Lucas, who had a very complex expression on his face. 

His face seemed to foreshadow the suffocating future that was about to begin.

Knock, knock.

“It’s Lloyd.”

-Come in.

I carefully opened the office door. 

Inside, my parents were waiting with stern looks.

To avoid getting scolded too much, I subtly revealed the badge symbolizing my status as an squire.

“What on earth have you been doing, Lloyd…!”

Although some time had passed and my father had calmed down a bit, he still seemed quite angry.

Thus, I decided to rely solely on facts.

“As promised, I have become a squire.”

“Do you call that an explanation?! How could you crawl in there! Don’t you have any pride?!”

It looked like he might have a stroke from high blood pressure.

So, I quietly handed over the prepared documents to my father, just in case.

“…What is all this?”

“It is the result of my utmost efforts for the sake of our domain. I did not visit Count Biden’s house out of personal feelings.”

It was out of personal feelings, but it ended up being a great help to the domain.

Isn’t that the important part?

My father began to read the report I had prepared with a serious expression.

My mother glanced at him and placed her hand on her chest, sighing softly.

“Where have you been and what have you been doing, Roy? I was worried.”

It seemed she was worried in that way.

“I will be more careful next time.”

I also bowed my head in that manner.

While my mother and I were briefly exchanging greetings, my father slowly took off the glasses he was wearing.

“This, what is this, Lloyd?”

I had made a lot of money gambling.

While I was at it, I headed to the Count Spencer’s territory and had a fortuitous encounter.

So, I decided to scale things up and achieve the long-cherished wish of the Howard Barony.

In simple terms, this was the content, but I added some embellishments to make it seem like a meticulously planned action.

My father blinked and was just bewildered.

“You, you can handle mana?”

Ah, that was the most surprising part.

‘Even I would be surprised in such a situation.’

I had not yet reached the stage where I could envelop my sword in mana.

But I had reached the stage where I could utilize mana, so in fact, my father and I were on equal footing as knights.

I had caught up to the level my father had honed his entire life in just two months away from the domain.


It was natural for him to make such a face.

“I was lucky.”

At first, I thought about hiding it, but to develop the domain from now on, I needed to be recognized as a legitimate successor within the family.

So, I had no choice but to confess that I had gained enlightenment through a fortuitous encounter.

“This, this is really…”

My father looked half-dazed.

‘If he’s this shocked by just this, we’re in trouble.’

In the future, this barony is going to become a power equivalent to the Kingdom of Fiona.

Since he is going to be the lord, even for a short while, it would be problematic if he was this shocked.

It took a good ten minutes for my father to regain his composure.

***

Then, I introduced the mercenary leader in the waiting room to my father. 

Since he had already reviewed the contract with the mercenary group, my father prepared the residency permit without saying a word. 

With this, the minimum preparations to expand the territory were complete.

“Rest for now. I’ll call you if I need anything.”

“Yes.”

After sending off the mercenary leader, I immediately took out the items prepared over five days in the Spencer County.

‘Finally, I can use this…’

What I pulled out was the blueprint for a compound bow. 

It was an old drawing, at least several decades old, on a tattered piece of paper.

‘This will fool everyone well.’

On Earth, as art progressed, so did the skills for creating forgeries. 

And it seemed the same was true in this world where forgery skills were quite advanced. 

Therefore, I could pretend that the blueprint I drew was something I had acquired by chance. 

Of course, this was just a taste of what was to come.

“Young Master, I always believed a day like this would come…”

Alfred teared up when he saw the seal I received from my father. 

I sipped my tea and waited for Alfred to calm down.

“I have somewhere to go.”

“Are you going to meet the mercenary group?”

“No, I’m going to see Gale.”

Now that I was recognized as a semi-official heir, my range of actions had significantly broadened. 

I could now visit the smithy without anyone’s approval and order whatever I wanted. 

This was the power of authority.

“Yes, understood.”

I donned the coat Alfred prepared and left the mansion.

Bang! Bang! Bang!

As I approached the smithy, I heard the sound of metal striking, resonating in a manly rhythm. 

My heart pounding, I opened the door to the smithy.

“Greetings, Young Master.”

Gale, who noticed me, bowed his head respectfully. 

He then handed over his work to his nearby son and approached me.

“What brings you here?”

“I need your skills.”

Saying that, I took out two blueprints from my pocket.

One was for a rocket stove to keep us warm during winter, and the other was for a compound bow.

“A heating device and a… bow?”

Gale, sweating from the heat of the forge, began wiping his face in surprise.

“Can you make them?”

“Of course!”

Gale was one of the most taciturn men in the barony.

‘It’s your first time seeing a new weapon, isn’t it?’

Even in the modern world, where various cultures flourished, men would go crazy over tactical weapons. Even those who had endured the tough experiences of military life. 

Now, what about a man who had spent his whole life making weapons?

‘He’d do a somersault.’

Gale started murmuring as if possessed, while examining the blueprints. 

His unfamiliar demeanour seemed strange to his son, who looked at us with a bewildered expression.

“I’ll leave the blueprints with you. They’re dangerous if leaked, so don’t lose them.”

“Yes, Young Master!”

With that level of enthusiasm, he would definitely make them. 

The blueprints were filled with detailed handling instructions, so now all that was left was to wait for the results.

“Where on earth did you get such things?”

Alfred looked at the smithy’s receding door with a curious expression.

“The world is vast and full of geniuses. When I went outside the territory, I found all sorts of amazing things.”

“Ah, I see…”

Alfred seemed unaware of the significance of the bow, never having handled one before.

“In theory, it’s an extremely advanced weapon.”

“Is that so?”

“In theory.”

A bow is a very difficult weapon to handle. 

A tiny 1-degree deviation can result in a 3.5-meter error over a 200-meter distance. 

Considering that Olympic archers aim for a 12 cm diameter target at 70 meters, they compete by dividing that 1-degree difference into tens or even hundreds of parts. 

It’s practically a superpower. 

But a compound bow can replicate the accuracy of a rare master archer. 

This miracle weapon minimizes the shake when releasing the string due to the reduced force needed to hold it drawn. 

It’s less tiring, more accurate, and takes less time to master. 

By the standards of this world, it’s practically a cheat code.

‘The difficulty of making it is also a cheat code problem.’

A compound bow is a product of modern technology.

Even if made here, maintenance would be a nightmare.

Given my cheat mode, making black powder or smokeless powder would be more practical.


Nonetheless, I decided to make the compound bow.

‘Gunpowder is premature in a fantasy world.’

Gunpowder lacked the romantic appeal in a world of swords and magic.

‘Let’s go for the silver mine!’

I felt as if a silver mountain shimmered before my eyes.



 
  
    Chapter 19: Is this your first time using a new Weapon? – 2


After returning to the Barony of Howard, I resumed a daily routine similar to before. 

I woke up early in the morning for my morning training, had breakfast with my family, and began my day full of energy. 

After the meal, I took a short break to read a book, and in the afternoon, I had a light sparring session with Lucas.

“Have you gotten even stronger, brother…?”

The difference now was that, even after taking a month-long break from training, the gap between us had widened to the point where it was more like a teaching session than a spar. 

Lucas’s eyes, once full of admiration, now held a mix of complex emotions, possibly feeling the same sense of futility our father had experienced.

“Lucas.” 

“Yes, brother.” 

“Lift your head. It’s not shameful to lose to a stronger opponent.”

The words I had always wanted to say flowed naturally.

I had to struggle to hold back a smile that was threatening to break out.

“I will not lose to anyone in this world. So, be proud. You will be remembered as someone who once defeated such a person.”

In reality, I had also been defeated by Lady Scarlett, but there was no need to mention that.

‘I’ll win next time anyway.’

“R-really?” 

“When I complete my realization, I’ll share it with you. Just wait a little longer.” 

“Yes, brother…!”

Creating a barony with the power of a national authority required middle management. 

Naturally, these valuable positions were to be given to family members. 

Lucas needed to be utilized well.

“Brother.” 

“What is it?” 

“Lately, you seem to be looking off into the distance. Is there something on your mind?”

With plenty of leisure time, I felt a mischievous urge. 

So, I gestured for Lucas to come closer.

“I found a dragon’s lair.”

Thinking that, I anticipated Lucas’s reaction. 

Lucas looked at me with an expression of disbelief.

“One day, you’ll think back on my words, Lucas.”

In martial arts novels, there’s the legendary ‘Secret Tome of the Shadowless God.’ 

In this world, there’s the dragon’s lair. 

Both are shrouded in rumours, with no verified discoveries, making them almost mythological.

To Lucas, it was an absurd statement.

‘He’ll think differently when he sees the new weapon.’

Had I really found a dragon’s lair?! 

At 14, he was at the perfect age for wild fantasies, with all sorts of delusions running rampant in his mind. 

It painted a rather amusing picture in his head.

“Young master! Gale has arrived!”

‘A week…’

Even with blueprints, there would have been countless trial and error, but achieving results in just a week meant Gale was at least an SR-grade craftsman.

“I see, let’s go.”

The usually taciturn Gale had personally brought the results, making it an eagerly anticipated moment.

“Brother, may I come along?” 

“Yes, come with me.”

And so, we headed to the room where Gale was waiting.

“Ah, greetings, young master.”

Gale looked like he had been burned to ashes. 

To have the factory manager who would churn out my inventions already so exhausted, I would have to buy him some tonic later.

“The results?” 

“Here they are.”

Gale, though half out of his mind, had a clear look in his eyes when handing over the item. 

This meant he had produced the desired result.

“Is this the item you’ve been waiting for, brother?” 

“Yes. First, I must show it to Father. You come along too, Gale.”

The three of them, now a squad, walked down the corridor of the modest baron’s mansion.

Knock, knock.

“It’s Lloyd. I apologize for the unannounced visit, but this is an important matter.”

-Come in.

I cautiously entered the office after receiving permission from my father. 

“Hmm?” 

With a large entourage following me, my father furrowed his brows, as if wondering what was going on now. 

It seemed he had concluded that my visits were always a prelude to trouble. 

“What is it, Lloyd? Why have you brought Gale?” 

“I have created a new weapon and wish to present it first to you, the lord of this territory.” 

With that, I handed my father the completed compound bow and the design plans. 

He examined the bow from various angles before slowly reading through the notes on the design plans. 

About a minute passed. 

“…If it’s a new weapon, it should be tested.” 

His voice was very stern. 

But the very slight twitch of his stern mustache betrayed his interest. 

Clearly, he was captivated by the tactical bow. 

“With this, there will be no chance for the deer to escape.” 

“…You rascal.” 

Lloyd had never managed to catch any game on the hunts he attended with his father. 

This was also Lloyd’s chance at redemption. 

“We greet the lord.” 

For the first time in a long while, father and son went out together. 

We arrived at one of the few prides of Baron Howard’s territory: the hunting grounds. 

“No need for a drive; stand down.” 


“Yes, my lord.” 

After sending away the gamekeeper, we slowly made our way into the forest. 

There, a clearing with targets for sighting shots was set up. 

‘It’s been a while.’ 

According to Lloyd’s memory, it had been almost seven years since he last visited this place. 

“Lloyd.” 

“Yes, Father.” 

“This is the bow you prepared. Will you use it?”

“Understood.” 

Honestly, I wasn’t very confident. 

But my physical abilities had greatly improved.

Most importantly, I could see the trajectory the arrow would take, so there was no problem. 

“Hoo…” 

I steadied my breath and pulled back the string. 

As I drew it halfway, I felt something catch. 

It was rather stiff, but once I applied more strength and pulled it all the way back, the strain on my body was significantly reduced compared to before. 

Maintaining the drawn string, I focused on the trajectory displayed by Chicken Mode. 

I then released the string slightly off the perfect trajectory. 

Thud! 

The arrow struck a spot that would score around 7 or 8 points in archery. 

It wasn’t a perfect score, but my father seemed quite satisfied. 

‘I used to miss the target entirely.’ 

Though I intentionally missed, it was the right move here. 

“Hmm…” 

I handed the bow and arrows to my father. 

True to his reputation for enjoying hunting, he assumed a perfect stance as if in a picture. 

Thwap! 

From an optimal stance, the arrow flew with a sharp sound and embedded itself in the bullseye. 

Though my father didn’t show much outwardly, he clenched his right fist slightly, indicating he was quite pleased. 

Next was Lucas, who had been eagerly awaiting his turn.

As a talented individual unbefitting a baron’s household, Lucas hit the bullseye with ease. 

Had I known this would happen, I might have aimed for the centre as well… 

“Can this be mass-produced?” 

My father examined the bow closely as he asked Gale.

“Yes, my lord.” 

Gale’s response was unwavering. 

“Prepare it. As Lloyd said, it seems the time has come to fulfil Howard’s long-standing wish.” 

My father’s approval was granted.

“Yes, my lord.”

It was the first step in the barony project that could wield the power of a nation.

After Gael left, it was just my father, me, Lucas, and Alfred remaining in the hunting grounds.

Father seemed quite taken with the compound bow, frequently glancing deeper into the hunting area.

However, his pride prevented him from suggesting we go further.

This was a situation where the perceptive eldest son needed to step up.

“Since we’re here, I’d like to settle an old score.”

When I said that with a sparkle in my eye, Father gave a small cough and began to walk ahead.

His steps seemed unusually light, and I doubt I was the only one who noticed.

Swish.

Father raised his right hand while scanning the forest.

It signalled the presence of game nearby.

Switching to chicken mode confirmed a rabbit was indeed nearby.

After taking a deep breath, Father drew the bowstring.

Rustle.

In the tight space, four men crowded together created a small noise.

The rabbit, sensitive to any sound, was ready to bolt.

But the arrow flew faster, striking the rabbit squarely in the neck.

“Silent.”

Father lifted the arrow-pierced rabbit with a satisfied look.

It seemed that bow would indeed need to be presented as a gift.

‘It shouldn’t take more than a week.’

Gael had already crafted a prototype.

Even if it took time, producing one every three or four days was feasible.

Before the year ended, we could have ten, and by spring, over thirty.

That would allow enough time to train the mercenaries in archery before embarking on a large-scale monster hunt.

“This is an excellent bow, Lloyd.”

“Yes.”

“Without the blueprints, it would be nearly impossible for an average person to replicate.”

Father seemed wary of minor copies.

“Be cautious. This could be a double-edged sword.”

It was a bow capable of piercing armour if made properly.

Facing an enemy armed with these in a territorial war was unthinkable.

However, making a compound bow is more difficult than making a gun, and it’s prone to frequent malfunctions.

Trying to copy it crudely would be a waste of time and money.

Even though his concern was realistically unfounded, I replied,

“I will be careful.”

There was no need to explain all the technicalities.

“Well done. Truly impressive.”

Father patted my shoulder a couple of times with his thick hand and handed me the bow.

Since I mentioned settling a score, he wanted me to hunt some game myself.

Lucas and I nodded slightly and quietly searched the forest.

In the end, we caught some modest game like birds and rabbits.

It was a moment of redemption for Lloyd, who had repeatedly failed in hunting.

“It’s late. Let’s head back.”

Father began walking toward the manor first.

Lucas and I followed three steps behind him.

“Brother…”

“What is it?”

“Is it really… No, never mind.”

Acquiring such an unbelievable item all of a sudden.

Could it be he really is thinking that I found a dragon’s lair or something equivalent?

Lucas’s face was full of curiosity.

However, he seemed too embarrassed to voice such a fantastical idea.

‘Don’t worry, Lucas.’


If one person claims it’s a dragon’s lair, they are considered a dreamer.

But if the entire fief claims it, then whether true or not, it becomes something close to the truth.

‘A dragon’s lair…’

Does such a thing really exist?

I might have to explore the surroundings with chicken mode when I have the time




 
  
    Chapter 20: Hunting Season


There was certainly something about the new stove that warmed men’s hearts. 

My usually reserved father seemed to find a lot to say about it, even to the point where my mother would comment. 

“Men, they…” 

However, not only the stove warmed men’s hearts, it also seemed to warm my mother’s cold heart.

“Why is it so warm?” 

Our mansion’s heating was primarily through a fireplace.

However, the distance between the fireplace and the bed was quite substantial, and it often cooled quickly compared to the amount of wood consumed. 

In contrast, the rocket stove burned less than half of the firewood and its heat lasted much longer than the fireplace. 

It seemed that my mother preferred the stove much more. 

“With this, we can boil tea anytime… Just who made this thing?” 

As she examined the stove, my mother began to take notice of the chilling landscape of our estate. 

“Roy.” 

“Yes, Mother.” 

“The cold wind is fierce this year. The villagers without leisure will suffer.” 

“I have already informed the magistrate. Priority will be given to those villagers without leisure.” 

My mother approached me and affectionately stroked my head. 

“Well done, Roy. A noble’s obligation.” 

Until the Industrial Revolution, labour was the future. 

It is inevitable that even one villager cannot be easily left to freeze to death. 

‘Emergency supplies are also ready.’ 

No one will freeze or starve this year. 

It will be fine if you slowly accept it from next spring.

‘Hoo hoo, Howard the Black Company, come to it quickly.’ 

I will feed you and keep you warm. 

However, there is no freedom to resign. 

“Oh! I called Roy for this.” 

My mother took out a meticulously decorated envelope.

“Hoo hoo, it’s quite a lot, right?” 

It was an envelope containing information about a potential engagement partner. 

In this world where rumours spread surprisingly quickly, the rumour that Lord Howard was blowing a new wind must have spread widely. 

Those who thought so acted quickly. 

It’s been a year since the breakup. 

My mother no longer pushed me forward.

‘Thank you, Olivia.’ 

I only sent a thumbs-up to Olivia in my heart. 

She was a person to whom I was grateful and who helped me in many ways even after breaking up. 

“Then I’ll go.” 

“Yes, be careful, it’s chilly.” 

Soon I was going to be busy managing the estate, so I couldn’t play under my mom’s skirt. 

Tick. 

“The compound bow is being produced about every three days.” 

The estate is so small that there is only one blacksmith Gilbert. 

If he focus on the compound Bow, he can’t help deal with other tasks. 

‘Honestly, it’s a division of labour…’ 

The blacksmiths of this world are recognized as individuals only after mastering all the blacksmith tasks.

It may seem natural, but do programmers know how to make semiconductors with silicon sand? 

It was a feeling similar to that of a blacksmith here. 

‘Let’s go to Thorvald with division of labour.’ 

First is the mercenary. 

I picked up a compound Bow and headed to where the mercenaries lived. 

“Have you come, Lord Lloyd?” 

Jack, who had grown quite a bit, rushed out like a Pavlov dog. 

I threw a fairy tale at him every time I came, and now he was running out like Pavlov’s dog. 

“Are you ready?”

“Of course. Everyone is waiting for Lord Lloyd’s.”

“Sure.”

Going out for hunting during the winter was dangerous.

However, I trained regularly to keep my skills sharp.

I intended to gather practical data by introducing this bow into the process.

“I greet Lord Lloyd.”

I exchanged brief greetings with the leader and explained the compound bow I brought from the room.

After hearing my explanation, the leader nodded lightly and immediately called for Jack.

“Second in command.”

“Yes.”

“Could you demonstrate it?”

“Of course.”

Nobles generally enjoyed hunting as a hobby.

Even though Jack had now become a mercenary, he handled the bow with ease.

“…!”

After a brief show, Jack took a deep breath and then carefully aimed.

Thwang!

He succeeded in hitting about one out of every three shots. 

That meant he was at least better than me.

“It’s an amazing item.”

Jack handed me the bow with a stunned expression.

“In what way?”

“It feels like the effort needed to maintain it is halved.”

“Is that even possible!”

Even mercenaries who had all handled a bow at least once marvelled at the utility of the compound bow.


“I plan to confirm its effectiveness through practical experience, so have the three best marksmen ready by tomorrow.”

“Yes, Lord Lloyd.”

Today the weather was a bit cloudy, but tomorrow it would clear up.

Now it was time to gather real-world data in earnest.

A chilling wind began to bite into my bones.

This season was when animals and monsters were most active before hibernating.

It meant there was no better place to gather practical data.

“Here are the tracks.”

Except for the leader and second in command, the third member was born into a hunter’s family.

After he skilfully found traces of a monster herd, he led us.

“Can we aim from here?”

The distance to the prey was about 70 meters.

It was within effective range, but people looked like dots from here.

The hunter pulled the bow.

It was a neat movement, almost like a drawing.

Thwock!

The sound of wind cutting was faintly heard.

Kwueeek!!!

A huge boar was pierced through the belly screamed and fled.

The hunter licked his lips with a slightly disappointed look.

“I’m sorry. I missed a bit.”

It wasn’t a kill shot, but we gathered excellent practical data.

“If it can pierce thick hide at 70 meters.”

Even armour costing around 4,000 a set would be pierced.

Master smith’s custom-made armour could withstand it.

“It’s worth more than 20 million, and not just anyone wears it.”

But there’s no need to use it on someone who wears that kind of armour.

Fighting against those who wear such armour is ridiculous in itself.

Even if we could pierce such armour, those who wear it are awakened knights

“It looks like the effective range will easily be multiplied.”

The hunter pulled the arrow from the body of the boar that had become meat.

It seemed to have a sufficient killing power, as it was deeply embedded.

There was a sense that even at 200 meters, a sniper shot was possible if the mind was set to it. 

At this level, there was practically no difference from a rifle.

“Crazy….” 

Jack muttered in a low exclamation. 

However, no one pointed out Jack’s admiration.

The bow commonly used by mercenaries had an effective range of at most 70-100 meters. 

Even then, it was inadequate to overpower opponents in armour.

“…Can you trust us with this?” 

The leader looked at me with a slightly uneasy expression.

I met the leader’s gaze calmly.

“If I thought you had thoughts of betrayal, I wouldn’t have brought it up in the first place.”

I raised the compound bow in my hand, aligning the arrow with the trajectory indicated by the chicken mode.

The trajectory flashed blue, but there was some ambiguity as it briefly turned red due to a slight tremor.

“Like shooting a gun… Inhale, exhale the right amount, hold your breath. Fwoosh!” 

The arrow was shot.

“Huu.”

A monster the size of a human head, like a giant mosquito, was cut down and fell to the ground with a thud.

***

This is just a passing tool.

If the one producing this thing appears, then it’s time for explosive weaponry.

When dynamite explode, they will think a grand wizard has appeared and wave the white flag.

If that leaks out again, well…

“I guess I’ll have to create something like the National Intelligence Service.”

I thought that and nodded my head.

“Keep going.”

***

Indeed, in the world of males, showing off abilities was the best.

An employer who was just seen as a purse showed remarkable abilities.

Just that alone made the atmosphere among the mercenaries more friendly.

Thanks to the mercenary soldiers who quietly followed along without saying a word, I was able to gather quite a bit of excellent practical battle data.

“I should divide it into two categories.”

In mountains with lots of cover and restricted movement, emphasis should be on portability.

On plains, emphasis should be on maximizing firepower.

“It’s heavy because it’s iron, so I should consider other metals as well.”

There were several points for improvement, but practicality was proven.

Now, I have to wait for spring to come and prepare.

“I will do my best.”

The Blackhawk Mercenaries lived up to the commander’s declaration.

Now, all that was left was to wait for spring to arrive.

Time passed, and the bone-chilling winter passed.


Even though Olivia was absent, spring naturally arrived at the territory.

The piled-up snow slowly began to melt, and the creatures that had been in hibernation began to roam the mountains in a half-starved state.

“Let’s go, let’s go!”

“Woah! Woah!”

It was time for the long-awaited spring cleaning of the territory.



 
  
    Chapter 21: Guardian of the Silver Veil Garden


Monsters and beasts are at their weakest just as winter ends and they awaken from hibernation. 

During this time, lords often mobilize soldiers or mercenaries en masse to wipe out these dangerous creatures. 

We too have begun the same task as those lords.

Sssshing! 

Thud! 

The yellow cloth, symbolizing the third squad, signals. 

It was a signal that the targets in that zone had been completely subdued.

“What’s the situation?” 

“No abnormalities from squads 1 to 4.” 

“Hmm.”

The Blackhawk Mercenary Corps, organized into units of four, began their sweeping operations, displaying flexible responses as per the orders of the commander and vice-commander. 

The relentless training throughout winter had paid off in their coordination.

“Master. This area is full of small burrows.” 

The mountain keeper whispered to me to prepare for any possible situations. 

I signalled the advance of squads 1 and 2, who were pressuring the area mentioned by the mountain keeper, to halt.

Thump! Swish!

In response to the commander’s hand signal, squads 1 and 2 came to a stop. 

They then began to search for traps or ambushes, remaining vigilant.

I activated the Chicken Mode function to display the terrain of the area in a hologram. 

‘There are no ambushes, but there are burrows.’ 

They appeared to be burrows dug by small humanoid monsters commonly known as goblins.

Squad 1, patrolling nearby, quickly discovered the burrows. 

They sent a signal indicating the presence of small humanoid monsters’ burrows.

“These creatures are lazy and won’t easily abandon burrows they’ve made once. If the area becomes quiet, they’ll settle back in, so it’s good to remember the locations for future use.” 

I nodded at the commander’s words. 

An administrator actively accepts the opinions of field personnel. 

This alone made the field operations run effectively.

“Rest. Everyone, take your positions by squads.” 

Thump! 

The signal for rest was given. 

The mercenaries began preparing meals in shifts while maintaining a vigilant watch to prevent any hungry monsters from approaching. 

It was a professional display of diligence.

“This is an incredible result.” 

The commander looked at the remains of the hunted beasts and monsters with a look of awe. 

“With hides of this quality, we can get at least 20% more.” 

The tough hides of beasts and monsters can often withstand a dozen arrows, resulting in numerous holes that reduce their quality. 

However, a well-placed compound bow shot can deal near-instantaneous fatal damage with just one arrow, meaning the hide remains intact and high-quality.

I nodded at the commander’s words with a nonchalant expression. 

‘But it’s just hides, right?’ 

At this pace, we’d reach the silver mine in about two days. 

The silver mine there held an immense amount of silver, enough to be mined for decades. 

Compared to such a silver mine, hides seemed insignificant.

“This monster with the red mane can fetch any price.” 

It was a monster that looked like a bear but had a red mane around its neck. 

It seemed quite ferocious but was instantly killed with a bolt through its eye. 

“Mm, I see.” 

But still, they were just hides to me. 

However, the commander seemed to interpret my nonchalant attitude differently. 

He looked at me with a mix of awe, perhaps perceiving a sense of reverence for my calm demeanour in light of such achievements.

“Leave only as much hide as needed and dispose of the rest. Use it to replace agricultural tools with iron ones.”

“Are you planning to replace the agricultural tools with iron?” 

In Baron Howard’s territory, agricultural tools were made from bones or carved wood. 

This wasn’t just a local issue; all the nearby territories had similar tools. 

The problem with such tools was that they couldn’t dig deep furrows, which led to severe crop damage from birds, significantly reducing production. 

Iron agricultural tools were essential.

“That vast land will soon become part of the barony. Iron agricultural tools are a must.” 

Grandiose stories are often met with ridicule. 

However, a systematic plan and goal instil a sense of vision and expectation in people. 

With the knowledge I gained from Earth’s history and the help of Chicken Mode, I envisioned a future with 100% feasibility. 

On Earth, this future was achieved after numerous trials and errors, but here it could be realized through mere minutes of conversation.

Anyone with a bit of sense would look at me with a dazed expression. 

“Where on earth…?”

The most intense reaction came from Jack, who had once been a noble. 

Introducing iron agricultural tools and implementing the four-field crop rotation system would turn this place into a barony equivalent to a nation flowing with milk and honey.

‘It’s easier said than done.’ 

Farming is a gamble entrusted to the heavens, and even on Earth, countless farmers have gone bankrupt. 

It’s too difficult a task to tackle with half-baked knowledge. 

But with Chicken Mode at my disposal, it was no different from playing a relaxing farming game. 

It even predicted and informed me of weather changes, the realm of the heavens.

“What do you think will happen, Jack?” 

“Pardon? Do you mean…?” 

Who else here is named Jack besides you? 

“The territory will prosper, fewer people will starve, and many migrants will come.” 

“And the price of grain in the area will plummet.” 

“Ah…? Oh, yes!” 

“So, we use the grain to brew alcohol. It will become a stable source of income for this territory, which currently lacks any specialty products.”

They settled down and began to eat, but there was not a single person preparing the meal.

“Jack, make some food. We’re hungry.”

“Yes, yes!”


I should really refrain from eating like this in the future.

“No wonder they all end up as teachers or professors.”

Their reactions were truly delicious.

Finally.

“We’re here. This is it.”

We arrived at the dormant mountain that would mark the first steps of our territory.

We were a day early compared to expectations.

“The atmosphere around here does seem unusual.”

The mountain keeper, someone who had not become a hunter.

Those two drew upon their experiences to voice reasonable opinions.

The empty burrows we had discovered on the way here.

It seemed they were created hastily to avoid monsters that had settled in the area, not emptied because of us.

Chicken Mode alerted us to the presence of a monster that appeared to be a field boss in the vicinity.

“We’ve encountered significantly fewer monsters around here lately.”

The words of the one who hadn’t become a hunter.

“I’ve never seen footprints this large before, Master Lloyd.”

The mountain keeper spoke.

“Master Lloyd.”

The Commander swallowed dryly, quietly uttering the word ‘horn.’

He wasn’t referring to an ordinary horn.

Just as humans manipulate mana, there are variants of monsters that manipulate mana as well.

These creatures had protruding horns on their heads, and even the robust mercenaries fled without hesitation from these dangerous beings.

While the compound bow was a very powerful weapon, its effectiveness against creatures manipulating mana was uncertain.

“Start preparing. Gather quietly.”

I said this while drawing the bowstring of my compound bow.

“Master Lloyd?”

“I’ll buy us some time.”

“What are you talking about!”

The mountain keeper stared at me in shock.

“I’ve already figured it out. Someone has to buy us time.”

I looked straight ahead and shot an arrow toward a figure about 200 meters away.

It was perfect.

But the figure waved its horn like swatting a fly and deflected the arrow.

!!!!!!!

A scream that was difficult to express in words echoed.

It was a terrifying scream that reverberated through the mountains.

“Ahh, ah….”

The mercenaries with thick bones trembled like newborn deer.

“Black Hawk!!! Withdraw immediately! That’s an order!”

Shouting this, I drew the sword at my waist and charged towards the bear-shaped monster with horns.

“Master Lloyd!”

A voice from behind tried to stop me.

It was a tense voice.

‘How can I stand by and watch this?’

If you’re a man, you’ve imagined this situation at least once.

I can’t stand for this!

Swiiish!!!

Protective fire came from behind.

Five arrows flew like a barrage.

Three of them struck the monster’s body rushing towards me.

But its leather was so tough that it seemed to have little effect.

-Kuwoooo!

It screamed obscenely as an adult entertainment actor was hit in the forehead.

‘Die and leave your skin, Dilbo.’

A hefty blow from Dilbo Bear aimed for my head.

It was fast and hefty, but it wasn’t enough to reach me.

Quack!

The attack that cut through the air tore apart the tree near me.

Understanding why mercenaries retreated with frightened expressions.

Squee!

Swing the sword lightly for suppression purposes.

Sincerely wielding a sword toward a living being, since the great battle of Scarlett’s course, it was the first time.

-Crake!

An impeccably swung unpreventable blow ended with a slight cut in the creature’s skin.

“Bam!

With a sound like steel colliding, the sword shot up into the sky.

Thunk!

Then it landed heavily on the ground.

“From now on, I am your disciple.”

Originally, I had reached a level where I could wield a sword early on.

But the reason I still couldn’t wield a sword was due to lack of practical experience.

A magician and a knight.

The powers they wield originated from the same source.

Combining these two split powers into one was a complex process that required various trials through practical experience.

In books, this process was resolved through duels with masters and martial arts, but I didn’t have a suitable master.

“I’ve chosen you.”

This bear-like friend will be my excellent master and mentor.

-Lloyd-nim!!!

I heard a worried voice when I missed the sword.

I glanced briefly in that direction and promptly thrust my fist into the forehead of the approaching opponent.

Pow!

The impact of my firm fist, trained like a stone hardened with mana, was transmitted.

-Lloyd!

The pain started from the frontal lobe of the brain, and the opponent, like a human transformed after eating garlic and mugwort, showed a human-like appearance.

It was impressive to see it covering its forehead with both hands.

“Side!”

I struck the exposed side with a punch from the side.

During that process, I recalled pushing mana under the opponent’s skin with my hand.

Pwoong!

Kuok!

I felt the familiar sensation of mana draining from my hand under the opponent’s skin.

I’m not sure if it was effective.

However, the opponent, who was overconfident, showed signs of wanting to flee.

“Where are you going?”

If you raise both hands, your body will be exposed!

I did a weaving motion, shaking my body quickly from side to side with both hands covering my forehead, and plunged into the opponent’s arms.

Boong! Boong! Boong! Boong! Boong!

Even though it was a simple weaving motion, the weaving of the superhuman that began to exceed the human realm was like a typhoon.

The opponent seemed to notice it and tried to lower its hands that were covering its eyes.

However, before that, my fist began to strike the opponent’s side.

It was a dexterity game in the other world.

Ppeok! Ppeok! Ppeok! Ppeok! Ppeok! Ppeok!

The sound of hitting the skin changed to the sound of hitting something hard, and finally, it turned into the sound of turning into powder.

-Kuywung-kukeok-ug.

A scream that was hard to describe flowed from the opponent’s mouth, which had turned into a lump like a stomach in disguise.

Hweeng!

The opponent waved its hand faster than before.

A flash counterattack.

I deliberately took the final blow before death with my body.

Kwong!

“Ouch.”

It was impossible to stand firm in place even if I raised my guard.

I felt the shock like being hit by a truck.

Kwong!

I felt a slight soreness in my back.

But that’s about it.

Subtle energy is revealed outside the body.

The power seen in the beginning of the book.

I’ve reached the stage of external expression of Aura, who is now “Master”.

Of course, it’s not an ordinary master.

Because I can use magic.

“Thanks.”

Par!

The sound that even tears the air rises, and the opponent who drips blood mixed with saliva from his mouth, which cannot be cleaner than this, has a jaw that cannot be broken.

The bear kneeled.

Gradually, that body fell to the ground,

-Bear bear bear bear bear.

It rolled down the slope of the mountain as it was.


How good it was for it to be good and tumbling.

I glanced at it, then retrieved the sword that had flown far away and brought it back into the sky.

-Wow, wow!!!

Mercenaries who couldn’t escape even though I told them to flee sent cheers to me.

It was the birth of the guardian of the Silver Vein Garden.



 
  
    Chapter 22: Dopamine Spiral


Monsters with horns on their heads. 

Their danger level varied depending on the number of horns they had. 

The monster I captured this time had two horns growing from its crown. 

For any knight in this area, it was an opponent they couldn’t guarantee victory against in a one-on-one fight.

In the restricted field of the forest, they would face an almost 80% chance of defeat.

But a man had captured such a monster with his bare hands.

“Uwaaaaa!” 

“The undefeated knight!” 

“Lloyd! Lloyd! Lloyd!”

That man is me. 

And it wasn’t just capturing the monster. 

I told my comrades to leave the scene to me and go ahead. 

This line, stirring the hearts of men, made the mercenaries scream as if they were witnessing the legendary hero’s battle.

‘I would’ve been amazed too.’

In the midst of a fierce battle, I lost my sword in a critical moment! 

To protect my retreating comrades, I clenched my fists.

After a life-and-death struggle, I succeeded in beating the monster to death. 

Although it was practical training to awaken my mana, how would the mercenaries know from over 200 meters away?

“Aa… uh….”

Jack, still unable to shake off his shock, knelt with a completely dazed expression. 

His broken, incoherent words showed how much he was in shock. 

He had become like a beast, forgetting human speech again after being moulded into a proper person.

“There was a minor issue. It’s over now, so let’s regroup.”

I swung the sword that had flown far away and sheathed it. 

The move was flashy, scoring a perfect 100 in skill, but it was a useless sheathing technique.

‘Damn it.’

Tempted by the expensive leather, I deliberately created a dangerous situation, but in the process, the core of my sword got damaged. 

I would need a new sword. 

‘The mountain keeper should notice soon…’

The commander, calming down first, settled the troops, and the warden scouted the area for information. 

After about ten minutes, the mountain keeper approached me cautiously, wearing a stiff expression, and apologized for any rudeness before whispering news of a silver vein in my ear instead of candy.

“A silver vein?” 

“Yes, my lord.”

In response to my inquiry, the monster keeper explained why he believed so. It seemed easy enough to summarize in a report.

“Good work. Take a rest.”

This area was the territory of a field boss. 

No other creatures dared to approach, making it a good spot for us to rest. 

The mercenaries retrieved the supplies they had thrown down and began preparing meals. 

The commander, examining the bear I had dealt with, commented on its condition.

“The state of this one is so good that its worth exceeds our one-year contract fee. Honestly, its value is practically priceless….”

There were no master-level knights who could infuse their swords with aura in these remote areas. 

When such a monster appeared, it was time for a cooperative attack filled with knightly camaraderie. 

The monster’s hide would be shredded to pieces in a collaborative assault by knights. 

Despite that, the hide fetched a considerable price.

Given the lack of damage to its hide except for the chest wound, its price was even higher.

“Is that so.”

But I didn’t make a fuss. 

The commander seemed most excited when I showed such a calm reaction. 

A man who cared about his reputation—such was the new Lloyd Howard.

“The tree is completely shredded?” 

“Did someone actually endure being hit by this?” 

“The one we heard about…” 

“He’s not even of age yet, a master already? I heard the youngest master in the Aslan Empire is twenty….”

The mercenaries, seated and chatting, were now audible to me, even at a volume that wouldn’t normally be heard. 

My senses had sharpened as I reached the level of a master.

‘If they knew I could also use magic, they’d flip.’

This could be an excellent hidden card. 

In this world, it was ‘common sense’ that knights couldn’t use magic.

“Hey, do we really need to keep being mercenaries?”

“What?” 

“Don’t you get it? There’s a wind blowing through this land.”

‘Nice effect.’

In less than a year, mercenaries were starting to want to become my subjects. 

During this rapid expansion of my territory, such loyal people were invaluable. 

Achieving such results with just a bit of muscle—a splendid return, indeed.

“Sir Lloyd.”

While I was absentmindedly warming myself by the fire and listening to the surrounding chatter, Jack, who had half reverted to a beast, called me cautiously. 

He had a determined look unique to a man who had made a significant decision.

“What is it?” 

“Could I have a moment of your time after we return?”

I gave a small nod in response. 

Words are spoken only when necessary. 

It was a cool, impressive move I had picked up while getting closer to the mercenary band.

We had eradicated the monsters as we ascended the mountain. 

Thus, the descent wasn’t expected to take much time.

However, the harvest from this subjugation was too great. 

The sheer amount of hides and meat slowed our steps.

“We’re almost there. Hang in there just a bit longer.”

“Yes!!!” 


But no one complained. 

It was because I was descending the mountain, carrying a nearly 1-ton dildo bear. 

Even the mercenaries who couldn’t see well enough to observe the battle closely were in awe of me, as I effortlessly moved such a massive weight. 

“There it is.” 

With my improved vision, I could see the domain. 

“We’re almost there! Hang in there!” 

The Commander’s shout was met with responses from the members. 

They used every bit of their strength to follow me, and soon we arrived at the dear and nostalgic domain. 

“Ugh, uaaaaah!!!” 

A scream burst out from a guard who spotted me. 

The once peaceful barony quickly became noisy. 

The citizens, starving for dopamine, began to gather stealthily at the front gate. 

‘This is it.’ 

This was the grand debut of Lloyd, the lord’s son, about whom there were only rumours of change until now. 

I dramatically threw the bear I had been carrying to the ground. 

It was a judo throw. 

Boooom! 

A throw with a weight of 1 ton. 

The immense impact was enough to silence the murmuring crowd. 

“Guard! Inform the lord that Lloyd has returned!” 

“Yes!!!” 

The guard, full of spirit, hurriedly ran towards the mansion. 

“At ease!!!” 

At the command of the commander, who echoed my words, the mercenaries put down the monster and beast remains they had been carrying. 

The enormous amount of remains made the citizens drop their jaws, then they began to cheer. 

“Wooaaaah!!!” 

“Long live the young lord!” 

“Long live! Long live! Long live!” 

Meat spoils quickly. 

To consume such a large quantity, the citizens needed to actively consume the meat as well. 

The citizens, who had been starving throughout the winter, had every reason to cheer. 

Isn’t the best lord one who collects less and distributes more? 

‘Now the mercenaries will spread the word.’ 

The story of a hero who threw himself into the line of fire to protect the mercenaries he hired. 

For a while, that would be the only story I’d hear wherever I went. 

Hoofbeats echoed from the mansion. 

My father and the knights had arrived. 

“Lloyd Howard greets the lord.” 

Bowing my head respectfully, my father dismounted and patted my shoulder. 

“Are you hurt anywhere?” 

“No.” 

There were many eyes watching, so I refrained from being overly dramatic. 

“I would like to give these men a rest. May I have your permission?” 

“Of course. Leave only the minimum number required for reporting and let the rest go.” 

I nodded slightly at the Commander. 

The Commander, the vice commander, and the mountain keeper began to organize the luggage systematically, leaving only a few. 

“I will hear the report inside.” 

“Yes.” 

We headed to the mansion amidst the cheers of the citizens. 

Usually, it was customary to wait in the reception room, but my father, curious about the results, led us directly to the office. 

“Report.” 

“Yes.” 

There were quite a few people watching. 

So I spoke as plainly as possible. 

Even plain words were enough for such a significant accomplishment. 

We had conquered the rugged western mountains of Howard, securing a large amount of top-quality leather and meat. 

I had taken down a bear that even knights struggled with, with my bare hands. 

“Y-you… what were you thinking?!” 

The son, who was to become the next lord, had fought a bear that could chew up knights with his fists. 

To protect the mercenaries who were supposed to be his shield. 

It was natural for my father to raise his voice. 

But I didn’t want him to get too emotional and leave a bad impression on the mercenaries who would become my people. 

“I believed it was possible.” 

I said that and raised my hand. 

Then I opened my palm and emitted a gentle mana. 

“A Master?!” 

The youngest Master in the history of the empire. 

The implications were significant. 

‘This should earn us a title. Maybe even a viscount if we’re lucky?’ 

The youngest Master in continental history. 

In other words, a being with unlimited growth potential.

There was no way the Fiona Kingdom would overlook this. 

“Heh, hehehe.” 

It was a reality hard to accept. 

But it had happened. 

My father looked at me with a very complex expression.

‘It’s a situation where the son has surpassed the father.’

It was like the son earning the rank of colonel while the father was still a major. 

It was a situation where he was proud but also a bit awkward. 

“You are our pride, Lloyd.” 

My father looked at the nameplates of our ancestors and said so. 

It was quite a splendid situation. 

I wanted to indulge a bit more, but I also wanted to see my father be utterly surprised. 

“I heard that a Master creates new things. Now our family can-” 

“And I found a silver mine.” 

I cut off the lord’s words from the waist down. 

It was a very rude action. 

“W-what did you say?” 

“A silver mine. Although the exact reserves are unknown, it seems to be substantial.” 

“A silver mine?!” 

The dignified father was no more. 

If there had been no eyes watching, he might have done a somersault. 

‘Because it means a baron is now on par with a great lord.’ 

Although rare, there are barons who rival counts. 

Who would have thought that our family would become one of them? 

And a silver mine right in front of us! 

“A silver mine in that rugged mountain, heh, ha, haha, ahem!” 

It was near the border with the neighbouring domain, so we hadn’t approached it to avoid conflicts. 

During the time of my predecessor, the military strength would have been very minimal, so they secured the domain and withdrew. 

‘This is chicken mode…’ 

With this solid silver mine, we could start risky and challenging agricultural methods from this year.

“Whew…” 

My father took a deep breath as he looked at the distant mountains where the silver mine lay. 

Then he looked at me with a very serious expression.

“Prepare for the worst.” 

“Yes.” 

A suddenly discovered silver mine at our border?

Give it up. 


It was an event that could bring war to the once quiet frontier. 

We would have to prepare for territorial battles.

‘Honestly, I’m too much of an asymmetric force…’ 

One thing after another. 

It was a dirty busy life, but I felt like life was finally getting exciting after a period of boredom.



 
  
    Chapter 23: Master and 30 Trainees


Festivals in this world are typically held in the autumn.

Since most people are engaged in agriculture, it’s the time when the harvest is over, people have free time, and there’s an abundance of freshly harvested food.

However, the Howard Barony broke with this long-standing tradition and held a festival just after winter had ended.

“And then, the young lord drew his sword with a flourish, chaang!” 

Srrk! 

“Are your eyes just for decoration? No, the young lord who had lost his sword clenched his fist!”

Upon reaching the stage known as “Master,” where one is aware of all the surrounding noises, it became possible to detect the slightest sounds from 100 meters away. 

These sensitive senses picked up the chatter of mercenaries and the domain’s inhabitants praising me.

“Indeed, blood cannot be hidden. Do you remember the late lord?” 

“Starting again, old man?” 

“You, you rascal!!!”

In this world, the person who keeps you warm and well-fed is the best. 

Rumors about the young lord, whom people rarely encountered, would dissipate in an instant. 

I hid my pleasant feelings and drank diluted wine calmly.

“So, what is it?” 

“My lord, you are truly amazing….”

Lucas muttered those words with an unnecessarily serious expression. 

It seemed the topic would be even less interesting than the diluted wine.

“Just get to the point.” 

A man’s drunken confession, troublesome. 

“I always believed that if you ever showed your true abilities, you would be incredible. But now, I can hardly even hope to keep up with you, and that’s….”

Lucas lowered his head as he spoke. 

Was this really Lukas, the pride of the Howard Barony and an SSR-ranked warrior? 

My chest swelled with pride at his words.

“Hardly hope to keep up?” 

“If you inherit the family, I thought I could serve as the family’s sword. But…”

This young brat had already grown up enough to drink and was revealing his inner thoughts. 

He was still an immature SSR.

“So, when you aimed to assist the young lord and shot the arrow!” 

Ping! Shaaak! 

“Ahhh!!!”

The bowstring of the drunken mercenary who was recounting his story snapped. 

Fortunately, it missed his face and neck, but a red line of blood appeared on his shoulder. 

However, the mercenary was more concerned about my reaction than the pain. 

He had damaged a weapon he had been entrusted with.

I shook my head to signal that it didn’t matter and instructed the other mercenaries not to touch the bows.

“That bow was something I prepared.” 

“Yes, I heard. It’s a bow comparable to those used by legendary heroes from dragon lairs-” 

“A defective product.”

“…Pardon?”

A compound bow surpasses a recurve bow in many ways. 

But that’s when it’s made with modern technology. 

In contrast, the metallurgy here is significantly lower, so the strength of the iron weapons is inconsistent. 

The same applies to the bow, where the force applied is uneven. 

The bow was made of iron because of limited materials, but it was difficult to account for the contraction and expansion, so the bow, subjected to cold mountain winds and heated by campfires, broke.

“It’s not just the bow.”

By spinning tar extracted from coal in a machine similar to a cotton candy maker, thin strands of tar were produced. 

These were twisted into a long string, mixed with the oil of Tudaka, Vertu, and Catrick used in this world to make bowstrings. 

The resulting material had strength comparable to carbon fiber, but its quality was inconsistent.

Since it was a labor-intensive task, outsourcing it to others besides Gale resulted in inconsistent quality.

“Can’t we just fix it frequently?”

Some might say so, but this was a defect that was nearly impossible to maintain with current technology.

There was a way to turn this defective product into a finished one. 

It involved using a master smith, his fully equipped workshop, and mithril, which was used sparingly even in armour costing over 100,000 shillings, as the material for the bow.

In the future, there might be some method, but it was impossible for the current barony.

“I know a way to make better weapons than that bow. Easier, more stable, more powerful, and easier to maintain.”

Black powder, smokeless powder. 

Dangerous items that could lead to disaster if mishandled, but with my cheat mode, it wouldn’t be a problem.

“Then why…. Oh, perhaps because it’s a dangerous weapon that could change the course of war-” 

“Lacks romance.”

“Pardon?”

What’s the most absurd scenario in martial arts novels?

To me, it’s when a supreme master is outdone by a grenade. 

Someone who can climb cliffs and split rocks with a sword losing to a mere bomb is, in my opinion, a violation of the world setting and an insult to the readers.

With cheat mode, I could make dynamite without the risk of explosion. 

The only reason I stubbornly insisted on the bow was to respect the world setting of this “medieval fantasy” of swords and magic to some extent.

Of course, if I followed my roadmap, the domain would soon be filled with unimaginable things. 

But that future would be steampunk or arcane punk, not a Western with gunpowder and bang-bang. 

Allowing guns could eventually lead to tanks or nuclear weapons.

So if I were to use gunpowder, I would only allow it for pile bunkers. 

Pile bunkers have enough romance to be acceptable.

“So, because it interferes with your knightly activities, that bow was the best choice?” 

Nod. 

“…”

Lucas fell silent. 

Then he shook his head with a bewildered expression.

“Do I still seem perfect to you? Do you still feel like respecting me and aiming to be like me?”

I asked with a smirk, and Lucas looked at the distant mountains with a complex expression.

“Do you remember what happened eight years ago?” 


I showed no reaction. 

“When I broke the porcelain my grandfather, Count Spencer, had gifted me.” 

Ah, that?

This was the behind-the-scenes story of how the faithful Alfred ended up serving the bratty Lloyd.

“That was when Alfred’s son, Luke, was serving.”

Lloyd had started to reveal his talents, naturally evolving into a warrior character. 

Before that, he had some noble traits, as he took the blame for breaking the porcelain instead of young Lucas.

Because of that incident, Alfred’s son wasn’t punished, but he confessed his guilt to Alfred. 

To Alfred, who said he would repay the debt by serving for life, Lloyd had said.

“Serve me forever and repay the debt.”

It was a noteworthy past.

“Since then, you have been my role model. The way you took the punishment from our strict father without uttering a word looked so grand to me back then.”

“Yes.”

Lucas scratched his face with a slightly awkward expression.

“I have mixed feelings. I feel upset, but somehow I also feel happy….”

“Admiration is the furthest emotion from understanding. Do not chase after illusions.”

At the wise words, Lucas was left in awe.

“Admiration is the furthest….”

Lucas mulled over what I had said.

Then he muttered something and left.

‘He’ll figure it out on his own.’

I decided to respect the possibility of SSR.

As Lucas’s drunken confession ended, this time, the commander and Jack came to see me.

As soon as they approached, they knelt on one knee before me.

“If you permit it, we of the Blackhawk Mercenaries would like to serve as your private soldiers, Lord Lloyd.”

It seemed the title of Guardian of the Silver Vein Garden was not just for show.

“You wish to serve as my private soldiers?”

“Yes, my lord.”

“Is this agreed upon by all the members?”

“Yes.”

The commander bowed his head even deeper.

‘Wow, this is a windfall.’

In a remote territory like this, raising a standing army is extremely difficult.

Even if it was possible, it would take a very long time to make them useful.

But here was an already complete combat group coming to me on their own.

Hooray for easy mode.

“What are your conditions?”

The commander calmly stated his conditions.

It wasn’t much.

There were conditions about becoming territorial citizens and my private soldiers, but it would actually reduce expenses for me, so it was beneficial.

‘And I can get some perks out of it too.’

Master.

A title given to those who have reached the pinnacle in a particular field, often bestowed upon knights, mages, or blacksmiths. 

It’s an honourable title that anyone involved in these fields would be honoured to even have a conversation with. 

Some would pay a fortune to become their disciples.

There are rumours that receiving even a small lesson from them brings about achievements incomparable to before.

And it’s true.

Just look at how I rapidly improved after meeting Lady Scarlett.

“Indeed.”

The knights of our territory are old.

Excluding Sir Brian, the oldest, the average age of the knights is over 40.

With the territorial war approaching, we cannot fight properly in this condition.

A group that costs less to maintain than knights but can fight like them.

This was a definite gain.

“You’re welcome here.”

I welcomed the two with a bright smile.

That was the moment.

Bang!

A heavy sound resonated, making the floor tremble.

Jack suddenly slammed his head to the ground.

“You have spared life that could be taken at any moment, forgiven various insolences, and now accept us as the disciples of a Master. Your mercy is wider than the Blue Whale Coast!!!”

Was this the same Jack who used to act so arrogantly?

‘This is the importance of education.’

It was a moment that made me reflect on the greatness of education.

Was this how Teacher Hwanwoong felt when he discovered a bear had turned into a woman?

‘Thirty private soldiers…’

There were endless ways to use them.

“After the festival ends, gather the mercenaries together.”

“Yes, sir!!!”

‘A territorial war is inevitable.’

With that amount of silver reserves, even Count Biden’s family is trivial.

It’s a situation where one could leap to a grand noble at once, so anyone, including me, would do whatever it takes to start a territorial war.

I could send a letter to the capital to receive a title and pre-emptively block the territorial war now that I have become a Master.

‘But that wouldn’t be fun.’

It’s a territory severely lacking in manpower.

Let’s use this opportunity to expand the territory.

I chuckled to myself, thinking of ways to train the mercenary group.

After the festival, the mercenary group gathered in one place.

“From now on, I plan to teach you the training method devised by me, a Master. If you successfully follow this training, you will become strong enough to rival knights, and some may even reach the level of a Master.”

Knight, Master

Words that stir a man’s heart.

The mercenaries’ eyes began to sparkle.

‘Why are you here?’

Among those sparkling eyes was Lucas, but it wasn’t important now, so I decided to overlook it.

“My training will be tough and arduous. If you want to give up now, you can say so anytime. I won’t force you.”

Rather, such words tend to push people forward.

In a group setting with 30 people, no one would dare to quit.

“Good. Then what I will show you is this.”

I set up a stone about a span in diameter, making it easy to break.

‘You won’t be able to say no after seeing this.’

I raised my right hand, forming a knife-hand.

Then I swung my hand downwards as if cutting through the air.

‘Holy Sword Escanor’

Slash

The stone split smoothly into two, as if cut by a water jet.

The mercenaries were left gaping at the incredible sight.

“A well-trained body can itself be considered a sword. If you train hard enough, I believe you can achieve this too.”

The mana flowing through my body was closer to a pure source than that of other knights or mages.

High-density mana that ‘circulates’ as described in easy mode.

This mana, aptly named circulation, naturally accumulates without the need for meditation to artificially circulate and accumulate mana like knights or mages.

To put it extremely, it means I can level up just by eating, pooping, and playing! 

In short, eat-poop-play levelling.

It was something I could do, but selling anything involves attracting customers with dramatic scenes.


“Can you follow my training!”

-Yes!!!!!!!!!!!

‘Welcome to hell.’

This is the path you chose.

Endure it with grit and determination!



 
  
    Chapter 24: Honor


Throughout the winter, the Blackhawk mercenary corps underwent rigorous training under my command. 

At that time, our relationship was contractual, requiring mutual respect to some extent. 

However, the situation has changed. 

They have declared that they would abandon their status as mercenaries to become my private troops.

Even though I haven’t officially received my title yet, they have essentially acknowledged me as their master with a declaration they can’t take back.

Therefore, I decided to drive them in the way I am most accustomed to:

“You bunch of idiots who seem to have abalone instead of balls! Once you finish this training, you’ll transcend into a single sword!”

Ah, this is it. 

The spicy taste that fits perfectly in my mouth! 

I’ve missed this so much. 

As a noble, I couldn’t utter such profanities due to public scrutiny. 

Now, under the guise of training, I can spew them freely.

I am no longer Lloyd Howard. I am Lloyd Hartman.

“But until then, you are maggots! You worthless pieces of trash who can only eat and shit!”

The mercenaries, perhaps used to such foul language or maybe believing that enlightenment would come at the end of this training, did not object much.

“Brother, no matter what, such vulgar expressions…”

However, Lucas, who had sneakily joined the mercenary training, voiced his objection.

“What’s your name, trash?”

“…Brother?”

“Your name!!!”

“Lu, Lucas Howard!”

“Damn! Your name is too long, trainee! From now on, you are trainee number 1, Chicken. Got it?”

“What?”

“Did you stuff your ears with a dick or something? Everyone except trainee number 1, get down!”

-Get down!

“One, comrades! Two, let’s do well. One!”

Comrades!

“S!”

Let’s do well!

“Automatic!”

-Comrades!

Let’s do well!

They say pushing the human body to its limits reveals one’s true nature. 

It’s nonsense, but it does ramp up aggression. 

Look at them. 

They’re glaring at noble Lucas as if they’re going to devour him. 

This is a technique I learned in the army, and it works wonders.

“What’s your name?”

“Trainee number 1, Chicken!”

“Good, everyone back to position!”

“Run!”

“Go!”

Indeed, these coarse expressions felt much more natural than any sophisticated words. 

Of course, this wasn’t merely an act for stress relief.

‘If everything goes according to plan, we’ll get 30 apprentice knights. We push their bodies and minds to the limit and use techniques to detect mana. With that, we can select 30 apprentice knights, and if we’re lucky, a few might be able to detect mana and become equivalent to knights.’

With the territorial war approaching, there was no room to be picky about methods. 

Better to endure some rough language than to have an arrow in the body, right? 

Besides, this was more fun.

Nod, nod.

“Gasp, gasp!”

“Hey, you with the octopus head, fall out!”

“Fall out!”

I removed the person lagging the most.

“You are the trash among trash. No, you’re a maggot! A textbook example proving that even the floor has a bottom! Congratulations! From today, you’re not an octopus head but a piece of shit. What are you?”

“A piece of shit!!!”

“Your mouth smells like shit! Get down!”

“Argh!!!”

Anyone who displeased me even slightly would experience a full course of spectacular insults that would leave even mercenaries in shock. 

And if they were called out repeatedly, the intensity would increase each time.

If someone was excluded three times in a row, the whole group would go through the ‘comrades, let’s do better’ course.

‘I can endure my own pain, but I can’t stand others suffering because of me.’

In the army, if others received extra drills because of me, it would ruin my appetite for the whole day. 

So, they had no choice but to grit their teeth and run.

‘As expected of SSR.’

Lucas, Jack, and the captain took the top three spots.

Lucas, in particular, was overwhelmingly first.

So,

“Recruit number one, chicken fall out!”

“Fall out!!!”

I excluded Lucas.

“You’re a fool, better than trash!”

“Argh!”

“So I’ll grind you more so you can become a sword. Consider it an honour!”

“Aaaargh!!!”

I tied a rope to Lucas’s waist and attached a 10kg wagon wheel.

“Run!”

“Argh!!!”

Being too excellent also earned penalties. 

Being too behind earned penalties too. 


So, they began to conspire silently to match the average.

‘You’re all dead.’

I softly touched the sword at my waist with a faint smile.

“Recruit number 17!”

“Recruit number 17, idiot!”

Three days of harsh training. 

The sticky camaraderie that rose from it. 

And the anger and hostility directed at me! 

I decided to accept that in the form of sparring guidance.

“Why does your voice sound like that! Are you carrying abalones instead of balls?”

“I’m sorryyyy!!!”

Filled with rage, recruit number 17 gripped the handle of the wooden sword and charged. 

Despite three days of gruelling training, his movements were sharp. 

It was almost boring for me at this point.

Smack! Thud, thud, thud!

Head, shoulders, knees, and toes, knees and toes. 

I relentlessly targeted the areas identified as weak points in ‘chicken mode.’

“Arghhh!!!”

Recruit number 17 rolled on the ground, writhing in growing pains.

“You finally revealed your true colors, you vermin. Your crawling on the ground looks so familiar. Next!”

After provoking, I beat and insulted them. 

The physical pain grew with each round, and my hands felt increasingly spicy. 

The mercenaries began to look more and more deranged.

“Dieeeeee!!!”

“Aaaaargh!!!”

The mercenaries, who initially tried to be considerate of each other, were now fighting desperately. 

I couldn’t blame them. 

I promised monetary rewards and rest to the winners, while the losers would be worked to the bone again.

“Kahahahaha!”

“Die! Die! Die!”

“2-on-1 is too much, brother!!!”

Lucas took on Jack and the captain. 

Thanks to that, the game became more interesting.

“Who are you calling brother, recruit number one!”

The sound of fierce fighting was intense. 

It felt like they had met mortal enemies, not just training.

“You piece of trash!!! Do you think you can slack off to get attention? Do you think breaking a leg would get you a break! If your leg breaks, walk on your hands around the training ground, you bastards!”

Smack!

Thud, thud, thud!

“Recruit number 22! You say you have a beautiful girlfriend? Your girlfriend spreads her legs for any rich man and tries to get pregnant, like a public toilet! …Recruit number 27 told me so.”

“You bastard!!!”

“Prove them wrong!”

One thing I learned during our time together was the information ‘chicken mode’ revealed. 

I gently pressed the mercenaries’ trigger points. 

It might have been a bit much, even by my standards, but-

“Is that all you’ve got, you piece of shit! Someone as lacking as you breeding is an insult to humanity! Cut off your balls! Kahahahaha!!!”

“You bastard!!!”

The results were good.

“This fucking idiot moves his hips like he’s fucking old men! Only your mom would like such a pathetic hip movement!”

Though their mouths were filthy and their eyes were completely gone.

‘At least they won’t die from random arrows.’ 

The results were quite satisfactory.

***

As I was leading a diligent and pleasant daily life, unsettling rumours began circulating around the estate.

“I heard mercenaries have been spotted frequently these days.” 

“Couldn’t they be here to hunt monsters, just like in previous years?” 

“Oh, come on! The scale is different this time, the scale!”

Unlike previous years, rumours of many mercenaries being seen nearby started to spread. 

“I heard Gale is having trouble procuring good quality iron ore?” 

“Oh dear… So what’s he been up to these days?” 

“Didn’t Lord Lloyd give the kids some black stones? They’re using the black powder stuck to those stones to make farming tools.” 

“That’s really impressive! As expected of Lord Lloyd!”

Rumors were spreading that good quality iron ore was becoming scarce. 

“Hasn’t the price of grain gone up recently?” 

“Indeed, it has. Last year, we had a bountiful harvest.”

“Did you hear? Lord Lloyd has been plowing the fields with the mercenaries.” 

“Ploughing the fields?” 

“It’s a big plan to feed everyone well. I was foolish to believe such strange rumours…” 

The stable grain prices had begun to rise slightly.

Mercenaries, iron ore, grain. 

Preparations for a territorial war were steadily progressing behind the scenes. 

So, what about our territory? 

“Run properly, Trainee No. 29! Isn’t that fat body of yours supposed to be useful at times like this?” 

They were building stamina by ploughing the land manually. 

“You worthless maggots! The moment you popped out of your father’s balls was the peak of your life! If not, then show some grit!” 

Climbing cliffs with heavy loads on their backs.

“You idiots! A horse is a horse, whether wild or not! If you can’t even mount a horse, drop your pants and crawl! It’d be faster for the horse to ride you!” 

And taming wild horses. 

It was incredibly tough and painful training, but everyone got used to it over time and started to keep up. 

“P-Please spare me! This is too much, aaaargh!!!” 

“J-Just kill me, aaaagh!” 

“Sniff, sniff!!!” 

However, sticking needles all over their bodies like a cactus seemed to be too much, as some even peed their pants and foamed at the mouth.

‘This is the key, you bastards.’ 

Having reached the rank of master, my heightened senses and the assist from the chicken mode allowed me to perceive mana with my ‘eyes’. 

With these eyes, I could sense the mana within the trainees and create a consistent flow. 

The most effective method was acupuncture, which could provide localized stimulation. 

“Stop, stop iiiiiit!!!” 

“I just want to be a mercenary, aaaargh!!!” 

This was a procedure only I could perform, as I could visually trace the flow of mana. 

It was an experience more precious than gold. 

“If any of you keep opening your stinky mouths, I’ll stick needles in your tongues too. Go ahead, try me!” 

“Mmph! Mmmmph!!!” 

“I’m spoon-feeding you the shortest path to knighthood, yet you can’t take it! Will you remain as you are, or will you rise above?” 

Just as I was about to insert another needle, freshly sterilized by fire.

“Y-Young master…!” 

Alfred appeared, looking horrified by my bizarre actions.

I had told him not to come to this secret training ground unless absolutely necessary, so his presence meant—

‘The time has come.’ 

“Alright, let’s go.” 

It meant we were taking action to gain a justification for the territorial war. 

Now, let’s hear what he has to say. 

“We claim the rights to the silver vein.” 

A fool from Baron Bray’s estate, which bordered Baron Howard’s, read the letter on behalf of the baron. 

Father’s face turned red with rage, veins bulging as he glared. 

Before he could say anything, I acted. 


Slap! 

“Huh?” 

With a dignified and stern expression, I slapped the envoy’s cheek. 

“Does Baron Bray insult Howard’s honour?” 

It was the rebirth of the Honour Duel.



 
  
    Chapter 25: Territory War


The envoy from Baron Bray brought a message to Howard Barony. 

Stripped of all embellishments, it was as follows:


	The silver vein you discovered lies on the border with our territory.

	Operating a large force near the border is almost a provocative act of war.

	It’s already disrespectful to secure a silver vein on the border without consent.

	If the silver vein crosses both our territories, a thorough investigation is needed to divide the rights.

	We will send a surveyor from our side, so let’s share the rights and costs involved.



It was complete nonsense. 

It was a provocation that deserved more than just a slap.

“What, what is this?!” 

The envoy, holding his slapped cheek, raised his voice.

When struck on the right cheek, turn the left cheek as well. 

Recalling the wise words of a great being, I slapped the envoy’s left cheek too. 

Smack! 

It was a clean slap. 

“Aaargh!” 

The envoy, now red-faced, glared with trembling hands.

Displeased by his insolence, I raised my right hand again. 

He immediately covered his cheeks with both hands and cowered. 

Lloyd Pavlov had succeeded in taming the cur. 

“Did Baron Bray win his title at a gambling table?” 

“Wh-what?!” 

“After winter, it’s common sense to exterminate the monsters in your territory. Are you saying that’s an act of war?” 

“…Ahem.” 

“A two-horned monster was hiding in the mountains. If it had grown a third horn over time, the damage would have reached Baron Bray’s territory too. And now, you have the audacity to complain instead of being grateful?” 

The cur avoided my gaze. 

“When the country called, your ancestor cowardly tucked his tail and ran! While your grandfather languished from war wounds, you cowardly nibbled away at our land! Some things never change!” 

“Is this Howard’s will?!” 

Raising his voice because he had nothing else to say.

Foolish. 

Don’t raise your voice like that. 

You’ll just seem weaker. 

“Yes, this is Howard’s will.” 

Father glanced at me in disbelief, then glared at the envoy, baring his teeth. 

It was a glare that a fool, conditioned by two slaps, couldn’t withstand. 

“You will pay for this! I will make sure you pay for today’s insult!” 

He didn’t seem to consider his earlier nonsensical remarks as insults. 

What an insolent cur. 

Clang! 

The insolent fool, uttering his defeated threats, fled the mansion. 

After a moment of silence, Father let out a deep sigh.

“What on earth are you doing?” 

Father massaged his temples and shook his head. 

“I made the one who insulted Howard’s honour pay the appropriate price.” 

“You didn’t just hit him because you wanted to?”

Caught. 

“A man who values honour so much struck a visiting envoy without my permission, the head of Howard?”

Without a word, I stood up from the sofa. 

“Well, I need to get back to training the soldiers.” 

Then, before Father’s wrath could erupt, I dashed out the door.

-Lloyd!!! 

I heard him shouting behind me, but decided it was just my imagination. 

I am the one fulfilling the dream my forefathers envisioned. 

Father may be angry, but he won’t be able to stop me anymore. 

‘This is how it’s supposed to be, Father.’ 

To achieve great things, one must laugh off minor setbacks. 

Anyway, a territorial war was imminent, and Father intended to express his anger. 

So, didn’t everything turn out well in the end? 

Does it matter one way or another? 

La la la.

***

A formal letter of war arrived from Baron Bray. 

It was filled with accusations against Howard. 

It also included an ultimatum, saying that if we apologized now, the war would be called off and a dialogue could be opened. It wasn’t a very impressive letter. “

…

“They claim to have 500 soldiers?” 

Except for the boastful mention of ‘500 soldiers’. 

In this remote area, a baron’s standing army typically consists of 20-30 men. 

Even with all resources pooled and hiring mercenaries, 100 men would be the limit. 

To muster 500 soldiers, one would need a count’s resources. 

“What do you think?” 

Father frowned at the number 500. 

“Either the Count of Biden has supported them, or they’ve allied with nearby nobles.” 

“Yes, that must be it… 500, 500….” 

A territorial war is about to start. 

Father offered mercenaries 1.5 times the usual contract rate. 

Even so, all local mercenaries declined. 

The situation was worse than expected. 

“I’m not sure what kind of confidence they have.”

Therefore, I had to remain confident to ease Father’s worries. 

‘Lucky me.’ 

At least we avoided the worst-case scenario, thanks to the Blackhawk mercenaries becoming a group of apprentice knights. 

‘This is a strange situation.’ 

Baron Bray’s territory is as strained as Howard’s. 


What kind of magic did they use to gather 500 soldiers?

And they must know about my reputation as the youngest master…. 

“They must have someone to match you.” 

“Hmm…” 

I just became a master. 

So they might have prepared a dozen knights comparable to Father to overwhelm me. 

‘In a normal case, that could work.’ 

Not all masters are the same. 

A newly made master can still be overwhelmed by numbers. 

But I’m not a normal knight. 

“Now, we’ll have to conscript even serfs to barely gather 100 men. Hmm…” 

Father sent a letter to Count Spencer for help in hiring more mercenaries, securing about 40 men. 

Grandfather, seeing the gravity of the situation, promised reinforcements, but their arrival was uncertain.

When a lord mobilizes his army, he must get permission from other nobles in the territory first. 

“Don’t worry.”

“Do you have any sharp plan?”

“Yes. I wouldn’t have acted without any thought.”

There was practically no chance of victory in the Howard Barony. 

The territorial war would end once they caught me.

It was time to invoke the duel of honour and tradition.

“Alright, I’ll leave the Blackhawk Mercenaries to you.”

Seeing something in my confident expression, my father nodded without further comment.

“Yes.”

After bowing respectfully to my father, I left the mansion to prepare for the territorial war.

I headed straight to the workshop to find Gale.

“Is everything ready?”

“Yes, young master.”

I had asked him to replace the sword that was damaged while hunting the Back Tumbling Master Bear.

“Is this it…”

I picked up the heavy sword Gale had prepared.

“I made it exactly as you instructed, young master. However, such a weapon isn’t very practical…”

Practicality didn’t matter. 

Style and romance were all I needed. 

After all, I was a master.

I nodded.

‘It has to be this thick to withstand a brawl.’

I strapped the oversized sword, which emphasized durability over cutting power, to my waist.

“Good job.”

After handing Gale his payment, I headed straight to the training ground where the trainees were waiting.

“Recruit number 22 was lying in bed.”

–Lying in bed.

“Sophia climbed on top and said.”

–Sophia climbed on top and said.

“Logan, I’m pregnant.”

–Logan, I’m pregnant.

“Whose child is it?”

-Whose child is it?

“There are no rich men in the barony!”

-There are no rich men in the barony!

“Congratulations, Logan!”

-Congratulations, Logan!

It was impressive how they continued their drills without my presence.

“You bastards!!!”

Recruit number 22 was struggling to chase after the soldiers while weighed down by heavy gear.

‘The training is definitely effective.’

He was running smoothly despite dragging nearly his own weight.

Though they hadn’t reached the level of sensing mana, they had unconsciously started to draw upon its power.

All of them were at a level where they could easily handle apprentice knights, and the best among them,

Lucas, the captain, and Jack, were on par with knights.

“We are the hounds of the Howard Barony!”

-We are the hounds of the Howard Barony!

“We will devour the territorial war!”

-We will devour the territorial war!

“We will show them who we are!”

-We will show them who we are!

“Bastards, lock your doors and come out!”

-Bastards, lock your doors and come out!

“We’re coming to take your fresh abalone!”

–We’re coming to take your fresh abalone!!

“Thahaha, thahaha.”

–Thahaha, thahaha.

Their discipline was truly impressive.

“Stop!”

“Everyone, stop!!!”

-Everyone, stop!!!

The soldiers, reborn as perfect soldiers, quickly gathered in front of me.

“You have become excellent swords! Now it’s time to prove it!”

“Waaaaaah!!!”

Was it because they could escape this hellish training once the territorial war began? 

Or did they need a battlefield to unleash their boiling fighting spirit? 

The mercenaries howled like berserkers.

‘The armour is sufficient.’

We had plenty of leather byproducts from the monsters we had hunted.

Instead of selling the leather, I decided to use it to reinforce the mercenaries’ armour.

With this preparation, no one would die from stray arrows shot from outside effective range. 

In fact, we might be overwhelmingly advantageous with our doubled effective range.

‘Though I don’t plan to use that strategy in this territorial war.’

The soldiers had been bloodthirsty since they were beaten 31 to 1 by me.

They seemed eager to unleash their overflowing violence on someone.

But unfortunately for them, this territorial war wasn’t going to go their way.

With 100 against 500, we had no choice but to rely on my brilliant idea.

‘Chicken mode is invincible.’

I smirked, touching the pommel of the sword Gale had made.

There are two types of medieval territorial wars.

Let’s fight!

Sure!

They agree to fight, set up camps in an open field, and only fight during the day.

The other is a siege.

Since we were unilaterally challenged to a territorial war, it was naturally going to be the latter.

***

“Baron Bray, Baron Bruen, Viscount Grun…”

All of them were allied territories bordering the Howard Barony.

‘There are quite a few capable ones.’

No matter how great a master is, they cannot overcome sheer numbers.

A sword is only one, and the number of people it can cut at once is limited.

They must be thinking of overwhelming me with numbers and using the knights they prepared to take me down.

If I cowered behind the castle walls, those knights would become the siege weapons.

–It’s delightful to see those arrogant bastards cower like turtles!

A knight from Baron Bray shouted.

“Shall we kill them, young master?”

Recruit number 22, who had become a married man, licked his lips and asked.

Hold on, Minotaur.

This is my battlefield.

If you know honour, come out and prove your valour!!!!

I glared at the ranting knight and stood up on the castle wall.

“Young master?”

Then, I leapt off the 5-meter wall.

Thud!

A hero landing in the medieval era.

It was truly stylish.

“Who dares defile the honor of Howard!!!”

I invoked the now cliché honor duel.

“…Ha, hahaha! You must have no fear, becoming a master at such a young age!”

The knight, visibly startled, stammered.

I drew the sword from my waist and drew a long line on the ground.

With mana infused in the sword, a rather impressive sword mark was left.

“Who dares to intrude here, invader.”

“…!?!?”

“I am Lloyd Howard! I stand here to prove the honour and valour you spoke of!!!”

Whuuum!

Bam!


 thrust the oversized sword into the ground.

Then, gripping the pommel with both hands, I took a stance and glared at the man before me.

“Even now, if you retreat like a coward, I will forgive you. But if you take even one step forward from here, I will draw my sword without hesitation to protect the territory and its people! Only those prepared to face me, step forward!!!”

A knight standing alone against a great army.

How could anyone pass by this epic scene!

The rush of dopamine made my brain feel like it was melting.

‘Cross this line and you’ll be a goner.’

I discreetly signalled with my hand behind my back.

It was a signal to shoot anyone who crossed the line if they ignored my challenge.

Of course, don’t kill them.


t’s about time for our Training Institute to receive new recruits.

The stress that couldn’t be relieved on this battlefield would be addressed with the arrival of new recruits in Institute .

“Are you insane with the desire to die!”

A group of knights strutted before me, assuming a haughty stance.

“To think you’re so young and already a master, you really don’t know the world!!!”

They laughed and ridiculed me for my perceived arrogance.

“Did you become a knight with just your tongue?”


“What?! You brat!!! I am Max Chester! Take my sword!!!”

“I am Lloyd Howard, you boar!”

“Raaaagh!!!”

Thus began the duel, marking the prelude to the territorial war.






 
  
    Chapter 26: I can do this All Day


The fool who introduced himself as a boar drew his sword. 

The boar was easily 2 meters tall, and the size of his sword matched his massive build.

“You look like a bandit, wielding a sword, boar.”

“Raaaaargh!!! Do not insult my honor!”

Does he think he has the right to speak of honor after leading a group of 500 men into a small barony?

-“Lloyd!!!!”

It was a shout from my father, who was observing the situation from the wall with the protection of his knights.

I glanced at him, and it seemed like he wouldn’t let this go easily. 

Even if I emerged victorious from this battle, punishment would await me at the end.

‘War is futile… War, oh war.’

While I was pondering the futility of war, the boar charged at me with a roar.

Whoosh! 

Shoulder tackle.

I took a middle guard stance and waited leisurely for the boar’s charge.

Clank, clank, clank! 

With each step he took, the heavy sound of metal echoed across the battlefield.

Clang! 

Screech!!!

The sword, hidden by his massive shoulder, swung horizontally. 

I deflected his swift strike with my angled sword. 

Despite deflecting the attack, the weight of it made my sword scream in protest.

Clang, clang, clang, clang! 

He took a step back each time and swung his sword at me relentlessly. 

His attacks weren’t the fancy continuous strikes of the Huden swordsmanship but brute force swings that exploded with all the muscle in his body.

“All talk! Is this the so-called master?!!!”

His swordsmanship was like chopping wood. 

The essence of Chester’s swordsmanship lay in his natural physique.

[Your proficiency in Chester swordsmanship has increased.]

‘That makes it 4 stars.’

I calmly blocked the boar’s attacks while mastering Chester’s swordsmanship. 

Just as I felt during my solitary training in the chicken mode’s sparring mode, my senses had sharpened, and my athletic reflexes had significantly improved since reaching the master level.

In less than three minutes, I had stolen enough of the opponent’s swordsmanship to reach the level of a seasoned practitioner…

“Huff, huff… Indeed, even a maggot has its way of rolling!”

I looked at the boar, feigning a trembling sword tip as if my hand was numb.

“You’d make a better woodcutter than a knight!”

“You bastard!!!”

The boar, seemingly hit where it hurt, charged at me with a snort, lifting his sword in an overhead stance and forgetting his defence, charging like a beast.

Clang!

“Ugh!!!”

I struck his exposed armpit. 

The boar staggered, and I precisely struck his chin with my sword’s hilt.

Thud!

With a sound like a collapsing boar, the man fell to the ground. 

I pointed my sword at his neck.

“I have lost…”

-Waaahhhhh!!!

The group of about 70 peasants and mercenaries my father had prepared cheered from the wall where they had been anxiously watching my duel.

The 30 men who had trained with me were rather indifferent. 

Having experienced my strength first-hand, they didn’t think I would lose for a moment.

“I will take your honor.”

As the victor, I took the boar’s sword. 

To a knight, a sword is both honour and life. 

Losing this sword meant essentially losing his life. 

If he were to find another sword and return to the battlefield, his honour would be as tarnished as if it had been dragged through filth.

That was enough.

Thunk!

I drove the boar’s sword into the line where I had made a cut on the ground.

“Next.”

“I am Luther Bern. Young master, will you accept my challenge?”

“Lloyd Howard.”

This time, the man who appeared had a leaner look compared to the boar.

‘A spear and shield. Classic.’

The man used a round shield in his left hand and a spear in his right to keep me at bay from a distance.

Whoosh! Shoo, shoo! Quick.

Whenever I tried to get closer to continue my attack, he lightly thrust his spear to keep me in check. 

If I stepped back to regain my stance, he would immediately thrust his spear, chasing me down.

He was a clever man who knew how to hunt a knight with a sword.

“Huff, huff…”

I deflected the spear, creating some distance, and the knight, seeing an opportunity, took a big step forward and thrust his spear.

‘Shoulder.’

I pushed off the ground, catching the spear aimed at my left shoulder in my armpit. 

Then, I swung my sword horizontally at the man’s head.

Clang!

“Ugh!”

The man dropped his spear and retreated, blocking my attack with his left-hand shield. 

He hurriedly drew his sword from his waist and took a stance. 

Unlike knights who relied on their sturdy Armor and used two-handed swords, this was an efficient tactic.

‘Mercenary.’

The man, now calm, charged at me with his left-hand shield leading the way, intending to limit my sword’s movement and strike with his shorter sword.


I grabbed his shield with my left hand and pulled.

“Ugh!”

Startled by my sudden action, the man staggered, and I deflected his thrust with my right-hand gauntlet. 

Then, I used the pommel of my sword to strike his nose precisely.

Clang!

Thud!

The thin metal of his helmet dented noticeably. 

The impact seemed significant as the man lay motionless on the ground.

“I will take your honor as well.”

I took the short sword from the man and drove it into the line I had carved into the ground.

Waaahhhhh!!!

-Unbeaten knight! Unbeaten knight!

I slowly caught my breath and raised my sword toward the 500 soldiers.

“Next.”

From the somewhat subdued crowd of 500, another man drew his sword and approached me.

“I am Jade Brown.”

“Huff… Lloyd Howard.”

The next man to appear had a more typical knightly appearance. 

Unlike the previous two, he had an average build and wielded a common longsword.

“What confidence do you have? Do you intend to face all of us alone?”

The man glanced at the army behind him and asked. 

I silently tightened my grip on my sword.

“Young Master, you are indeed courageous, yet also foolish.”

The man said this slowly, drawing his sword.

“Already out of breath, I wonder how much longer you can hold out. Just give up now.”

“Huff, huff…”

After catching his breath, he raised his sword towards the man.

“I can do this all day.”

“I will never forget your bravery!”

I raised my sword towards the man rushing at me.

Felix, who inadvertently shouted at Lloyd’s sudden action, grabbed his throbbing head.

***

‘Lloyd is a master.’

If necessary, he could jump over a five-meter wall on his own.

So, he suppressed the urge to throw open the castle gates and dash out.

‘Was this the best option?’

Lloyd often acted impulsively, but there was a certain logic behind his actions.

So, there must be a reason for him suddenly jumping off the castle wall.

Felix calmly surveyed the battlefield.

‘They’ve prepared thoroughly…’

The rumor that Lloyd had become the youngest master had spread far and wide.

In the process, the story of an amazing archery weapon appearing in Howard Barony also became known.

That’s why the soldiers of the Noble Union were equipped with shields covered in thick leather and iron.

While the rear might be vulnerable, the front-line shields were hard to penetrate, even with a compound bow.

Moreover, there were about 20 knights involved in this war, and Felix had not noticed, but there was another master among them.

If the war had started normally?

‘It would have been over in an instant.’

The front-line shield-bearers would block the compound bow’s attacks.

Meanwhile, the knights would quickly close the distance and climb over the five-meter wall.

At that point, the advantage of the siege would be lost.

In such a situation, it would be as good as over.

No matter how great a master is, he couldn’t fend off the attacks of 20 knights with just one sword.

So, this seemingly simple-minded duel challenge was the most rational and efficient method.

‘How powerless I am.’

Felix sighed, turning his gaze towards where Spencer County would be.

‘Just hold on a little longer…’

If given a little more time, reinforcements from Spencer County would arrive.

He didn’t know how many troops would come as reinforcements, but it would certainly be a better situation than now.

‘Lloyd…’

As Felix chewed over his chest-tightening fear and helplessness while watching the battlefield, the Noble Union, including Baron Bray, was in a mood as if they would toast at any moment.

“Haha! No matter how great a master is, there’s nothing he can do!”

“They say he’s about to have his coming-of-age ceremony this year, right? I don’t know what kind of fortuitous encounter made him so strong, but without the foundation of experience, this is what happens.”

Five knights had already fallen at Lloyd’s hand.

Out of 20, five were down.

So it wasn’t such a great situation for the Noble Union either, but Lloyd already seemed out of breath.

No matter how extraordinary a master he was, it looked difficult to handle the remaining 15 knights.

“Hmm… Are you sure he’s really a master? He hasn’t enveloped his sword in aura even once so far.”

Viscount Grun muttered with a puzzled expression.

“He’s a master.”

Then a man answered Viscount Grun’s question.

“Ah, Sir Gilbert.”

It was Gilbert Garfield, a knight who had also reached the level of a master, just like Lloyd.]

“A master recognizes another master. That young master must have noticed my presence too. He’s conserving his strength.”

Releasing mana outside the body was very wasteful.

So, it was wiser to conserve strength and be wary of another master rather than recklessly enveloping the sword in aura.

“Indeed…”

Baron Bray and the other three nobles nodded slightly.

“Thank you, Sir Gilbert. Thanks to you, this territory war will end easily.”

“I’m merely following my lord’s orders.”

Gilbert said this and then put his hand on his sword at his waist as if feeling frustrated.

‘I wanted to fight you at full strength. Forgive me.’
How much longer could he hold out?

‘If it was me…’

To prepare for the final showdown with the master, he had to fight while using the minimum amount of mana.

He could handle up to five knights without much trouble.

But from the moment he faced over ten, it would become difficult, and if he had to face 20, he would have to brace for injuries.

‘That’s it.’

Even if using mana internally was less wasteful than enveloping the sword in aura, there was still a limit.

After facing 20 knights, not a trace of mana would remain in his body.

In such a state, he couldn’t block even a single strike from a master.

Lloyd’s defeat was certain.

No, was this really possible? 

Ah.

“Hah…”

Lloyd had finally taken down all 20 knights.

A grave made of swords had formed behind him before he knew it.

“Huff, huff, huff… huff…”

e seemed to have reached the limit of his breath, barely able to stand, but his prowess was unimaginable for someone who had just become a master.

Gilbert drew his sword again, thinking it was a pity.

“Gilbert Garfield.”

“Huff, huff… Lloyd Howard, ha…”

“Forgive me, young master.”

A master with such unfathomable potential would eventually become a great disaster.

Judging this, Gilbert intended to finish it in one strike.
Heh.

Lloyd looked at Gilbert and raised the corners of his mouth.

However, his smile was hidden by the visor of his helmet, so even the face-to-face Robert couldn’t notice it.

Just as the two were about to clash.

Bwooo -!!!


From quite a distance away, the sound of a horn announcing the arrival of an army was heard.

Reinforcements from Spencer County had arrived.

Noticing this, Gilbert quickly closed the distance to Lloyd.

“This war is a victory for Howard Barony. But I, Gilbert Garfield, will take this duel!”

The duel between the two masters began.



 
  
    Chapter 27: Victory


It was a flash.

Everything.

Just as I thought the knight took a big step, Chicken Mode immediately warned me that my neck would be severed in the next moment.

I raised my sword.

Clang!

Our swords crossed.

“Hup!”

“Ugh!”

The knight, who appeared to be in his early fifties, wielded a heavy sword.

But that initial clash was only a signal flare announcing the start of the battle.

Clang!

We forcefully pushed each other’s swords away, creating distance and measuring our spacing.

A big step would bring our swords within reach.

Despite the distance, death’s lines were densely drawn over my entire body.

Neck, shoulder, wrist, side.

What is real?

My thoughts paralyzed.

My body reacted faster than my mind.

A horizontal slash aimed at my neck.

I raised my sword to block it.

The slash slid down my sword, cutting diagonally towards my shoulder. 

I took a big step, wrapping my shoulder in mana to block it.

A hand like a snake wrapped around my right hand, trying to take my sword.

I extended my left hand to parry it away.

Just when I thought I had blocked all attacks, a dull pain came from my side.

The knight’s palm, which I thought I had parried, touched my side.

The mana emanating from his palm pierced my armour and delivered a stinging pain.

It was the same attack I used to hunt bears.

“Ugh!”

Momentarily out of breath, I had to create some distance.

“Haa, haa….”

While catching my breath in a defensive stance, the knight adjusted his posture with a tense expression.

Despite being in a much more advantageous situation, he exuded an even sharper atmosphere than before.

“To think you were just pretending to be exhausted… A newly transcendent one….”

I gasped for breath as if I was out of energy.

That alone usually made knights use larger movements to end me.

I had often gained victory by exploiting that momentary gap.

But the master knight before me was not fooled by such tricks.

I straightened my stance, slightly rubbing my tingling waist with my left hand.

“Was I such a thorn in the side of Count Biden?”

The man named Gilbert, who was undeniably worthy of being called a master, stood before me.

He was one of the three masters serving Count Biden.

‘I thought it was strange.’

Baron Howard and Baron Bray are the weakest families in the vicinity.

Even if a territorial war broke out, it would be a battle involving about 100-200 people.

A shabby castle wall of about 5 meters and a battle involving 100-200 shabby people.

This is something that can be settled without any casualties if a master knight is present.

By employing a strategy often called “moral bankruptcy,” it could be done.

Even for a territorial war, preparations were light-hearted.

But the sudden increase to 500 people.

Even if we tried to prepare for it, mercenaries turning their backs as if they had coordinated it.

This was only possible with the intervention of Count Biden.

“I am my lord’s sword. I merely carry out the orders he gives.”

The knight said and assumed his stance again.

There was no more conversation.

As if saying so.

Clang!

Without the slightest delay, the wielded sword sparked.

The storm, which made even breathing forgotten, carved wounds into my armour with each strike.

Even with a half-step difference, my responses lagged behind the knight’s attacks.

It was inevitable.

An existence that devoted decades to the sword, reaching its pinnacle.

Those called masters were born geniuses, and it was natural for someone who lived a life unrelated to the sword.

Then

Boom!

I kicked the ground hard enough to scatter dust, putting all my strength into the sword aimed at the knight.

Screeech!

“Ugh..!”

Swordsmanship is ultimately about swinging and thrusting.

If you don’t give space to swing or thrust, it’s merely holding a long stick with both hands.

“Still, this much strength…!”

I am different from ordinary knights.

So there was no need to fight on the same terms as knights.

Screeech!

Our swords, stuck together like magnets, did not move.

A situation of a power struggle.

We thrust our fists at each other as if we had coordinated it.

Boom!

Our fists collided in mid-air.


But the one who lost their stance first was the knight I collided fists with.

“Ugh..!”

Such brawls leave no room for skill to intervene.

This fight is won by the one who handles mana more skilfully.

[Garfield Swordsmanship proficiency has increased.]

There is no need to rush.

Unlike the knight who fights while conserving mana, I can fight all day if conditions allow.

Time is on my side.

Just as I thought that.

[Garfield Swordsmanship Secret: Dragon Rising]

The knight, having distanced himself, raised his sword in an overhead stance.

The descending slash aimed to split my head.

Just as I recognized it and tried to block it, Chicken Mode revealed an impossible angle aiming at my shoulder.

*…?’

Boom!

“Ugh!”

The wildly swerving sword, like a drunken motion, drew a chaotic path aiming at my shoulder.

It was almost instinctual.

My left hand, raised reflexively, unleashed mana, striking the blade aiming at my shoulder with a fist at an impossible angle.

Boom!

Mana exploded from the sword embedded in the ground, scattering dust like a grenade.

Using the dust as cover, I quickly retreated.

‘What is this?’

It was clearly an ordinary vertical slash.

I had positioned my sword to intercept it, naturally planning to block the attack.

But the moment the sword felt like it was rippling, the flashing strike seemed about to sever my shoulder.

“Whew..”

However, the knight seemed more surprised than I was.

‘It said it was a secret technique?’

There was no time to check the information provided by Chicken Mode.

[Garfield Swordsmanship Secret: Dragon Rising]

The red trajectory of the sword engraved on my body.

Clang!

It was all I could do to block the attack in line with it.

It was a wave of the sword.

Heavy, unpredictable, and difficult to foresee.

Just when I thought I had grown accustomed to it, a strike at an impossible angle began to cut my body bit by bit.

If I hadn’t enveloped my entire body with overflowing mana, I would have been shredded along with my armour long ago.

Whizz! 

‘That sound… again.’ 

The blade swung at an impossible angle once more. 

A seemingly ordinary diagonal slash turned into a lethal strike, precisely targeting my relatively undefended armpit. 

I twisted my shoulder. 

Crunch! 

The thick shoulder guard tore like paper, sparks flying.

 It was only after barely enduring the wave of endless sword strikes that I understood what the knight’s secret technique, his “finishing move,” was. 

‘He forcibly twisted the sword’s trajectory with mana.’

Just before the swords clashed, he exploded mana in mid-air, twisting the sword’s direction for a strike. 

A technique only possible for a master capable of emitting mana. 

‘This is a master!’ 

Though it was a B-rank technique, inferior to Lady Scarlett’s A-rank swordsmanship, it was still a threatening move that anyone unfamiliar with it would inevitably fall to. 

My heart raced. 

How far could I go now? 

Romance, territorial wars, reinforcements—these words became increasingly faint. 

All I could think of was Lady Scarlet, the knight who had handed me my first defeat. 

Purely, right now, I just wanted to win. 

I raised my sword. 

A stance that exposed my side completely. 

Shwing. 

The knight, too, raised his sword in response. 

The knight, having nearly exhausted his mana, seemed to be making his final attack. 

‘If I dodge, I win.’ 

But I had no intention of dodging. 

Boom! 

Simultaneously, we dashed toward each other, swinging our swords. 

The two swords intertwined. 

The sword, which seemed to lose its strength, suddenly surged up like a dragon. 

“Huup!” 

I gasped. 

Before I could consciously react to the thought that popped into my head, my body instinctively realized it in reality. 

Was it the right thing to do? 

Or the wrong one? 

There was no time to ponder. 

Boom! 

The ground exploded beneath my firmly planted foot, propelling my body forward. 

The dragon that surged from the knight’s sword roared as it ascended to the sky without touching my shoulder, while my sword, weighted with my entire body, precisely pierced the knight’s side. 

“Ugh!!!” 

The great master of the Count of Biden’s domain, Gilbert Garfield, fell to his knees. 

“May I accept your honour?” 

“Do as you wish, young master…” 

The knight said, then lost consciousness and collapsed.

‘That secret technique is incredible.’ 

I imitated the stance that Sir Gilbert had shown, as if entranced. 

Whizz! 

A vertically descending slash suddenly turned into a diagonal slash, tearing through the air. 

Bang! 

The sword struck the ground, causing the earth to explode. 

If it had struck my body, it would have exploded just like the ruined ground. 

It was a terrifying technique. 

‘And now, this technique is mine.’ 

I retrieved my sword, rubbing my sore shoulder. 

Then, looking up at the still walls as if time had stopped, I raised my sword. 

Waaah!!! 

This war was a victory for Baron Howard’s territory, and this duel was my, Lloyd Howard’s, victory.

Gathering 100 men for such a skirmish in a remote territory is considered a large force. 

In such a sparsely populated area, it’s most beneficial for wars to end without much bloodshed. 

Unless it’s a total war between nations, no one disputes the outcome of a duel. 

Boo-oo-oo! 

A horn signal announcing a temporary truce from the noble coalition reached us. 

‘We won.’ 

It was a complete victory. 

I sighed and slowly walked towards the castle. 

As the heat that had risen to its limit cooled down, fatigue set in. 

“Hooo…” 

Letting out a long sigh, I looked back to see the battlefield in chaos. 

I had been too busy dodging and parrying swords to notice, but the ground looked like it had been hit by a bomb. 

‘If this is the “Chicken Mode,” what are the other difficulties like?’ 

“Chicken Mode” was supposed to be as easy as a baby with a bottle, so I thought I could easily defeat a master of the same rank now. 

I had a reason for this belief. 

After repeatedly sparring with Lady Scarlet in “Chicken Mode,” I judged that a master weaker than her would be easy to beat. 

‘Did Lloyd get expelled from his family originally? Then did he encounter some fortunate event and become a mage, returning home in triumph?’ 

Defeating a master after less than a year of training seemed like an incredible growth rate. 

Endlessly growing mana and the ability to steal secret techniques in mere minutes. 

At this rate, I might even be able to fight dozens of masters alone and win. 

But the process of reaching that point was too difficult for someone like me. 

‘Crafting also has quite a few restrictions…’ 

There was a severe lack of talent in this barony, limiting how I could use crafting schematics. 

I wondered if some fortunate event would just fall from the sky. 

As I watched the dust rise, the horn sounded again from a distance. 

‘Impressive.’ 

Troops from the territory have severe movement restrictions. 

If they suddenly march out with a large force, other territories will inevitably see it as a military provocation.

So, considering the trouble it might cause, they had come to support us. 

I intended to show my gratitude by raising my sword in salute. 

‘What?? Beside the flag of Count Spencer’s, I saw a familiar yet unfamiliar flag.’

‘Indeed…’ 


No noble would dare obstruct the royal family’s procession. 

Sending mercenaries ahead and then rushing the reinforcements meant this. 

‘I knew we’d meet soon.’ 

I thought as I stroked the bracelet on my wrist, a symbol of our companionship. 

Though not dropped from the sky, it seemed they were arriving on a white horse from afar.



 
  
    Chapter 28: Pre and Post Negotiations


As it was still early spring with shorter days, dusk began to fall over the estate. 

With the setting sun, the approaching reinforcements could now be seen with the naked eye without the aid of any vision enhancements. 

The flag of the Kingdom of Fiona. 

A group bearing this flag was charging towards the barony. 

Upon identifying them, the noble coalition began to withdraw their troops without delay. 

They did not want to risk any misunderstandings that could arise from attacking a territory where a member of the royal family might be present.

“It was disgusting working with you. Prepare to pay for the damages later.”

The sword they possessed symbolized the taking of a knight’s life. 

To reclaim it, an appropriate ransom must be paid.

Having gathered 500 mercenaries and serfs to wage this territorial war, if they had to pay the ransom on top of that, the noble coalition in the vicinity would suffer near irreparable damage.

“The most expensive thing, after all, is the master.”

In this low-fantasy frontier, Sir Gilbert was practically a tank. 

Since we hadn’t taken his life, the amount of the ransom was unpredictable.

“I thought it wrapped up neatly, but why cling on like that? In the wild, it’s common to kill the young before they become adults, but do we really need to live so on edge in this frontier? It’s a sad story.”

“Stop! Stop!”

As the group bearing the Kingdom of Fiona’s flag approached the fortress, the soldiers, with terrified expressions, halted them.

“Who are you?”

My father asked, looking down at the soldiers bearing the kingdom’s flag.

“We have come ahead at the command of Her Highness, Princess Anastasia de Sein la Fiona, the third princess of the Kingdom of Fiona.”

Moving a troop unit takes considerable time. 

So, with the princess’s permission, the soldiers bearing the flag were sent ahead. 

Given the ongoing territorial war, it was the princess’s consideration to aid us somehow.

“Of course….”

My father looked at me with a complex expression. 

I obediently bowed my head.

“You’ve done well, Lloyd. Go inside and rest.”

“Yes.”

After bowing to my father, I returned to the mansion to prepare for an audience with the princess.

“Phew….”

Soaking in hot water made my mind hazy, bringing various thoughts to the surface.

“Was expulsion really the best option?”

I pondered as I washed my face with the hot water. 

As I understand it, from the normal difficulty onwards, the game progresses similarly to a typical VR game. 

If I had played on a difficulty higher than normal, it would mean overcoming situations with Lloyd’s physical abilities.

“That’s a tall order.”

Lloyd had athletic abilities close to defective. 

It was nearly impossible to beat Lucas, a prodigy more than this estate deserved, in swordsmanship. 

It would be difficult to gain the approval of the Howard family, who were born as knights. 

Even if I couldn’t prove my abilities with the sword, showing a reformed character might have prevented expulsion. 

However, in such a case, my influence within the family would be severely diminished. 

I would be in a situation where I could do nothing, practically bound hand and foot.

“After being expelled from the family?”

First, they would order me to head to the Spencer County to find a way to make a living. 

If I somehow managed to arrive there, I would encounter the princess suffering from a peculiar illness known as mana crystallization.

“And then?”

Beyond that, I couldn’t predict what would happen.

Without vision enhancements, finding a cure for the princess’s illness in this world would be impossible. 

The cure for an already obsolete illness in this continent, where could it be found? 

Without vision enhancements, the princess’s death was certain. 

Then, something must happen after her death, right? 

My mind was a jumble of thoughts.

“First, I need to prepare.”

It was time to meet the fortunate encounter that arrived on a white horse earlier than expected.

***

At the Night after the Sun Had Completely Set

Even in the middle of such a late night, a person with an impressive and fiery appearance caught my eye. 

It was Lady Scarlett. 

She dismounted from her horse and opened the door of the expensive carriage that my grandfather used to ride.

Click. 

The person who descended from the carriage with Ladu Scarlett as escort was exactly who I had expected. 

With a small smile, the princess briefly made eye contact with me. 

It was a playful, childlike grin, as if she had discovered a new toy.

“Felix Howard greets Her Highness, the Princess.” 

My father respectfully bowed and greeted the princess first.

“Thank you for your hospitality, Lord Howard.” 

The princess, who always seemed so authoritative, was surprisingly polite to my father. 

As I tilted my head slightly at this unexpected demeanour, I felt as though the princess gave me a sharp look.

“It’s late. Please come inside.” 

My father courteously escorted the princess into the mansion and then to the room prepared for her.

“I apologize for the humble accommodations, Your Highness.”

The princess gently shook her head and smiled at my father’s words.

“I’m grateful that you welcomed me without notice at such a late hour.”

What a sly display of modesty. 

Perhaps my face revealed my thoughts because the princess gave me another sharp glance. 

She mouthed something to me in a way only I could see, and it roughly translated to: “You’re really rude, aren’t you?”

I avoided her gaze by bowing my head, pretending I didn’t understand.

“It’s late. May we continue our discussion tomorrow?”

“Yes, of course. Have a good night, Your Highness.”

My father bowed respectfully and left. 


I intended to follow him, but the princess gestured for me to stay. 

Naturally, I had no choice but to follow her into her guest room.

“It’s been a while.”

“Yes, Your Highness. I hope you’ve been well.”

The princess answered my question with a small smile.

“It seems you’ve been eating well?”

With those words, she stood up from her chair and compared her height to mine by placing her hand above her head.

“I’ve made some progress.”

At the mention of progress, Lady Scarlett, who had been silent, perked up.

“To think you’ve become a master at this age! Seeing it with my own eyes is truly impressive!”

When we met in late autumn, I was still an amateur who couldn’t even sense mana. 

It’s only been half a year since then, and now I had reached the level of a master. 

Such reactions were expected.

“I owe my progress to the duels I had with Lady Scarlett. It’s all thanks to her.”

Looking back, it was the desire to surpass her that fuelled my growth.

“Oh, well… I see.”

Lady Scarlett scratched her head bashfully. 

Despite her elderly appearance, her actions were strangely youthful.

“Before coming here, I sent a letter to the royal palace. It mentioned that my illness is fully cured and that I would be returning to the capital along with the news of the youngest master.”

Preventing a territorial war and taking the youngest master to the capital seemed to be the primary reasons for this visit.

“Would it be difficult to conduct an abbreviated ceremony here?”

Given that the territorial war had just ended, I felt it was a bit burdensome to leave the territory right away.

“An abbreviated ceremony is possible, but… you’re the youngest master. The capital would want to ascertain your true abilities.”

True abilities…

“Don’t worry. That’s why I brought the royal seal and came all this way.”

“Thank you for your consideration.”

I bowed respectfully.

“How surprising.”

The princess looked at me curiously.

“So, you don’t cause any trouble here? You’re more diligent than I thought.”

Suddenly, I remembered the soldiers’ crude behavior in the training grounds.

“Yawn…”

Fortunately, the princess didn’t notice my odd expression as she yawned.

“I’m tired.”

The princess blushed slightly as she spoke.

“I’ll take my leave now. Thank you again for your assistance.”

Traveling from Spencer County to here in one go must have been exhausting. 

It was best to excuse myself now. 

I bowed and opened the door to the guest room.

“Oh? Aren’t we sharing a bed tonight?”

The princess asked playfully.

“Is that permissible?”

“Are you crazy?”

“Of course not.”

She remained as capricious as ever, reminding me of a carefree noble.

***

The Next Day

The atmosphere in the dining room of the Howard Barony, where a feast was prepared, was extraordinary.

The servants looked as if they might faint at any moment, and my parents and Lucas didn’t look very cheerful either. 

It felt like the presence of a high-ranking general in the army. 

The atmosphere was bound to be tense.

“Thank you for inviting me, Lord Howard.”

“I apologize for inviting you to such a humble place, Your Highness.”

“Not at all.”

The princess’s demeanor was a model of royal conduct, and Lady Scarlett was even more taciturn than usual.

Thus, the formal banquet began smoothly. 

The atmosphere was gentle.

“First, congratulations on your victory in the territorial war, Lord Howard.”

“It was all possible thanks to your assistance, Your Highness. Thank you very much.”

Pleasantries were exchanged. 

The scene was familiar.

‘It feels like a battalion commander hosting a division commander.’

After a lengthy exchange of formalities, we finally got to the main topic.


“After the post-war negotiations, I plan to invite Lord Lloyd to the capital. Everyone has high expectations for the youngest master in the continent’s history.”

My father glanced at me briefly before bowing his head with a serious expression.

“I will follow Your Highness’s wishes.”

The moment I had been waiting for the most. 

It was time to reap the benefits from the noble alliance’s treasury.
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Post-War Negotiations

Post-war negotiations are discussions that take place after a war ends, aiming to reach an amicable agreement by considering each side’s situation. 

In movies, unconditional surrender is often depicted, but most territorial wars ended in amicable agreements.

Particularly, this was true when neither side’s forces had suffered any damage. 

The key to achieving the best possible agreement was taking hostages under the guise of honour.

‘How much will it be…?’ 

I smirked while looking at the 21 swords carefully stored in the armoury. 

As I was thinking about the upcoming negotiations, I heard familiar footsteps from beyond the room. 

It was Alfred.

Knock, knock. 

“Come in.” 

“Young master, the head of the house is calling for you.”

“Alright.”

The mansion felt unusually chaotic. 

It was said that the heads of the noble coalition who had come to the Howard estate were about to start post-war negotiations. 

‘The sooner, the better.’ 

Moving soldiers costs an enormous amount of money.

Moreover, the noble coalition had practically squeezed every resource to bring their forces. 

With maintenance costs eating away at their finances daily, they would want to conclude the post-war negotiations as soon as possible.

“Let’s go.”

After straightening my attire, I followed Alfred. 

He led me to the study. 

Knock, knock. 

“Come in.” 

I cautiously opened the door and entered the study, bowing slightly to show respect to my father.

“Come here.” 

“Yes.”

I stood behind my father like a bodyguard, taking in the heavy atmosphere of the study. 

Three nobles were seated at the negotiation table. 

They were familiar faces to Lloyd, who had once been an ardent admirer of Olivia. 

The man with a balding spot was Baron Bray, the one with a long beard like an immortal was Baron Breuh, and the young man who appeared to be in his mid-to-late thirties was Viscount Grun. 

Though their sharp eyes were impressive as befitting nobles, their faces bore the fatigue and pain of defeat that they could not easily hide.

“Lord Howard, we acknowledge our defeat in this war. The bravery and decisiveness of the Howards are overwhelming.”

The first to speak was Baron Bray, who had ignited the signal for this territorial war.

“Continuing this war would only inflict irreparable wounds on both sides. Therefore, I hope to conclude this war here.”

“Baron Bray, I share the same sentiment.”

It was a formal procedure. 

If they hadn’t subdued the lord of the territory, it was only natural for such negotiations to take place. 

Hence, nothing would change even if I rampaged like a madman during these tedious proceedings.

“We have witnessed the prowess of the Howard family, which rose to this position from a knightly family. To think that a young master who has yet to undergo the coming-of-age ceremony could…”

Baron Bray looked at me with a complex gaze. 

The thought of having such a dangerous individual, who could single-handedly take on 20 knights and masters, living in the neighbouring territory must have dried his mouth. 

Moreover, they had tried to kill me. 

They would have restless nights for a while.

“So, what are your terms?”

“We only wish to minimize the aftermath of this war and discuss the future peace.”

“Peace…”

My father frowned slightly at Baron Bray’s words. 

Tap, tap, tap. 

His right index finger drummed on the table, a sound that reflected his displeasure.

“There have been too many incidents to simply call it peace, haven’t there?”

“A master in such a remote area can single-handedly change the tide of battle. Please understand our fear.”

Tap. 

“In that case, you should not have started the territorial war in the first place.”

“Our family’s administrator was insulted. It would have been difficult for any noble to overlook such a situation, wouldn’t it?”

My father glanced at me.

“You were the first to insult us with a ridiculous letter. What do you have to say about that?”

It was all about the interests surrounding a suddenly discovered silver mine. 

Since the territorial war lacked a proper justification from the start, Baron Bray’s attitude became increasingly cautious.

“Please accept our apologies. We are willing to pay the price for our rash actions.”

The repetitive arguments, like a squirrel running on a wheel, came to an end. 

The conclusion was that they were at fault and would compensate us. 

It was a tiresome process, repeating the same story until my legs went numb.

Swish. 

My father unfolded the paper presented by the noble coalition.

“Hmm…”

I quickly scanned the paper my father showed me, calculating in my head. 

Baron Bray looked at me with a shining bald spot.

“Great master Lloyd, who has demonstrated valor comparable to a myth. Do you think this compensation is sufficient for the honor of the knights you have taken?”

Baron Bray asked with a very tired expression. 

‘The salary of a knight must be…’ 

In this world, knights were highly paid. 

Knights with fiefs usually earned around 100,000 shillings, while those living on salaries typically earned between 40,000 to 60,000 shillings. 

Competent knights could earn 200 million, while less capable ones earned between 80 million to 120 million. Baron Bray and Baron Breuh prepared eight knights each.

Viscount Grun prepared twelve knights. 

Calculating their salaries, life insurance, and the cost of training new knights. 

‘It seems reasonable.’ 

This compensation would require them to tighten their belts and barely manage to pay over ten years.

Post-war negotiations are, after all, negotiations. 


It’s a quiet battle to minimize each other’s losses at the negotiating table. 

They had already offered the maximum compensation they could afford.

“I think it is a sufficient compensation.”

Was it the royal flag hanging on the castle of the barony that intimidated them?

It felt like the negotiations were wrapped up too hastily.

However—

“Who will restore Sir Gilbert’s honor?”

There was no mention of compensation for Sir Gilbert’s life.

“…I have received a letter from Count Biden. If Lord Howard signs it, it will be carried out immediately.”

He was still a man with an annoyingly heavy butt.

If they had come to our estate from the beginning for an amicable breakup, the relationship wouldn’t have become so complicated.

“Hmm.”

The reason Sir Gilbert participated in this territorial war was because Viscountess Grun was the second daughter of Count Biden.

Since there was a master in Lord Howard’s barony, it was a choice to maintain at least a minimal balance.

-There were no personal feelings involved, so please don’t misunderstand.

At the end of the letter filled with such lengthy nonsense was the amount of compensation.

An enormous amount, 1.5 times the compensation offered by the three families.

This was the maximum amount Count Biden could yield.

‘Why is this so easy…!’

If they started spewing nonsense to reduce the compensation, I was prepared to perform a sword dance with honour and pride.

But it seemed the situation was being resolved too easily.

“Then let’s discuss the future. For the next 10 years, we will…”

For Lord Howard’s barony, this was the best possible outcome.

Having secured a huge compensation, there was plenty of margin to both develop the silver vein and expand the territory.

Nevertheless, there was a strangely unsettling feeling, like something was left unfinished.

The post-war negotiations proceeded smoothly.

With all the urgent issues here resolved, the only thing left was to leave for the capital with the princess.

“Did the negotiations go well?”

“Yes, Your Highness. It’s all thanks to your grace.”

“Is that so? That’s good to hear.”

I thought it would take at least a week, but the negotiations ended too early.

Departing for the capital immediately in this situation would put excessive strain on the princess, who was already exhausted from the forced march.

Therefore, it was decided to take an additional week of rest before leaving for the capital.

“So this is Lord Howard’s barony.”

The princess looked around Lord Howard’s barony with a relaxed expression.

Honestly, it’s a place with scenery as good as Switzerland, so to a princess who lived in the capital, it would seem like the countryside.

“It’s not bad.”

But the princess seemed to like our estate more than expected.

‘Is this the charm of rural life?’

Despite her appearance, she might actually be old enough to harbour fantasies about rural life.

“I’d like to look around a bit. Could you escort me?”

The princess extended her right hand with a playful expression.

It was a familiar gesture to me.

“Of course, Your Highness—”

Just as I was about to take the princess’s hand.

“Of course, Your Highness.”

Lady Scarlett smoothly took the princess’s hand.

I awkwardly withdrew my extended hand.

“Were you expecting something?”

She was still the same person.

“Be careful in the capital. If you’re not a guard knight, you won’t be allowed to approach so easily.”

Her voice was playful, but it was a quiet admonishment of my etiquette.

The princess, who had been forgiving my rudeness, was practically in a state of resignation.

But such behaviour would never be tolerated in the capital.

It felt like a warning not to cause unnecessary trouble.

‘What a troublesome person.’

If nobles say what they want indirectly, the princess hides her intentions in mischievous actions.

She was someone I didn’t want to get entangled with.

“Lord Lloyd. May I ask you to guide us around the estate?”

“Yes, Lady Scarlett.”

I led such a group slowly around Lord Howard’s barony.

It didn’t take long.

Lord Howard’s barony was one of the smallest noble families around here.

After looking around, the princess gazed at me with a subtle expression.

“So where is the grand place you mentioned? For all the money invested, this area seems too ordinary.”

“It’s quite a distance from here.”

“I don’t know when I’ll visit again, so I’d like to see it if I can.”

“Well, that…”

“Why hesitate?”

The people working in that barony are rough-talking but warm-hearted folks.

Please don’t misunderstand.

Repeating this inwardly, I led the princess and Lady Scarlett there.

And then—

“Are you crazy? Are these really the soldiers of a noble family? Ha…”

“What on earth are you doing! Do you still claim to be the swords and shields of the family? Pick up your swords! I will personally correct your rotten minds!!!”

Screams!!!

“Lord Lloyd! P-please spare us!!!”

The princess’s shocked gaze.

Lady’s Scarlett’s anger, forgetting even her formal speech.

The soldiers’ cries for mercy.

I had to take in all of it.

“War is such a futile thing.”

I could only sigh, looking up at the sky.

***

“So you failed in the end?”

“I-I’m sorry, Your Highness…”

“This is troublesome. Didn’t you say my sister would pass away this year?”

“T-that, the astrologers saw the radiant constellations turn into ominous signs… It’s something that can’t be overturned by human hands.”

“Then why is she still alive?”

“It seems to have something to do with the youngest master, Lloyd.”

“So I told you to take care of it, didn’t I? Why is she still alive?”

The man in the robe couldn’t answer anymore and bowed his head.

“Was it a lack of money? Time? Or—”

The silver-haired boy who seemed to be in his mid-teens drew his sword with a cold expression.

“Was it just you who were lacking?”

“Y-Your Highness…!”

Thud.

“Guk, kuuugh…!”

Blood gushed from the severed left arm.

The robed man bowed his head to the floor, a desperate effort to survive.

“Get out. Clean up properly.”

“Yes, Your Highness…”


The boy left the room, leaving the bleeding man behind.

‘It can’t be overturned by human hands?’

Nonsense.

‘Lloyd Howard…’

The boy frowned, looking up at the night sky with a crescent moon.



 
  
    Chapter 30: Honey in the Mouth, Sword in the Belly


If I was to leave for the kingdom of Fiona, I wouldn’t be able to return to my domain for a while. 

So, I needed to wrap up the work I had been doing before leaving.

“The silver mine is fine.”

It was revealed that there is a considerable silver vein in the Howard barony. 

The quantity is substantial enough that the domain might quickly expand to the size of a County. 

Moreover, with the emergence of the youngest master, I might even be granted a new title. 

As such rumours spread rapidly, the atmosphere around the Howard barony quickly became bustling.

“Doesn’t it seem like more immigrants have been coming recently?”

“Well, everyone has to find a way to make a living.”

“That’s true.”

This was a conversation between the guards. 

In this world, agriculture is the mainstay, but the land available for farming is limited. 

Therefore, except for the eldest and second sons who inherit the family business, most people have to leave to find a way to live. 

In such a situation, it is said that a silver vein has been discovered in the neighbouring domain. 

Developing a silver mine and extracting silver requires a vast workforce. 

They must have judged that now is the right time to move.

Fortunately, the Howard barony had enough capacity to accommodate immigrants. 

Rapid development of the domain would likely proceed.

“There are quite a lot.”

After observing the immigrants settling in, I returned to the mansion. 

Then I took out the materials I had prepared for the handover of the work I had been doing.

“Young master, the head of the house is looking for you.”

“Okay.”

Leaving for somewhere and setting up automatic hunting is common sense for a gamer. 

If I hand over the detailed information, my father will take care of it. 

I gathered the documents and headed to my father’s office.

Knock knock.

Come in.

Perhaps because he had been very busy with post-war negotiations, my father seemed a bit haggard in the short time.

“So, you’re leaving soon?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

I said so and handed over the prepared materials to my father.

“What is this?”

“It’s the work I had been progressing with permission.”

It was material close to an agricultural revolution that would fill the bellies of the increased population. 

Since the foundation had already been laid, I just needed to leave materials that sorted out the variables. 

My father, who had led the family from the head position for a long time, could surely continue the project based on this material.

“I don’t know if this is really possible.”

The effectiveness of iron agricultural tools has already been proven. 

If we suddenly mobilize the increased workforce, we can implement the improved sowing method through hoes.

But in this world, farming is seen as something that requires a fallow period to restore the land’s fertility after each harvest. 

The four-crop rotation method introduced under such circumstances was knowledge almost akin to torturing an alien for information. 

It was natural for him to show a confused reaction.

“To support the increased population, we must try anything.”

As we received a lot of war reparations, the barony still had some leeway. 

But to support the rapidly growing population, we can’t rely on external food supply forever. 

My father nodded, having made a big decision.

“With more livestock, we should have enough leeway this year.”

We have iron agricultural tools and many livestock. 

If we’re going to try new farming methods, now is the right time. It seems he judged this way.

“Please, don’t cause any trouble in the capital…”

My father sighed and looked out the window. 

I have so many things going on that I don’t know what he has in mind when he says that.

“Yes.”

At times like this, it’s best to lower my head without a word. 

I bowed politely to my father and left the office. 

It was really time to leave the domain now.

***

After bidding farewell to my family, I embarked on a journey to the royal castle.

“Please be mindful of your conduct in the royal court.”

For a week, I had stripped my soldiers of their military discipline and instead instilled them with nobility and grace, thanks to the great Lady Scarlett.

“It was a special measure to strengthen them in a short period.”

The result was the best I could achieve, though there were minor side effects.

“I don’t intend to deny its effectiveness. For mercenaries, their achievements were remarkable.”

Indeed, Lucas, the captain, and Jack had reached the rank of knights.

The remaining 28 mercenaries had also reached a level where they could be called apprentice knights.

“But if they are to be soldiers of a noble house, they must also possess the appropriate decorum.”

She wasn’t wrong, so I nodded in agreement.

“Could you teach me the essential etiquette for the royal court?”

Then I subtly changed the subject to something equally important.

“Pardon?”

“Yes.”

Unlike this rural area, the royal court must have its own set of appropriate etiquettes.

It would be better to show a good image rather than being looked down upon for coming from the countryside.

“…I too am not very well-versed in etiquette.”

Lady Scarlett said this, slightly blushing. 

She seemed conscious of her own behaviour.

“If you’re concerned about your speech, you can correct it anytime, can’t you?”

Lady Scarlett glanced briefly at the carriage.


It seemed her peculiar way of speaking had something to do with the princess.

“…There was once a young girl born into a very honourable family.”

Lady Scarlett began her story, looking at the distant mountains.

“Unlike other girls, she was captivated by the sound of steel rather than the fragrance of flowers.”

The Blaze family was a prestigious one, having produced many masters over generations.

Being a founding family, it was understandable that she was different from typical noblewomen.

“While other girls of her age were engrossed in tales of love, this girl was absorbed in the stories of knights, singing of honour and glory.”

‘Indeed.’

Knightly literature in this world is generally very archaic in style.

The dialogues of the characters are almost theatrical, and since the characters are usually men, the language is formal and rigid.

If one was enamoured with such knightly literature at a sensitive age, it would be natural to mimic the characters unknowingly.

Everyone goes through this phase during adolescence.

Though it was a bit of a stretch to claim Lady Scarlet was in her adolescence, given her age.

“Ultimately, a knight is one who follows the commands of their lord. Just remember that.”

Scarlett said this, glancing again at the carriage.

From the stories I had heard during our month together, I could piece together the picture.

‘So it was like that.’

The princess seemed to have taken a liking to Lady Scarlet’s peculiar way of speaking.

She had commanded Lady Scarlet to always use that archaic speech.

It seemed that the princess, who was suffering from an incurable disease, had made this request.

Even as a master, it would have been difficult for Lady Scarlet to refuse such a request.

It was a testament to the bond they had built.

‘So she was conscious of it after all.’

I was surprised.

Glancing beside me, I noticed that Lady Scarlet did not want to continue this topic.

So I stroked the sword at my waist.

“By the way, what is that unsightly sword of yours?”

“This one, you mean?”

Lady Scarlet nodded slightly.

I untied the sword from my waist and held it in my hand.

“It’s a sword made with durability in mind.”

Though I was not familiar with other regions, the ironworking technology around the barony was not very advanced.

So I thought an ordinary longsword might fail me in battle.

As long as I could imbue it with mana to ensure its sharpness, I preferred to make it sturdy to prevent breakage.

In reality, it was more like a blunt weapon than a sword, making it awkward to call it a longsword.

Even Gale, who made it, seemed dissatisfied.

‘I wanted to make that…’

The fantasy of a man: a giant sword.

But given the circumstances, I had to set aside that dream for the time being.

“You have become the youngest master in the continent’s history. It’s a great achievement that raises the honour of the Fiona Kingdom. So it’s only natural you would be bestowed with a weapon.”

Lady Scarlet said this while stroking her sword.

A sword made of mithril alloy, something that could not be acquired without qualification, no matter the wealth.

“Is that so?”

“For nobles, a family crest is a mark of status, and for knights, it’s their sword. It’s only fitting for the youngest master to have such an honour. I too was bestowed this sword as the youngest master of the Fiona Kingdom.”

A guarantee from Master Scarlet herself.

‘Will they really give it to me?’

Mithril was something even count-level nobles found hard to obtain.

Even the three masters employed by Count Biden did not possess mithril weapons.

‘It would be nice if they gave me armour too.’

After all, sword and armour are a set.

***

On the road to the capital, it’s natural to encounter various territories. 

So, I thought we would pass through these territories one by one on our way to the capital. 

Whenever I headed to the Spencer County, I always went through villages.

But we headed almost straight to Spencer County. 

This route was strenuous not only for the soldiers but also for the princess riding in the carriage.

“…This is the best option.”

That was Lady Scarlett’s response to my question.

‘This is politics.’

The relationships of royalty, often depicted lightheartedly in stories, are the pinnacle of politics. 

You never know when or where you might be ambushed.

So, they chose the safest route possible.

‘I noticed they packed a lot of provisions.’

At least the clean river nearby allowed us to maintain minimal hygiene, which was a small comfort. 

After many nights of camping out, we finally arrived at Spencer County. 

Only then could we finally relieve our travel fatigue.

After staying in Spencer County for five days, we set out again on our journey to the capital. 

It was a grueling march. 

After a four-day journey,

‘Wow…?’

we finally reached a fortress truly worthy of being called the capital. 

I had thought Spencer County was a massive territory, but compared to the capital, it felt like a small provincial town.

‘There should be lots of things here, right?’

Nobles of territories are like the ultimate homebodies. 

It’s rare for them to leave their lands. 

Since I had come all this way, I intended to make the most of my visit.

As I was looking around with this in mind, a group of soldiers wearing armor emblazoned with the flag of the Kingdom of Fiona appeared. 

The citizens, initially confused, soon understood the situation and bowed in respect.

Step, step, step!

With the knights escorting us, we headed toward the capital through an empty main road. 

It was so overwhelming that I felt dizzy, but thanks to Lady Scarlett’s advice, I didn’t cause any major incidents.

‘I’m a guest brought by the princess, so I should maintain a position that’s neither too close nor too distant…’

As I walked through the corridors of the capital, mindful of Lady Scarlett’s advice to avoid causing any offense, I heard a voice.

“Oh, sister…!”

A teenage boy, who looked like a young nobleman on the brink of being overwhelmed, came running toward the princess with a joyful expression.

“Teo, have you been well?”

“Yes, of course. I’m so relieved to see you’re healthy, sister…!”


A gentle smile, like a crescent moon in the night sky, adorned the princess’s lips. 

The boy, in contrast, had a bright and warm smile like a sunflower blooming in the morning sun.

But—

‘This bastard…’

The man called Teo had a glaringly bright red mark on his head that made me wonder if this was okay.



 
  
    Chapter 31: Face to Face


A foreboding red mark hovered above his head.

It was a clear sign that the other person harbored undeniable hostility.

It was the most intense mark I had seen so far.

Hostility that transcended into murderous intent.

This prince harbored clear murderous intent toward the princess.

“Oh, dear… His Highness is looking for you, my lady!”

“Yes, I must go.”

The princess said this and then briefly glanced at me before heading off to see the king with the knights.

Smirk.

The prince did not erase that soft smile from his lips until he left.

I thought Lucas might be somewhat intimidating, but this guy was just an outright murderer.

In a literal sense.

‘So, it’s him?’

The princess had stayed at Count Spencer’s territory with only Lady Scarlet because she couldn’t easily trust anyone else.

It meant someone was aiming for her life.

It seemed like they couldn’t even find a trace of that someone, but Chicken Mode instantly saw through the existence of such a dark figure.

‘Maybe politics would’ve been better for me after all.’

I found myself amazed at the convenience of Chicken Mode once again.

‘What should I do…

Running to the princess and shouting, ‘That guy’s the culprit!’ would be difficult.

She’d just ask on what grounds I was making such a claim.

‘For now, I’ll keep a low profile.’

That crazy psychopath prince harbored murderous intent not only towards the princess but also towards me.

It was wise to keep my distance and calmly think of a countermeasure for now.

While I was lost in these thoughts, a servant of the palace walked up to me and bowed politely.

“Are you Lord Lloyd Howard?”

“Yes, I am.”

“I will escort you to your room.”

The palace servant led me to a splendid room that seemed almost too good to be true.

It was indeed the royal palace.

Each piece of furniture was on a different level, making me realize the grandeur.

Even though Howard’s estate tried to maintain a noble appearance, compared to this, it made me chuckle.

“I will prepare your bathwater.”

I nodded slightly at the servant’s words and then took off the cumbersome armor I was wearing.

I changed into the comfortable clothes prepared in the room and then washed away my fatigue with the bathwater the servant had prepared.

The warm water soothed both my body and mind.

While savoring that satisfaction, even a meal was delivered to the room.

I had never experienced it, but this must be what the service of a 7-star hotel feels like.

It was that kind of service.

I chuckled bitterly as I cut into the beautifully plated steak the servant had brought.

‘If it weren’t for Chicken Mode, I wouldn’t be eating this.’

Although a sudden poisoning might not happen in the palace, I was aware of an enemy harboring murderous intent nearby.

I probably wouldn’t be able to easily enjoy such a feast.

‘She is indeed impressive.’

Has the princess lived here for 20 years without Chicken Mode…

I couldn’t even begin to imagine such a thing.

***

Time passed for them after that.

During this time, I was treated as an honored guest and relieved my accumulated fatigue.

If it had been me on Earth, I would have felt extremely uncomfortable in this situation.

After all, I was enjoying top-notch service for free at a place equivalent to a seven-star hotel, which would cost hundreds per night.

But now, I was different.

‘Yes, this level of service is to be expected for chicken mode.’

Honestly, haven’t there been too many hardships for chicken mode until now?

It was tough. 

Really tough.

Nod, nod.

As I was thinking that, I heard a knock on the door.

-“It’s Scarlett. May I come in?”

“Yes, please come in.”

The door opened, and Lady Scarlett entered.

“Ah…?”

Her hairstyle was a familiar ponytail to me.

However, unlike before, when she had tied it roughly for practicality, it now showed signs of someone having meticulously styled it.

The white-based uniform also accentuated her figure, giving her a much more feminine appearance than before.

I couldn’t help but stare at Lady Scarlett as if entranced.

“I’m sorry for coming so hastily.”

“No, it’s fine. In fact, I was getting restless.”

A guest who traveled such a long distance should be given at least three days to recover from the journey.

But she was apologizing for coming after only a few days.

“If that’s the case, I’m glad. First of all, your title conferment ceremony is scheduled for five days from now. So let me briefly explain the procedures for the ceremony.”

“Is it okay for you to be away from Her Highness, as her escort knight?”

“It is by Her Highness’s order.”

The princess kept no one else by her side except for Lady Scarlett.

It meant that Lady Scarlett was the most trustworthy person to her.

And she had assigned such a person to me.

‘She really is a good person.’

Though her mischievous actions could be annoying, she was generous and considerate in many ways.

“Sir Lloyd, how much do you know about the title conferment ceremony?”


“All I know is what Lady Scarlett told me on the way here.”

“Then, just in case, let me explain it to you again.”

I engraved the detailed information Lady Scarlett provided into my mind.

The procedures weren’t much different from the etiquette in the border regions, so it wasn’t too difficult.

“You learn quickly.”

“It’s all thanks to your detailed explanation, Lady Scarlett.”

It would have been harder not to understand with such detailed explanations.

“Do you have any plans afterward?”

“I’m free.”

“Then follow me.”

Lady Scarlett said this and led me to the training ground.

“Although a typical title conferment ceremony proceeds as I explained earlier, it’s a bit different for a Master.”

Lady Scarlett picked up a wooden sword that was propped up against the wall.

I followed her and picked up a wooden sword as well.

“Is this from your experience?”

“Yes. Until you appeared, I was the youngest Master in the Kingdom of Fiona.”

Lady Scarlett lightly swung the wooden sword as if checking its weight.

“As the youngest Master, you will demonstrate your sword dance in front of His Majesty the King.”

‘A sword dance…’

Come to think of it, just imbuing the sword with aura and finishing would be too dull to watch.

“What is the method for the sword dance?”

Lady Scarlett lightly lifted her wooden sword.

Whish.

The indoor training ground had its windows closed, so there was no wind.

Yet it felt as if a gentle spring breeze was softly brushing my hair.

‘Amazing…’

The swordsmanship of Lady Scarlett, who had been my constant sparring partner in chicken mode, was overwhelming.

If not for the physical abilities of a Master, I wouldn’t even dare to fight her due to her fierce, heavy, and sharp skills.

But now, it felt as peaceful as if I were on a picnic.

Despite the sword path being exactly the same, it felt so different…

[Blaze Swordsmanship proficiency has increased.]

Lady Scarlett’s movements were so beautiful that the term sword dance was indeed fitting.

“Show me your best swordsmanship.”

“My best swordsmanship…”

Naturally, the swordsmanship I am most confident in is the Howard Swordsmanship.

The next one would be the Huden Swordsmanship I learned from Jack.

Besides these, I had learned many other sword techniques through Chicken Mode, but most were at the 4 to 6-star level, so it was hard to call them my best.

“Any tips?”

“Swing the sword leisurely, just like when you first learned.”

Following Lady Scarlett’s advice, I slowly took my stance.

Then, recalling the time I first learned Howard Swordsmanship through Chicken Mode, I swung the wooden sword.

‘Is it like this?’

Just like playing a rhythm game, I leisurely displayed the Howard Swordsmanship.

‘I’ve grown a lot.’

Now, I can perfectly display swordsmanship even without the help of Chicken Mode.

Swoosh.

As I lowered the wooden sword, Lady Scarlett nodded with a satisfied expression.

“Excellent.”

“Is that so?”

“It may lack the flamboyance of a sword dance, but there wasn’t a single unnecessary movement.”

That’s right.

These are the movements I repeated thousands, tens of thousands of times as the correct answers given by Chicken Mode.

“Do I need to improve?”

“Everyone has high expectations of the youngest master.”

I started to think that maybe this was the real reason Lady Scarlett came to find me.

“May I ask for your guidance?”

“Of course.”

There’s a madman in the royal castle trying to kill me.

Yet, life is surprisingly quiet.

That’s certainly what I thought when learning sword dance from Lady Scarlett.

“Are you Sir Lloyd Howard? I am Theodor de Sein la Fiona. It’s an honours to meet the youngest master…!”

Until the crazy psychopath with a bright red mark on his head came to my room.

“Lloyd Howard greets Prince Theodor.”

I bowed as naturally as possible, avoiding the madman’s gaze.

I had to be cautious, even making eye contact with such a dangerous person.

“Oh, don’t do that. I just wanted to hear stories about Lord Lloyd, the hero of myths.”

The madman, nicknamed Theo, said this while busily waving both hands.

He looked so naive and innocent that anyone who didn’t know better might find him endearing.

But the bright red mark above his head still glowed.

“I am not a grand figure like a hero from myths.”

“Really…?”

The third prince continued in a slightly disappointed voice, carefully watching my reaction.

“I heard that you fought dangerous beasts to protect mercenaries and stood alone against a great army to protect the territory’s residents…”

“That is true.”

“Really!”

The third prince’s eyes sparkled as he urged me to tell him more heroic tales.

It was such a heartwarming sight that I almost became the storyteller Lloyd without realizing it.

‘This is also reconnaissance.’


If he was keeping an eye on the princess, he would have figured out that I saved her.

So, he’s likely trying to find out more about me.

‘How much should I say…’

I wanted to keep my distance because of my unease, but since he came to me first, I might as well take this opportunity.

I began to speak very cautiously.



 
  
    Chapter 32: Justice will Prevail


“Every beginning is… hmm…”

I gazed out the window with a somewhat wistful expression.

My room in the royal palace was a VIP room, and the view was beautiful, showing glimpses of a garden meticulously tended by the gardener.

‘Help me, Olivia.’

“My life began to fall apart from the end of my spring days.”

“Are you perhaps talking about the broken engagement?”

The prince’s innocent smile faded just a little.

However, it didn’t seem like a bad reaction, maybe just my imagination.

In good times and bad, in wealth and poverty, in sickness and health, you are always with me, Olivia.

‘Actually, isn’t breaking up with the fiancé more of a cheat code than chicken mode?’

For a brief moment, such a thought crossed my mind.

“…Because I was lacking.”

Lucas, who had been considered a genius since childhood.

I was always compared to him as I grew up.

If I tried sincerely but still lost to Lucas, I thought my world would no longer exist, so I didn’t try.

During that time, I met a goddess with a beautiful smile like a warm spring day.

I fell in love and got engaged.

Being with her allowed me to forget my pain, even if just for a moment.

“That was escapism. Not behaviour befitting a noble.”

Fearing I might lose to Lucas, I fled reality and clung even more to Olivia.

That’s why the engagement was broken.

Only then could I face reality and resolve to change.

“That’s unfortunate. But it seems the Count of Biden was a bit hasty. He didn’t recognize a rough diamond when he saw one…”

If this guy were the protagonist of a novel, it would definitely be titled ‘Genius Actor.’

He was truly a wicked fellow.

“So, after becoming an apprentice knight in the Count of Biden’s territory?”

For a very brief moment, the prince’s eyes gleamed sharply.

Normally, one wouldn’t notice, but knowing in advance that the other harboured malice, it was easy to assign meaning to every word and action.

This guy was definitely trying to extract information from me.

And he had my life on the line.

‘Could it be about this land dispute…?’

The Count of Biden is indeed an unsavoury character.

Having known him for ten years, he could have formally annulled the engagement and preserved Lloyd’s honour to some extent.

But he carried out a unilateral annulment without any compensation, just to sell Olivia for a higher price.

Though he’s a truly nasty person, one could say he’s also clever.

Isn’t it too reckless for such a man to involve himself in a land dispute?

Could the rush to handle it without compensation be to hide the fact that it was related to this prince rather than Princess Anastasia’s intervention?

‘The scariest thing is that it’s not impossible.’

Why is someone the same age as Lucas filled with so much malice?

I continued the conversation carefully, ensuring such thoughts didn’t show on my face.

“I met Lady Scarlett there. And I received guidance. It felt like encountering a kind of wall.”

“Lady Scarlett, one of the top three knights our kingdom is proud of! Indeed…”

Was Lady Scarlett really that strong?

With a noble start, there’s rarely a need to go abroad.

So, had I just started walking, and suddenly faced something akin to the Four Heavenly Kings?

‘And this guy is the Demon King.’

In the worst possible way.

“My sister said she has already finished her treatment and is now recuperating. Did Count Spencer perhaps find a cure?”

‘Hey, you son of a bitch.’

Use your blinkers before entering.

It was a choice that couldn’t be handled with Olivia or the honour of a broken engagement.

1. My grandfather had already found a treatment method and was recuperating. 

-Should I kill Count Spencer? 

-Oh, and I know you treated her, too. 

-Should I kill you as well?

2.I treated him. 

-How did you do it? What a dangerous person you are; should I kill you?

Is it all about killing, you crazy bastard…

I didn’t want to come to the royal palace because I was afraid of facing this kind of insane situation.

I never thought it was a miracle, but a trap…

We don’t have much time.

“…Lord Lloyd?”

Look, he’s pushing for an answer.

‘What are you doing, chicken mode…?’

Cold sweat ran down my back as my doubts about the difficulty level of a baby holding a bottle began to grow in real time.

A delicious pixel image of fried chicken appeared above the head of the mad third prince.

‘Chicken…!’

I decided to accept the help of the chicken without hesitation.

[Main Scenario 1: Era of Chaos]

‘Main scenario?’

[The Crescent Moon and the Sword of Resolution have been achieved.]

[The Fall of Count Spencer has been achieved.]

[Episode: Exile has been achieved.]

[Awakening has been achieved.]

‘…What is this?’

Suddenly, chicken mode started to flash messages like crazy.

Each one was a very meaningful sentence.

But due to the prince’s urgency, it didn’t seem like there was time to check them.

[Recommendation: Explain that each master’s mana operation is different and it was resolved by chance.]


It was the first time chicken mode provided guidelines in a conversation with someone.

Why now, of all times?

Is it because it’s the main scenario?

Or perhaps,

‘Because it might be a life-or-death choice?’

I felt a chill down my spine.

I showed an attitude as if carefully observing the prince’s reaction before slowly reaching out my hand.

“Each master’s mana is of different colors. Do you know that, Your Highness?”

“Of course.”

“That’s because knights gain different insights and reach the level of a master.”

I said that and then asked the prince’s permission before taking his hand.

“Excuse me for a moment.”

“It’s alright.”

I was being more polite than necessary.

So, he’ll probably accept the sweat on my hands as a sign of tension.

“Huh…?”

Holding the prince’s hand, I operated the mana.

[Discovered the Shadow of the Plague.]

[The Shadow over the Kingdom has been achieved.]

[Pavane for a Dead Princess has been achieved.]

Then the prince, sensing something, stared at our joined hands with wide eyes.

“It seems I have a higher affinity for mana than others.”

When I showed my respects to the princess and kissed the back of her hand, the same phenomenon you’re feeling now occurred.

Her usually languid and cold complexion brightened.

So, I stayed in Count Spencer’s territory and, despite the impropriety, held her hand.

Touching the body of an unmarried princess for a long time, even for healing purposes, could easily spark rumours.

Unintentionally, I had no choice but to hide the fact that I was treating her.

“Indeed… I see…”

After hearing my explanation, the prince stared blankly out the window.

I knew that expression well.

‘It’s the look of someone wondering why they’re being unfairly targeted.’

It was the look I often had when I was the top rank in PVP games at the silver level.

“Oh, I’ve taken up a lot of your time. You’re very busy preparing for the sword dance these days, and I’m truly sorry…”

“No, Your Highness. Your… Ahem, ahem. Didn’t you say you wanted to hear the heroic tale? That’s when I awakened my mana…”

“Oh… I’m sorry. I also sneaked out from my tutor…”

“Ah, I see. Then let’s save this story for next time.”

A romantic or obsessive person who couldn’t forget his ex-girlfriend.

A blockhead deeply engrossed in chivalry.

A lucky bastard.

I firmly implanted these impressions of me in the prince’s mind.

Having gone through such an absurd situation, the prince left, abandoning even the pretence of acting.

Chicken Mode is finally working hard!

Thinking that, I carefully checked the information displayed by Chicken Mode.

“This is the quest completion window?”

Why did it only appear now?

Thinking that, I began to examine the quest completion windows one by one.

[The Blooming Crescent Moon and the Sword of Resolution]

[Princess Anastasia sought to cure her incurable disease in the Spencer County, which has ties to the Blaze Ducal House, the founding fathers. However, she decided to return to the royal castle after concluding that treatment was impossible. Count Spencer tried to dissuade her, saying that he could not guarantee how many sacrifices would result from the rampage of the contracted spirit. Respecting Spencer Count’s grand cause, the princess decided to return, and Scarlet drew the Sword of Resolve.]

“Really, dying was part of the main story?”

I had expected it, but seeing it with my own eyes felt different.

[The Fall of Spencer Count]

[Spencer Count, who blocked the princess’s path for the sake of the kingdom’s people. Despite his loyalty, the royal family turned their back on him. Despite the support of the Blaze House, the founding fathers, Spencer Count could not escape the charge of regicide.]

“My grandfather was caught in political intrigue…”

[Episode: Exile]

[A scent of war is in the air. Even Baron Howard , who was generous to his family, had to make a choice to protect his house. An era of war needed a hero. Unfortunately, Lloyd was not that hero.]

“So, Lloyd’s exile was the main story. No wonder Chicken Mode’s difficulty was insane… This is it. I twisted a forced defeat event with the power of Chicken Mode. That’s why I deviated so far from the main scenario. The quest completion window started popping up only now because I met the Third Prince, a key figure in the main scenario.”

[Awakening]

[Lloyd, who was exiled from his family, has nothing. He has no talent in swordsmanship or magic, a foolish person. But because of that, he desires the ashes of embers.]

“This is where he goes dark.”

In this world, there are three categories of mana power defined by the cycle. Divinity, Nature, and Life. 

Nature and Life are the powers of wizards and knights. 

The remaining one is Divinity. 

Among them, Lloyd receives the blessing of an evil god, known as the ‘Apostle’. 

He jumps into the era of war with that power.

“So, that’s what the game advertisement meant… Here, you can become anything: good or evil, knight or wizard, king or revolutionary, inventor or destroyer! Lloyd was a playable character with an ‘evil’ alignment, and it would have been easy for him to become a new king in the era of war. There’s a saying that heroes are born in chaotic times. It means that the player faces situations worthy of being called a hero. The era of war was an unavoidable episode. Thanks to Chicken Mode, I accidentally avoided the trigger, which was the princess’s death.

My head throbbed.

“What’s left are the Apostle of the Plague, the Shadow Over the Kingdom, and the Pavane for a Dead Princess?”

It’s pretty clear.

“It means the princess’s disease was intentional.”

I read the brief summaries written in the quest window one by one. 

And at the end, I got some interesting information.

“A dark hero who judges evil… that’s really romantic.”

Starting with evil but pursuing good is one of the most thrilling story developments. 

The episode ‘Pavane for a Dead Princess’ was achieved in the process of dealing with the cultists serving the Apostle of the Plague. 

The reason the quest completion window popped up only now was that the plot had deviated too much to be achievable, and everything was cleared with the appearance of the main episode.

“This is it.

Ah, this cool and sharp sensation..?

If you can’t beat the prince, just get rid of his lackeys first.


In a situation where all his limbs are cut off, what can a headless prince do? 

In front of abundant evidence, he can only shout nonsense like ‘I’m innocent! It’s true! Believe me!’ as he gets dragged away. 

And he will disappear into the mist of the execution ground.

“You’re done for, you little bastard.”

It’s time to return to being the knight blessed by Olivia, the Berserk Lloyd.





 
  
    Chapter 33: Award Ceremony


In a typical game, completing quests usually yields rewards. 

It’s a mechanism designed to stimulate the player’s sense of challenge and satisfy their reward psychology. 

However, this subtle mode, whether it’s chicken or not, did not provide me with any rewards.

“Was the reward something that needed to be farmed in real-time? Couldn’t they just send it to my inventory with a ‘ding~’ sound? Instead, the items obtained by solving incidents naturally were the quest rewards. Is it because this is reality, or is it the developer’s perverted obsession with verisimilitude?”

“Oh??”

But there was just one. 

Only one quest window informed me that there was a reward. 

[Awakening] 

Lloyd gets to serve the ‘Apostle,’ known as the evil god, and gains new power called divinity. 

An icon indicating that I could immediately accept the quest reward appeared.

“Apostle, huh…”

Typically, beings called gods share their power in exchange for faith, while apostles, called evil beings, share power in exchange for something else. 

Usually, this ‘something else’ is so heinous that people avoid these beings. 

Should I accept the apostle’s power here? 

The decision took less than a second.

The acceptance button displayed a pixel image of fried chicken, as if to say it was okay in chicken mode. 

I pressed the accept button without hesitation.

“Shrrrr!”

Cards, about the size of half a palm, floated above my head. 

“Is this a random gacha…?” 

This was the area I was least confident in. 

As I frowned slightly, a card with a pixel image of chicken appeared. I chose that card without hesitation.

[The Gazer (Neutral)]  Unlike other apostles, this one does not expect anything in return from the contractor. It simply watches the actions taken by the contractor with the power given. But that is the greatest joy for this being. Humans tend to act foolishly when intoxicated with power…]

“A voyeur, huh?”

Even someone frugal and diligent might not maintain those traits if they became rich overnight. 

As depicted in various media, such people are extremely rare. 

This voyeur is a perverted being that enjoys watching the life of a contractor who falls apart after being intoxicated with transcendent power.

“Nice.”

Anyway, I have the awesome ability of chicken mode. 

To me, the power of the apostle felt like just one of many means.

[Power Level 1: Deception] – Deceives.

Isn’t the explanation too simple? 

I thought so, but as I placed my hand on the word ‘deception,’ the method of use started to be crammed into my head.

I looked in the mirror and lightly swept my right hand from my chin to my forehead.

“Swoosh.”

My height remained the same, but my face changed to look exactly like the psychopathic prince.

“Ugly.”

On the sturdy body of a mid-180 cm tall adult male, the face of a delicate-looking boy of about 15 appeared. 

It was bizarre.

“Was it like this?”

The divine mana absorbed from the prince. 

Combining it with the newly acquired ability of deception, I could almost perfectly mimic the power of a cultist serving the Apostle of Plague, even though I wasn’t one.

“Is this even possible?”

Originally, after the conferment ceremony, I planned to wander around the royal castle, gathering information on cultists through chicken mode. 

I intended to use assassination as a last resort if there were no witnesses based on the gathered information.

Having mastered numerous swordsmanship techniques through chicken mode, I judged that I could perform multiple roles alone. 

But with such an ability granted, even the adept prince wouldn’t be able to touch me.

“Let’s go, psychopathic prince. Lloyd Howard Death.”

A sudden cheat code, like a ninja interrupting a well-progressing story and massacring everyone. 

If I were the prince, I might have collapsed from high blood pressure and foamed at the mouth.

“Now, let’s finish the conferment ceremony quickly and get moving.”

Even facing His Majesty the King, the pinnacle of power, started to feel trivial. 

The tension that had weighed heavily on my shoulders disappeared completely, replaced by a twitching smile at the thought of the upcoming mischief.

“This is chicken mode.”

Life was indeed easy game, easy life.

***

A week had passed since my arrival at the palace.

Today was finally the day of the award ceremony.

I was waiting in the antechamber, guided by the chamberlain, waiting for my name to be called.

“Lloyd Howard.”

“Yes.”

And finally, it was time to meet His Majesty the King.

I stood in front of the audience chamber door, following the chamberlain’s guidance.

Creak.

The enormous door, towering above the height of a person, slowly opened, revealing the audience chamber adorned with the warmth of the sun.

The audience chamber was splendid.

It was a space symbolizing the authority of the king, the sovereign of the nation, and it was more magnificent and grandiose than any place I had ever seen.

The ceiling seemed to reach the heavens, and the wood and stone that adorned it were so exquisitely crafted that one might wonder if they were truly made by human hands. 

It was a pinnacle of beauty that felt both splendid and noble.

From that ceiling hung a large and beautiful chandelier, symbolizing the warm grace of the gods.

At the center of the room, a man with a sturdy build and silver hair, looking like a seasoned warrior, sat on the ornately decorated throne.

He appeared to be in his late 40s to early 50s.

[Argos de Sein La Fiona]

He was the king of the Fiona Kingdom.

As instructed, I walked on the red carpet and took my place at a respectful but not too distant distance, kneeling on one knee.

“Lloyd Howard greets His Majesty the King.”

Although royalty and nobility are vertically related, the king generally acknowledges the autonomy of the nobility.

Therefore, there was no need to bow excessively; a gesture that conveyed my respect was sufficient.

“Rise, great master.”


Receiving the king’s permission, I slowly stood up.

“You have become the youngest master in the history of this continent. Your achievement once again proving the prestige of the Fiona Kingdom, is worthy of recognition. Thus, I intend to bestow a fitting reward upon you.”

“It is an honor.”

“I bestow upon you the title of Viscount and the fiefdom taken from Crescent in the royal domain. Will you remain a noble and honourable master for the kingdom until the end?”

It was as if he was asking if I would leave despite such generosity.

“I will walk a path that is not shameful of the grace Your Majesty has given.”

“Excellent.”

Shing.

The king drew a ceremonial sword.

Usually, when conferring a title, the sword is placed on the shoulder, but unlike what Lady Scarlet had told me, the sword had not yet touched my shoulder.

The king placed the drawn sword in my hand.

“I heard you were a squire until recently. There may be those who cannot easily accept your great achievements. Can you prove yourself?”

I see.

“I will do my best.”

Holding the ceremonial longsword without an edge, I took my stance.

Shing.

‘It is a good sword. Is it mithril?’

Even as a ceremonial sword, when imbued with mana, it emitted a clear resonance.

Using that resonance as a rhythm, I began to dance with the sword slowly.

The masters and knights watched me tensely, and the nobles gathered in the audience chamber stared at me in astonishment.

The sword dance continued.

The rigid and practical Howard swordsmanship was mixed with a softness.

It was more of a dance-like movement, refined through Lady Scarlet’s guidance.

And finally,

Boom!

Mana burst forth from the sword thrust forward, scattering a soft white light around.

Clap, clap, clap.

It was the sound of applause.

The source was King Argos.

As the king began to applaud, the audience chamber soon filled with thunderous applause.

When the endless applause ceased, the king approached me and took the ceremonial sword politely held in my hands.

“No matter how great a king may be, it is improper to discuss a master’s sword.”

Saying this, the king did not place the sword on my shoulder but instead retrieved it.

Then he handed me a sword sheathed in a scabbard that was neither too ornate nor too plain.

It appeared to be the sword made of mithril that Lady Scarlet had mentioned.

‘To go this far…’

This was the highest praise a king could show.

I had skipped from being a squire to a knight and received the title of Viscount without even being a Baron.

This was a favor only shown to those who had saved the king’s life on the battlefield.

‘Did the princess give him a hint?’

Although it was our first meeting today, he had said that he had heard of me.

Not openly declaring that I had saved the princess was probably a consideration to avoid drawing the attention of dangerous factions.

‘The national authority barony is out of reach…?

That was the only regret.

“If there is anything you desire, speak, Viscount Crescent.”

Perhaps something was showing on my face.

The king granted me permission to speak.

So I bowed respectfully and then spoke confidently.

“It is an honor too great for someone as immature as I, who has not yet even had my coming-of-age ceremony.”

“What?”

The royal domain Crescent was too far from the Howard Barony.

It was undoubtedly a fertile land incomparable to the Howard Barony, but it also meant I could be subject to envy and jealousy from other nobles, and my actions would be restricted.

It was wiser to take a step back while asserting my honor.

“I learned that an unused sword rusts. I want to remain an honorable and upright master until the end.”

“Huh…”

The king looked at me with an incredulous expression.

It was insane.

It didn’t matter if I knew nothing about estate management.

Since it was a former royal domain, the administration would be inherited as is.

It was a position where money would multiply just by sitting in the office, and the title would be passed on to my children as well.

Kicking that away and saying ‘honor’ was insane.

‘Surprisingly alike.’

The king’s incredulous expression overlapped with that of the crazy princess who always asked if I was mad.

“Will you give me the opportunity to raise the honor of the Fiona Kingdom to the place where the sun rises?”

Allow me to expand the territory of the undeveloped land near the Howard Barony by royal command.

In return, please do not interfere with the newly created territory.

This was my request.

“Hahaha! Hahahahaha!”

The king suddenly began to laugh like a madman.

It was a hearty laugh that did not fit the solemn occasion.

“I will allow it. Do your best.”

“It is an honor, Your Majesty.”

Indeed, Crescent is a good land.

However, it is not as freely expandable as the Howard Barony, where growth limits are clear.

It’s much better to have the freedom to expand the territory like in chicken mode around the Howard Barony.

‘But will they give me talents?’

Giving up Crescent means less income for the royal family, so it’s a favorable situation in many ways.

In this world, it is difficult to employ talent without connections, so I should take this opportunity to use the royal name to gather talents.

‘This is more like chicken mode.’

Throw the talents obtained here into the territory.

Then roughly give them the knowledge of chicken mode.

Talents will eagerly use the knowledge of chicken mode to grow the territory.

Meanwhile, I can stealthily root out the limbs of the psychopath prince.

‘Good, good.’

I raised the corners of my mouth while holding the sword given by the king.

***

‘An interesting fellow.’

The king, who had heard from Anastasia that he was not in my right mind, could not have imagined that he would give up the Crescent territory.

‘Does he not know the significance of Crescent? Well, that might be possible.’

The Fiona Kingdom, which was once the Marquidom of Aslan, was isolated in the era of war.

The Marquis was on the brink of death from battle wounds and could no longer wait for the empire’s help.

The silver-haired young lady, who was the daughter of the lord at the time, went to the front line with the spirit.

It was the historic moment when the foundation of the Fiona Kingdom began.

Thus, the newly established Fiona Kingdom’s symbol was the moon, taken from the hair colour of the founding king, Fiona.

The moon held immense symbolic significance for the royal family.

To bestow a title in a region with such a name meant that the title could potentially discuss marriage with the royal family just by its symbolism.


Kicking that away and heading to the frontier, the king had no choice but to burst into hearty laughter, forgetting his status as a king.

‘Since I can’t stop my daughter’s marriage, I must at least provide help.’

Although he didn’t seem to realize it yet, his daughter would smile unknowingly whenever Lloyd was mentioned.

She was a daughter who had once been mentioned as possibly becoming the Ruler of the Fiona Kingdom but had survived an incurable disease, allowing her father to make such choices.

It was the choice of Argos, a father before he was the king of a nation, to let his daughter live the life she desired.



 
  
    Chapter 34: You, be my Colleague


From an apprentice knight to a viscount, skipping the ranks of knight and baron.

This was an unprecedented event in the kingdom, drawing everyone’s attention to me.

Naturally, this included the social circles.

“Now that I think about it, you’re coming of age this year, aren’t you?”

As the princess mentioned, I was indeed reaching the age for the coming-of-age ceremony this year.

The social circles were none of my concern.

“You could say I’m wearing my heart on my sleeve… Acting beyond my age makes me forget sometimes.”

The princess laughed softly and sipped her tea.

Then she handed me three wax-sealed papers from across the table.

“What are these?”

“Present~”

The princess urged me to check them with a peculiar rhythm in her words.

‘Wow… The king is quite generous.’

The letter mentioned that I didn’t need to accept the Crescent Territory, but I asked him to turn a blind eye to the matters happening in Baron Howard’s domain.

However, the letter stated that the king’s word is heavier than gold, and that the Crescent Territory, which was to be given to me, would indeed be handed over.

With the administrators there managing it for me, it was like getting a free silver mine.

‘There’s also a letter of recommendation.’

Only with the king’s permission could one access a Master Smith who could handle mithril.

I had obtained a top-tier networking item that even vast wealth couldn’t buy.

‘Ah, this is my title deed.’

The last document was a certificate proving my rank as a viscount.

Each of these was something that couldn’t be easily obtained.

I carefully gathered the papers to avoid losing them.

“Your Highness.”

“What is it?”

“May I ask how far this letter of recommendation can take me?”

“Why so cautious?”

The princess laughed playfully and looked into the air for a moment.

“Hmm~ You could meet a Master Smith, but hiring one might be difficult.”

What a pity.

Honestly, there were three Master Smiths, couldn’t I take at least one with me?

“Oh~ But I think that person might be possible?”

Who is that person?

As I looked at the princess with such eyes, her bodyguard, Lady Scarlett, spoke up.

“Eric Steelhammer should be possible.”

The name was not on the list of three Master Smiths in the recommendation letter.

‘This smells fishy.’

A blacksmith who quit his job for some reason.

But if I clear the quest, he’d take up the hammer again in a predictable event.

‘You, be my companion.’

I had immediately found someone to take along.

“Eric Steelhammer, huh…”

Naturally, when taking a blacksmith, you should also bring a carpenter.

‘Let’s take them all.’

The blueprints and knowledge for chicken-mode production that I couldn’t use because of others’ scrutiny.

Now I had a chance to utilize these abilities to 100%.

“Why do you look like a bandit?”

“How could that be?”

Not a bandit, but a headhunter.

I thought so as I started mentally drafting a checklist of people to take along.

As some time passed, the princess stared out the window, lost in thought.

“Is something wrong?”

“Were you born in June?”

“Yes.”

Unlike Earth, this world didn’t pay detailed attention to birth dates.

“Then you can have your coming-of-age ceremony at the royal castle.”

“Uh… If it isn’t disrespectful.”

“What’s there to be disrespectful about? Everyone would be thrilled by the appearance of the kingdom’s youngest master, wouldn’t they?”

No one is as starved for amusement as the nobles.

When living with the princess, Monopoly and Othello were so mundane that I created Carrom.

That table game even became popular in the royal castle.

To those with low dopamine thresholds, someone as stimulating as me would be welcome.

‘Sorry about this.’

Of course, for the same-aged men coming of age this year, it would be a disaster.

“Hoo…”

I sighed as if I felt sorry.

“What is that unpleasant expression?”

The fate of a popular man who can’t reciprocate the feelings of the ladies infatuated with him…

But fearing I’d be labeled a madman if I said that aloud, I could only show an expression of restrained frustration.

‘Anyway, it’s headhunting time.’

It was time to start moving busily.

***

There are things in this world as important as a letter of recommendation.

“Please take care of me, Lady Scarlett.”

“Mm.”

It’s all about connections.

A master from the esteemed Duke Blaze family, Lady Scarlett, is as good as adding another letter of recommendation from the duke. 

The royal family really knew how to take care of things meticulously.

“Are you planning to visit Eric?”


“Yes, I am.”

I replied to Lady Scarlett’s question as I walked down the main road of the kingdom that I had scouted beforehand.

“Hmm…”

Lady Scarlett didn’t particularly object to my decision. 

It seemed like she respected my choice, but she didn’t seem very pleased about it.

‘He lost his family, after all.’

Eric, the blacksmith, lost his family because of a weapon he made. 

Due to that trauma, he’s been making farming tools for a living for ten years now.

The concern was evident on her face, worried that I might receive harsh words from someone like him.

‘Can’t make weapons? Then don’t make them.’

I just needed someone with the god-given craftsmanship called Master Smith.

‘Let’s start the Industrial Revolution.’

We walked away from the main road and arrived at a blacksmith shop with a shabby sign. 

It was Eric’s workshop.

Knock, knock.

I knocked on the door a couple of times before entering the shop without hesitation. 

There was no sign of anyone coming out even after waiting for about five seconds.

Clang! 

Clang! 

Clang!

As I entered the shop, the hot air warmed my face. 

Inside, there was a muscular man in his early forties hammering away. 

His large back had an aura that captivated people, even though he wasn’t a warrior.

Even an art novice would find themselves staring in awe at a piece of exceptional art. 

I was the same. 

Though I didn’t know much about blacksmithing, I felt something extraordinary in his every move, overwhelmed by it.

Thud.

“What brings you here?”

The man with a large X-shaped scar on his face and a reddish-yellow mark above his head showed clear hostility.

“There’s no room for such a sharp sword in this small workshop. Leave.”

Get lost, Masters.

That was the vibe the man gave off. 

Even a royal recommendation didn’t seem to hold much weight here.

Instead of showing my recommendation letter, I walked right up to him.

“But there’s enough room for a hammer, isn’t there?”

I said, leaning against a corner of the workshop. 

Eric raised an eyebrow, looking at me.

“Why come here when you already have an excellent sword? Did you get greedy for armor too?”

His tone was quite aggressive. 

It was only natural, given that his precious family had lost their lives to a weapon he made.

“There are three Master Smiths here. If I wanted armor, wouldn’t I have gone to them?”

“I’ve heard of you, young Master. Do you think I don’t know your intentions?”

He was half right and half wrong.

“I don’t need your weapons or armor, Master Eric.”

“…Then what exactly do you want? To make farming tools? There are plenty over there, take what you want.”

I looked intently at the X-shaped scar on Eric’s face and took out a paper from my pocket. Eric’s entire family had been massacred, but there was one survivor, his niece Maria, his only remaining relative. 

To support her, a woman with a disability, he couldn’t completely put down his hammer.

Making farming tools must have been painful for him.

“And what is this?”

“A hand can wield a weapon to take lives or hold a shield to protect someone. I believe you would understand the value of this.”

What I took out was a design for a modern wheelchair.

“!?!?!?….”

In the workshop, there were items that seemed like early models of wheelchairs scattered around. 

They were probably made for Maria. 

But even a master like him would find it challenging to create something more ergonomic than a modern wheelchair designed by today’s scientists.

“A knight can’t be judged by strength alone, nor a blacksmith by the sharpness of their sword. Don’t you think?”

I said, stepping back slowly. 

The materials needed for this wheelchair could be found within the kingdom.

‘He’ll manage on his own.’

“Well, it’s getting late, so I’ll be off now.”

Although the sun was still high, I left the workshop with Lady Scarlett.

“A knight can’t be judged by strength alone, nor a blacksmith by the sharpness of their sword…”

Lady Scarlett reflected on my words with her hand on her chest, which seemed more sensual than expected due to the voluptuous curves it highlighted.

“I believe only you in this kingdom could say such words.”

Lady Scarlett looked at me with a warm smile.

“Are you referring to that?”

“Facing an army five times larger, with 500 troops, 20 knights, and even a master, no knight would be blamed for taking lives in such a situation. Yet, you did not take lives.”

Perhaps because I was a mix of the delinquent Lloyd and a modern person, I didn’t feel particularly shaken by the thought of killing someone. 

However, it did leave a lingering discomfort.

Unlike Earth, in this world, when the head of a family dies, it means the entire family could starve to death. 

Besides, letting them live could result in hefty compensation, so there were various reasons why sparing them was beneficial.

‘Except for cultists, of course.’

I planned to cut off the heads of those bastards on sight, as keeping them alive was harmful.

“Didn’t I come off as a coward afraid of revenge?”

Lady Scarlett softly shook her head with a smile.

“A person who acts out against royalty is no coward; that’s too much of a joke.”

Well then…

“So, where to next?”

“I plan to visit the tailor.”

“Tailor? Why on earth there?”

Lady Scarlett blinked in confusion.

‘The barony is a bit too rustic.’

Improving clothing, food, and housing is fundamental to expanding a territory’s scale, isn’t it?

“What do you think of this?”

“Excellent.”

“You have a great eye! Now, next─”

“Wait…! What is this!”


At a tailor, it’s common sense to try on clothes before making a decision. 

Though Lady Scarlett had the issue of an ancient body, she had a perfect appearance, making her ideal for assessing the tailor’s skills.

Besides, watching Lady Scarlett turn red from head to toe was quite entertaining.

‘No wonder the princess keeps teasing her.’

I began to understand why the princess made her use the ancient body halfway.



 
  
    Chapter 35: Sword Dance before the Social Gathering


The frontier barony gave off a distinct “medieval fantasy” vibe, being situated near the Spenser County. 

So, how much more advanced must the capital of a larger country be compared to the Spenser County? 

It was only natural to want to meet and recruit professionals beyond just essential occupations like blacksmiths and carpenters for the territory’s development. 

However, Lady Scarlet seemed unusually tense in the tailor shop.

“Ugh, this is too much for me…”

“No, it looks great on you!”

I could vaguely sense the reason for Lady Scarlet’s reaction from her demeaner. 

‘She’s been through a lot, hasn’t she?’ 

The princess who ordered someone around had probably dragged her along for various reasons, tormenting her for amusement. 

Lady Scarlet, by this world’s standards, was quite—no, rather old. 

My mother was 17 when she had me, so Lady Scarlet, who is 30 this year, could be said to be of an age where she could have a son like Lucas. 

How would it feel for someone of her age to be dressed in a frilly outfit typically worn by a girl in her late teens?

I glanced over. 

Lady Scarlet kept checking my reaction while clutching the hem of her skirt with such force that it seemed the fabric might tear. 

‘If you set aside the age, she’s really quite the beauty… Even looking a bit younger than me, with a youthful face. A well-proportioned chest with curves that ensure no child would go hungry. Sleek, well-toned legs like those of a deer, and a strong pelvis. She stood about 170 cm tall, with proportions like a model—neither too tall nor too short. She was definitely among the top three beauties I’d met in this world.’

“You’re truly beautiful.”

“No, I’m telling you, this kind of outfit doesn’t suit me!”

Such a beauty was squirming, her face flushed red to her neck. 

Her reaction was just too delightful.

“You look wonderful, Lady Scarlet.”

“…Did Her Highness ask you to do this?”

Sir Scarlet bit her lower lip and wrapped her right arm around her left shoulder as she asked. 

The blouse was adorned elegantly with lace, accentuating the curves of her body, paired with a high-waisted skirt that highlighted her figure. 

The outfit mimicked the clothing of the fashion-forward Aslan Empire, a style that made the concept of “medieval” fly out the window. 

‘But it’s okay because it’s pretty.’

It was truly stunning.

“It’s just a bit troublesome, so we came here first.”

 I replied, noticing that Lady Scarlet was increasingly aware of my gaze, pulling herself in and avoiding eye contact. 

The more she did so, the more her chest, pressed against her right arm, became accentuated, further stirring a man’s heart—completely oblivious to the fact.

“What do you mean?”

“We’re standing out too much.”

Since nobles typically married well-nourished and well-off people, physical traits often improved over generations compared to commoners.

Hence, Lady Scarlet, who was about 170 cm tall—considerably tall for a woman—stood out among commoners. 

Her fiery red hair was eye-catching, and the sword at her waist, emblazoned with the Blaze family crest, made it clear to anyone that she was Scarlet Blaze. 

Initially, I enjoyed the attention, but as the crowd grew and movement became restricted, it started to become annoying. 

That’s why we stopped here first, to recruit some talent and avoid the hassle of the crowd by changing our appearance. 

I hadn’t expected to witness such an amusing sight, though.

“That, I admit…”

It seemed Lady Scarlet was aware of the situation, bowing her head with a complicated expression. 

I approached her with confident strides. 

Lady Scarlet hesitated, trying to back away, but it was impossible to escape from inside the fitting room.

“I swear on my sword.” 

I said, slowly extending my right hand to Lady Scarlet. 

“You look truly wonderful, Lady Scarlet.” 

So, let’s stop the fashion show and head out. 

Honestly, while it was fun at first, I was starting to feel tired and exasperated. 

Shopping with women… 

“Oh!”

Lady Scarlet quickly turned her head away from me. 

Unlike her usual ponytail, tied roughly with a hairband, her hair now featured soft curls that emphasized her femininity, waving gracefully in the air. 

It was a beauty that felt luxurious and noble, reminiscent of the red velvet seen in the throne room.

“Oh my…”

The shop assistant couldn’t help but let out an awestruck exclamation. 

I remained silent, waiting for Lady Scarlet’s response. 

After all, there was a mirror in the fitting room, so she couldn’t help but notice me waiting with my hand outstretched. 

“…Very well, Lord Lloyd.” 

Lady Scarlet finally sighed softly and took my hand. 

Her hand was faintly damp with sweat.

“Are you still speaking that way?”

I asked as I wrapped our swords with the cloth the shop assistant had prepared.

“This is an order from Her Highness, so it can’t be helped.”

Oh dear.

“When the tailor returns, tell him Lloyd Crescent was here.”

“Understood!”

With the shop assistant’s eager gaze behind us, we left the tailor shop.

The result, however, was that Lady’s Scarlet’s disguise was a failure.

“Lord Lloyd…! We’re still attracting too much attention!”

Well, it’s no wonder, considering such a stunning beauty is dressed so exquisitely.

“Oh dear…”

“Lord Lloyd!”

But it was fun, wasn’t it? 

Let’s have a drink.

We walked around the capital until our feet ached. 

The capital was vastly larger than Howard’s barony, so even prioritizing meeting only the necessary people made time tight. 

It seemed it would be impossible to see everything in one day; we’d likely need to spend a few more days exploring the capital. 

Still, having made connections with the key individuals, it could be considered a fairly successful day.

“Phew…”

I handed a drink to Lady Scarlet, who sighed and wiped sweat from her brow with a handkerchief.

“Thank you.”


“No, thank you.”

Still, being with Lady Scarlett, who was dressed in a feminine manner, gave the impression that the people we met were generally welcoming.

The Master’s visit is a more burdensome situation than a heavily armed soldier entering a store.

Thinking this way, even if the gazes couldn’t be avoided, visiting the tailor shop was a fairly good choice.

“Are people’s gazes always this heavy…?”

Lady Scarlett looked up at the sky of the capital city, where the sunset had begun, with a weary expression.

“Was it very different from usual?”

“I am Her Highness’s sword. Normally, people try to avoid eye contact with me even a little.”

Lady Scarlett is the royal princess’s bodyguard.

So, it seems like it was the first time she had felt such blatant stares.

“I never want to experience this again.”

Lady Scarlett took a deep sigh and drank the beverage I had given her.

She seemed so exhausted that she forgot her manners.

“You look really good, so what are you so concerned about?”

“…You know it already.”

Lady Scarlett looked up at the sky with a bitter expression.

“It was my choice. But….”

It’s not that there has never been a female Master in history.

There have also been female bodyguards.

Were they all unmarried?

Of course not.

Everything was Lady Scarlett’s choice.

But aren’t humans known to be creatures of regret?

Lady Scarlett seemed to have complicated feelings in many ways.

“Masters have different pursuits, but don’t they generally live longer than others?”

“That’s true, but…?”

“If Lady Scarlett lives to be 150 years old, 30 years is only 1/5 of your entire life. Isn’t it just the beginning?”

Compared to commoners who don’t live to be 80, isn’t it practically like being 15?

“Hmm…”

Lady Scarlett frowned slightly with a subtle expression.

“My nephew is the same age as you. He will have his coming-of-age ceremony this June.”

Lady Scarlett apparently has an older sister who is three years older than her.

Her sister’s son is the same age as me.

‘Oh no…!’

I stepped on a landmine.

Recalling the team leader who would throw a tantrum as an old maid, I tried my best to soothe and comfort her.

But the realization that she had dressed up and gone on a date with someone the same age as her nephew hit hard!

I had to find a way to change the mood somehow.

“What’s this?”

“It’s a thank-you gift for spending the day with me, Lady Scarlett.”

It was a hair accessory adorned with a model of the most beloved flower in the Kingdom of Fiona, known as the Moonlight Flower or the Tears of the Moon.

“Fairies and elves who enter eternal rest with everlasting beauty aren’t mocked for dressing up nicely, are they?”

“…Comparing me to beings from fairy tales, I’d appreciate it if you refrained from such jokes.”

“At least today, there was no mockery in the gazes following Lady Scarlett.”

Lady Scarlett seemed to feel something as she fiddled with the hair accessory I handed her and lowered her head.

Her side hair falling over her shoulders was quite attractive.

“Of course, everything I said was sincere. I even swore on the Master’s sword.”

In Earth years, I was actually older than Lady Scarlett.

For a human who had lived long enough, indulging in ‘romance’ or ‘fantasy’ in this mundane world for dopamine was just being a reckless rogue.

Compared to that, dressing a bit younger is a trivial matter, isn’t it?

Nodding.

“Oh… it’s already this late. Can we visit one last place before we go back, Lady Scarlett?”

Clerics I could only meet in the distant Biden County.

Of course, real clerics who used powerful holy magic!

I wanted to establish a connection with them before we finished.

Lady Scarlett stood up from the chair.

Her face, gently tinged with the evening glow, was truly beautiful.

“Yes, Lord Lloyd.”

Lady Scarlett answered, softly wrapping her wind-blown hair with her right hand.

Normally, it would have been ‘Understood, Lord Lloyd.’

Indeed, compliments can correct even the language of a long-lived human.

“Then let’s go.”

“Yes, understood.”

It was just a one-time event…

Thus began the last headhunting.

There were more diverse sects in the capital than expected, making it difficult to visit all of them in one day.

So, thinking I’d have to come out again later, I opened the door of a sect that strangely caught my eye.

“Welcome, brothers and sisters. Welcome to the Order of Providence.”

Zap,

A slight current flowed through my body from my fingertips.

The reaction was as intense as Theodor’s tingling sensation.

‘These guys…’

Mana resembling that of the psychopathic prince who serves the Apostle of Plague.

It was the same energy.

‘They’re geniuses.’

The Apostle of Plague deals with diseases.

So they spread plagues with the Apostle’s power and then reclaim that power to cure the disease.

At first glance, it doesn’t seem much different from the healing effect of holy magic.

A perfect blind spot.

‘Hide a tree in a forest…?

Instead of hiding a suspicious group underground, they disguise themselves as the most prominent sect from the start.


This was certainly a clever choice.

‘Smart young man’

I raised the corners of my mouth, thinking of the prince tirelessly working behind the scenes in the capital.

‘There are cultists ahead. Time for a sword dance.’

Before the coming-of-age ceremony in a week, it was time to showcase the magnificent sword dance of the rogue Lloyd.



 
  
    Chapter 36: And then there were none


The priest who welcomed us was truly a model clergyman.

His gentle and kind appearance, coupled with a soft smile, had the power to put visitors at ease.

However, that was only the outward appearance.

‘Seems like we found the right place.’

The yellow mark, which initially appeared almost blue, gradually began to change color.

He had realized that the two visitors were Masters.

Now, the mark had almost turned completely red.

Despite this, the priest did not show any hostility in his expression.

It was truly a display of superhuman self-control.

“Nice to meet you, Father.”

I greeted him as politely as possible, bowing while observing his reaction.

‘Doesn’t seem like he’ll attack.’

Lady Scarlett also seemed unaware that this priest was a follower of the Apostle of Plague.

‘He noticed because I’m a contractor of the Apostle.’

This was why Lloyd was able to deal with the cultists who had contracts with the Apostle.

“We came for a moment of peace. It’s late, but may we intrude for a bit?”

“We do not turn away lost lambs.”

We sat in the chairs provided in the church’s sanctuary and quietly clasped our hands.

Having not lived a particularly sinful life, I had nothing to beg forgiveness for.

Moreover, it was strange to pray to the Apostle in a church created by a cultist—

‘Lord, please allow me to be a righteous thief today.’

I declared my intention to steal the lives of cultists for world peace.

‘I guess we need to keep this up for another three minutes?’

Given the late hour, it would be suspicious to finish the prayer in five seconds like a tourist on a package tour.

I prayed with a serious expression, observing my surroundings, and only when I judged enough time had passed did I raise my head.

“Have you found peace?”

The priest asked with a gentle expression.

I made a bitter face, reminiscent of when I first tasted espresso.

What should I say?

‘Help me, Olivia-mong.’

“I am already enjoying an undeserved honour. Such peace is too much for me.”

“Despite that, it was a very devout prayer, brother.”

For a priest, he was unusually inquisitive.

“The end of sin is not confession. That is a cowardly act.”

“Is that what you think?”

“The tears she showed are imprinted on my retina and will not fade. I don’t think her tears will dry just because I alone receive forgiveness.”

“Then why did you pray so earnestly?”

“I prayed for her peace of mind. She is someone beyond my reach now…”

I said with a bitter expression and then stood up.

“Sorry for the intrusion at this late hour.”

“…No church considers a Master’s visit an intrusion.”

“You knew my identity?”

“Yes, Sir Crescent. The great Master of the Fiona Kingdom.”

I scratched my face with a slightly uncomfortable expression.

“Lloyd will suffice. Crescent is too grand a title for me.”

“I will remember that. Take care.”

‘Convey this to the prince.’

The fool of a Master had put on a splendid performance!

Leaving behind the hideout of the cultists disguised as the Order of Providence, it was time to return to the royal castle.

“Then let’s return to the castle, Lady Scarlett.”

“Hmm….”

Did Lady Scarlett, one of the top three in the Fiona Kingdom, sense something unsettling from the Order of Providence?

She seemed different from before we came here.

“Lady Scarlett?”

I called her name cautiously.

“Do you still keep her in your heart?”

Ah, that’s not it.

“I’ve already forgotten her.”

“But….”

She seemed bothered by my remarks at the church.

‘It’s not like I ever really cared about her.’

But since someone might be listening, I thought it best to embellish my answer a bit.

“It’s just guilt. Ever since long ago, seeing someone cry because of me unsettles my emotions.

That’s all… just that.”

If my father had heard this, he would have grabbed his neck, saying, ‘You?’

Lloyd was the one who made his parents cry, after all.

“Sir Lloyd….”

This response would also fit well as an answer for why I took honor instead of lives during territorial battles.

Worrying about the families who might cry if I caused the death of their breadwinners, I couldn’t easily choose to kill.

“It’s a bit late, shall we have a meal before we head back?”

Compared to the food from the seven-star castle, we would certainly have to settle for lesser quality food.

But travel isn’t meant to solve every meal at a hotel.

It’s about exploring hidden gems in places you might never visit again.

“Let’s do that…”

I decided to have a meal with Lady Scarlett at a decent-looking restaurant.

I asked for the restaurant’s specialty and waited for the food, noticing Lady Scarlett looking around uncomfortably.

‘Ah, right.’

I can check for poison thanks to my chicken mode.

But Lady Scarlett can’t.


I hadn’t been considerate enough.

“Here is your food.”

I transferred all the food the waiter brought to my plate.

Then I put it in my mouth, chewing it thoroughly.

“There’s no poison, Lady Scarlett.”

As I rinsed my mouth with water and said this, Lady Scarlett gave a complicated smile.

It was a smile filled with various emotions, which I couldn’t understand.

Perhaps, as someone who always ate the best, she found this restaurant’s food unappealing.

I dismissed it casually.

Eight-tenths of my mind was occupied with thoughts about the cultist we had just met.

Tonight, I will visit again.

***

It was night.

Unlike in modern times, this was a world without the convenience of electric bulbs, and most people were preparing for bed.

Knock, knock.

Someone was knocking on the main door of a building marked as the Order of Providence at this late hour.

“Who could it be?”

Mervis, the branch leader of this place, slowly opened the door, prepared for any unforeseen circumstances.

“It’s too late at night, brother.”

‘Who is this guy?!’

A burly man, appearing to be around 180 cm tall, stood there with an impressive appearance. 

With black hair and a face full of scars, he didn’t look like an ordinary person. 

Was this how Scar, the executioner of the Aslan Empire, would look like, with a face that would make anyone wet their pants upon seeing it?

Mervis gritted his teeth and gathered strength in his trembling legs, reflexively trying to close the half-opened door.

Crash.

The man’s massive hand, as big as a cauldron lid, easily broke the closing door.

He broke the thick wooden door with just his grip strength!

A deep hum resonated.

‘That power!’

“Please come in, brother.”

The power in the man’s hand was that of a plague.

‘A high-ranking member!’

The power was so dense it could be perceived visually, like the mana of a knight or a mage. 

It was clear that this man was a high-ranking member with a notable name within the sect.

‘Could it be… because of the failed assassination plan of Princess Anastasia that the cult had meticulously prepared for?’

Indeed, for such a significant matter, it was plausible that a high-ranking member would come to verify.

Mervis, being careful not to offend, invited the man inside.

“Please wait a moment.”

As Mervis cautiously requested permission, the man’s scarred eyes sharpened.

It was a murderous look that seemed ready to decapitate him if he hesitated even for a moment.

Feeling the sweat on his back, Mervis hurriedly opened the door.

Creak.

“Ho…”

A chilling voice tickled his ear as the door began to open.

Startled, Mervis glanced back.

The burly man, with his frightening appearance, seemed amused and looked at the slowly opening door with a curious expression.

“This way, please.”

Mervis led the man to a secret chamber.

As they entered the secret chamber, one of Mervis’s colleagues approached them.

“Who could it be at this late hour—”

The priest fell silent upon seeing the man behind Mervis.

With such a ferocious appearance, one could get arrested and thrown into prison just for walking down the main street.

“Has the moon waned?”

The priest asked in a trembling voice.

The ferocious-looking man glanced upward, as if something was there.

“The new moon has not yet come.”

‘As expected, this person is—’

‘A high-ranking member!’

The man knew the secret code that only members of the sect would know. 

Any doubts they harboured vanished.

As the man entered the reception room they led him to, he naturally sat on the top sofa.

Then, he put his feet on the table and looked at the two men arrogantly.

Tap, tap.

It was as if he was saying, “Bring me something.”

A high-ranking member could kill someone just for being displeased. 

To avoid death, they had to prepare something.

Mervis hurriedly gathered the documents they had collected, and the priest prepared expensive wine and snacks that he had saved up.

Slice.

The man casually sliced the neck of the wine bottle with his hand. 

He then drank the expensive wine, which cost 2,000 shillings per bottle, as if it was water.

He also ate the snacks voraciously, with his large hand making half the snacks disappear with each swipe.

“Burp.”

After a pleasant burp, the man began flipping through the documents Mervis had prepared.

He spent less than a second on each page.

Wasn’t this what he wanted?

Sweat from Mervis’s back was now soaking his underwear.

Thud.

The man tossed the documents he had skimmed through onto the table.

Then he stood up—

Crash!

He threw the empty wine bottle against the wall, shattering it.

The atmosphere in the room turned as cold as winter.

Mervis knelt and bowed immediately, trembling.

Thump, thump.

The man approached.

Why?

The priest was staring blankly at the man when—

Slap!

“Uh…?”

The priest, who had been slow to react, clutched his stinging cheek and looked up at the man.

The man raised his hand again, and the priest instinctively knelt and bowed.

The priest’s lingering attachment to the 400,000-won wine vanished with a single slap.

“How boring.”

The man seemed to be saying that the documents were not what he wanted.

‘How much do you expect?’

Tick, tick.

The oppressive aura of the ferocious apostle was palpable.

The mana seemed to be bursting forth so intensely that it could be heard.

‘Crazy…!’

To release power for such a long time, how strong must one be?

Not knowing what mistake he had made, Mervis hurried out of the room.

He then gathered all the information they had accumulated in this place.

As this was a place managing the cult’s information on the Apostle of Plague, gathering the data took an enormous amount of time.

‘Hurry, Mervis…!’

The priest, left alone with the increasingly irritable man, felt like he was suffocating.

Bang!

The door opened violently, and the sweat-drenched Mervis entered.

Mervis placed all the documents they had collected in front of the man.

The hurried gathering left the information jumbled.

From useless details about a boy named John liking a girl named Lisa to detailed reports on the cult’s activities in the Kingdom of Fiona, everything was mixed up.

Yet, the man seemed intrigued and began examining the documents one by one.

He still spent less than a second on each page.

Was he toying with them?

Such thoughts crossed their minds, but neither dared voice them.

So, Mervis and the priest bowed their heads, waiting for the storm to pass.

Time seemed to crawl.

Finally, the man stood up.

He walked past the kneeling men and left.

“Huff, huff…”

“Haa, haaa…”

Mervis and the priest collapsed on the spot, relieved to be alive.

They survived.

They breathed sighs of relief, recalling the storm-like man’s visit.

“Was he from the Empire?”

“Maybe he came to investigate because the third princess is still alive.”

“But considering…”

With his gaze not lingering on a single page for more than a second, it was hard to believe he came to investigate or gather information.

This was—

“A warning, perhaps?”

“That must be it.”

It was a warning.

But at least they survived.

For now, that was the most important thing.

“Do you think something might happen?”

“Didn’t he say? The new moon hasn’t come yet.”

The two men sighed with relief and began tidying the reception room.

Despite the strange encounter, serving an apostle sometimes led to such events.

So, they decided not to dwell on it.

***

“This is…!”

“Annihilation…?”

All their comrades in the capital were either dead or missing.

“Our funds…!”

“Who could have…?!”

The funds they had gathered for their activities in the capital had vanished without a trace.


“Breaking news! The cure for the dreadful plague Lugadan has been discovered!!!”

A cure for the plague they had meticulously created had been found.

“Ha, ha ha, ha…”

“This is a nightmare…!”

It was indeed a nightmare.



 
  
    Chapter 37: Alibi


Alibi.

If you want to express it in fancy Chinese characters, it is called 현장부재증명 (現場不在證明).

In simple terms, it means proving that you were not at the scene when the crime occurred, thereby proving your innocence.

“My alibi is invincible.”

I am currently staying at the palace as a guest.

So, if I successfully escape from the palace, the palace itself will serve as my alibi.

It would normally be impossible, but─

“Thank you, Prince Psycho.”

If there’s a route that the psychopathic prince used to escape the palace, the story changes.

“It’s worth making a pact with a demon.”

[Power Level 1: Deception]

Deceive.

Using the power of deception, I avoided the watchful eyes and escaped through the secret passage the prince used.

Then, I found the hideout of those disguised as the Order of Providence.

Using the power of deception to change my appearance and making a plausible threat, they started spilling information.

Thanks to that, I was able to clean up the scum settled in the palace without spending much time.

“Honestly, even I would have been fooled.”

Imitating the mana absorbed from the prince with the power of deception, it was practically impossible to distinguish it from the original.

“Seeing the commotion in the castle, it seems the rumors have spread.”

A cult group suddenly massacred by a ninja.

They probably won’t be able to operate properly for a while.

“Good luck.”

Even if the prince does his best to reorganize the cult group in the capital, by then all the cultists in the provinces will be gone.

So even if they reorganize, it would be meaningless.

The internal traitor named Mervis will spill the information again.

“This is chicken mode.”

Struggling through a difficult path in chicken mode, the difficulty plummeted once I started following the normal route.

It was so easy that it was almost like a baby sucking on a bottle.

Knock, knock.

“Did you cough, Lord Crescent?”

“Yes.”

While sitting by the window and looking outside, a servant with a red mark on his head came in.

Swoosh.

Somehow, he seemed to be scrutinizing me.

He must be trying to confirm if I was the one who committed last night’s incident.

[No issues]

I used the power absorbed from the cultists I captured to unlock two more leevls of the demon’s power.

[Power Level 2: Imitation]

-Imitate.

[Power Level 3: Peeping]

•Peep.

These powers would be perfect for a voyeur named Gazer.

[Power Level 2: Imitation]

This one allowed me to mimic the movements of the opponent in front of me exactly.

It meant I could essentially become a copy ninja, and combined with chicken mode, the possibilities were endless.

[Power Level 3: Peeping]

The name sounds perverted, but it was a quite useful ability, allowing me to read relatively clear thoughts in the opponent’s mind.

The accuracy was not great, but it was still a power worthy of being called such.

After all, it meant I could always win in psychological warfare.

“It’s a bit unsettling in everyday life.”

It was an uncomfortable ability to use ethically, but there was no need to hesitate against those with malicious intent.

“Is there a problem?”

[Doubt, calmness, summer, heat…]

“The weather is getting hotter. Didn’t the heat bother you last night?”

“I’m fine.”

“Then, shall I prepare some wash water for you?”

“Yes.”

“With this, I’m out of the suspect list.”

Go ahead and waste your time looking for a suspect you can’t find, Prince Psycho.

***

The royal palace had become quite tumultuous.

After all, it wasn’t a minor border territory but the capital of a nation where a group of cultists had been found dead.

They needed to investigate how the cultists infiltrated the palace and who had assaulted them.

It was bound to be chaotic for a while.

“Things are pretty unsettling, huh? It’s really scary, so scary~”

“Are you really scared?”

“What do you take me for?”

Despite saying it was scary, there wasn’t a hint of trembling in his voice.

Seeing this person flustered would be rare unless it was a major incident lasting a month.

“By the way, when did you become so close with Teo?”

The princess said this while looking at the psychopathic prince sitting at the table.

“We met briefly before and had a conversation. He once asked me to share my heroic tales when I had the time.”

“Heroic tales?”

The princess tilted her head, looking at me and the psychopathic prince.

“Yes, sister! The heroic tales of the youngest master—doesn’t it make your heart race?”

The prince clenched his fists with excitement.

‘Prince, prince… isn’t that a bit much?’

In this world, nobles can get married and have children by the age of 15.

Reacting like a grade schooler at that age, how am I supposed to respond to that?


‘Am I that suspicious?’

My alibi was nearly perfect.

In this heavily guarded palace, it wasn’t easy to escape, so being a guest here served as my alibi.

Yet, the prince was suspicious of me.

Since strange incidents kept occurring after my arrival, he couldn’t let go of his suspicions, despite my perfect alibi.

“I don’t really know…”

The princess shrugged her shoulders slightly and looked at Lady Scarlet.

Her gaze seemed to ask if his heart raced at the thought of heroic tales since they shared a master bond.

But Lady Scarlet, committed to her duty as a knight, showed no reaction.

She seemed to be even more cautious with the royalty nearby.

Finding this uninteresting, the princess caressed her teacup and looked at me.

“So, what’s the interesting heroic tale?”

“The princess already knows the story.”

“Is that so?”

The princess looked out the window, appearing bored.

It was indeed a peaceful afternoon tea time.

If not for the psychopathic prince’s gaze monitoring my every move.

‘Will I not be discovered?’

Even if others didn’t notice, I wanted to peek into the prince’s thoughts.

‘Ah, this is fine.’

The apostle I contracted is similar to an observer in traditional Korean games.

Specialized in voyeurism, it has weak pure firepower, but its authority is hard for others to notice.

I didn’t expect it to fool even those who serve apostles.

[Suspect, possibility, innocent, confirmation]

The prince thought the possibility of me being the suspect was low.

However, he seemed keen on confirming through questioning.

So, I should play along, right?

“While treating the princess, I awakened to the flow of mana.”

Since this was already known to the royalty, neither the princess, Lady Scarlet, nor the psychopathic prince showed any reaction.

“Returning to my family, I trained repeatedly to prepare for the monster extermination in spring.”

“Excuse me, Lord Lloyd.”

“Yes, Your Highness?”

“According to rumors, there’s an extraordinary bow in Lord Lloyd’s territory. Where did you find such a bow?”

“Oh, that? Haha…”

I laughed, scratching my neck awkwardly.

“I found it while reading a book in the Spencer County.”

[Suspicion]

What can you do if you suspect?

Do you have the authority to immediately rush and search the Spencer County’s library?

I held back my laughter and continued the story.

“—Upon reaching the territory’s border, I heard the chilling cry of a beast. It was a demon beast with two horns on its head.”

After moistening my throat with a sip of tea, I looked at the prince with a tense expression.

“The beast’s hide was so tough and thick that even arrows bouncing off armor couldn’t penetrate it. Even thirty mercenaries ready to die couldn’t stop it. The only one with a chance was me, possessing skills akin to a knight.”

“Oh, oh…!”

The prince interjected with feigned interest, urging me to continue the story.

“I charged at it, swinging my sword. Though I hadn’t yet reached mastery, my slash managed to thinly cut its hide. But that was as far as I got.”

“Oh, why?”

A beast capable of shattering a tree the size of a human’s torso. 

A proper attack wouldn’t work on it. 

During the fight, I even lost my sword in a single blow.

The princess and Lady Scarlet were already aware I had defeated the beast.

However, they thought it happened after I became a master, so their faces showed signs of surprise.

“So what happened next?!”

“The mountain is the realm of beasts and demons. It’s hard to escape on human legs, and it was impossible to abandon the paralyzed mercenaries. So, I relied on my sturdy armor. At least the gauntlets I wore were made of steel.”

Despite its large size, the bear was surprisingly agile.

But because it was so huge, there was an opportunity to attack.

I had to tire it out a bit so that even if an unforeseen event occurred, the mercenaries could escape.

With that in mind, I continued the desperate battle.

“At some point, I felt the peculiar sensation of mana flowing out of my fingertips.”

“Indeed…”

“The will to survive and return alive must have propelled me forward.”

Finishing my story with a proud expression, I drank the now lukewarm tea.

“Had it not been for Lady Scarlet’s encounter, I might have perished in that mountain.”

“Hmmm…”

[Encounter, bracelet, herb of fate, tears of the moon, gift…]

Oh, this is a mistake.

I meant to use this only on the prince…

“Aren’t you grateful to me? After all, it was thanks to me that you awakened your mana.”

The princess asked mischievously.

“Grateful… It’s hard to express with mere words.”

“Hmm?”

“I’m not so foolish as to forget who is behind all the glory I enjoy now, Your Highness.”

The princess, looking uncomfortable, averted her eyes from my earnest gaze.

[Bracelet, confession, bed-sharing, bed-sharing, bed-sharing, bed-sharing…]

Oh, no.

I couldn’t even limit my abilities because of the prince…

“Right after becoming a master, the territorial war began. A silver vein was discovered between the territories of Baron Howard and Baron Bray.”

Keeping my gaze fixed on the prince, I continued with my tale.

The prince, despite his efforts to hold onto his suspicions, ultimately had to leave, admitting that I was just a fool lucky enough to awaken.

It was a deeply satisfying feeling.

***

Theodore threw himself onto the bed.

His head was hot from the series of incomprehensible events.

‘What is going on…?’

After the death of Princess Anastasia, who was called the reincarnation of the founding king Fiona, a plague spread across the kingdom, causing chaos.

If the eldest son, Roderick, died in the process, he could quickly approach the throne.

The second son had no interest in the throne and lived as a wanderer, and the two sisters had married and left the kingdom.

So, he thought if he made significant contributions to curing the plague, he would naturally inherit the throne.

Everything was going smoothly.

Until the man named Lloyd appeared.

‘Should I kill him?’

He wanted to kill him right away, but it was too risky to kill someone under the king’s watchful eye.

‘Olivia Biden…’

Theodore thought bitterly of Lloyd, who had mentioned his fiancée’s name.

Taking down a man who had the kingdom’s attention was a burdensome task.

But dealing with the third daughter of a border count family was easy.

‘Look forward to my gift, Lord Lloyd.’

Of course, he didn’t plan to kill her instantly.


Watching his fiancée slowly die from an incurable disease would slightly relieve his resentment.

“Heh heh…”

The prince’s mouth twisted into a cruel smile.

It was a truly cold laugh.

TL Note: This is funny!



 
  
    Chapter 38: Coming of Age Ceremony


A commotion caused by cultists in the capital.

Until the investigation was completed, leaving the castle was restricted.

As a result, the time spent waiting in my room grew longer, and a week quickly passed by.

And so, the coming-of-age ceremony arrived.

“Is there anything uncomfortable?”

“Hmm, splendid.”

I nodded my head as I inspected the clothes the servant had prepared for me.

‘A coming-of-age ceremony… Is this like a prom or something in a TV show?’

Although it was grandly called a coming-of-age ceremony, it was essentially a birthday party to celebrate becoming an adult.

‘And a place for social gatherings.’

Nobles in this world often get married before their coming-of-age ceremonies.

Nevertheless, calling it a coming-of-age ceremony and throwing a birthday party at 18 was a social courtesy for those who hadn’t married yet, allowing them to build connections.

“Which mask would you like to wear?”

“Hmm, a wolf one.”

“Understood.”

“While you’re at it, can you also style my hair a bit?”

“Ah… Yes, of course.”

The young ladies and gentlemen attending the coming-of-age ceremony held ambiguous positions, being nobles only because their parents were.

The person with the highest social status here would be the eldest son of a noble family.

Aside from him, maybe someone who passed the apprentice knight exam.

In such a place filled with fledglings, I, Lloyd Crescent, was making an appearance.

‘Who am I?’

The youngest master on the continent.

A hereditary noble who could pass down his title and territory to his children, and the rightful ruler of the prized Crescent land, which was once directly controlled by the kingdom!

In short, I was an ecological disruptor.

Though I wasn’t blonde, didn’t tan, and wasn’t a delinquent, I would undoubtedly attract all the attention at the ball.

‘This is why people hide their power.’

“Are there others like me who go to such lengths to disguise themselves?”

“Hmm, not many, but there are a few.”

The servant explained the reason behind the masquerade ball while dyeing my hair.

‘I see.’

It seemed that the coming-of-age ceremonies held at the royal castle often included royalty, which is why the masquerade ball became a tradition.

“Is there anything uncomfortable?”

I shook my head at the servant’s question.

“Splendid.”

“Thank you.”

My hair, dyed black, looked natural, and the wolf mask I wore over my eyes was stylish, likely crafted by an artisan.

It looked perfect.

“This way, please, Lord Crescent.”

“Hmm.”

A coming-of-age ceremony hosted by the royal castle…

What would it feel like?

With that thought, I stepped into the ballroom.

‘It’s splendid.’

Until now, the only ballroom I had visited was the one in Count Biden’s territory.

The one in Baron Howard’s territory was too shabby to call a ballroom, and I hadn’t bothered to check the one in Count Spencer’s territory due to lack of interest.

I had thought the ballroom in Count Biden’s territory was luxurious enough, but compared to the one in the royal castle, it was laughable.

Indeed, people should play in the big leagues.

Swish.

I lightly greeted those who had already arrived at the ballroom.

Immediately, numerous gazes began to scan my entire body.

‘Wow…’

This coming-of-age ceremony could be seen as a microcosm of the social world.

In other words, stepping into the social world meant constantly being under such evaluative gazes.

‘Being a noblewoman must be tough.’

I suddenly felt a surge of fatigue.

I moved to a suitable spot, avoiding others’ gazes as much as possible.

“I heard a young master appeared in Fiona Kingdom?”

“Yes, I heard he might attend this coming-of-age ceremony…”

“Could he already be here?”

“Perhaps. What kind of gentleman would he be…”

The sound of young ladies whispering behind elegant, ornate fans reached my ears.

“A new iron mine was discovered in our territory recently.”

“Hey, Be… Ahem, this is a masquerade ball, isn’t it?”

“If they want to recognize me, let them.”

Some people subtly wanted to reveal their identity.

“Could you be…?”

“Shh. Revealing identities is for the third act, remember?”

“Ah, my apologies.”

“Hehe.”

Some nobles were familiar enough to recognize each other despite the masks.

‘It’s like an animal kingdom.’

Thinking so, I headed towards the table laden with food in the corner of the hall.

“Oh my…”

“Is he very hungry?”

“Fufu, fufufu…”

As I picked up a plate to serve myself from the buffet-style spread, I heard laughter nearby, mocking my actions.

Others were busy trying to identify each other through conversation.

In such a situation, it seemed they found my solitary food gathering behaviour unsophisticated.
“Could he be a baron’s son from the Briston family?”


“Ah, a newly made noble?”

Hahaha.

Though they covered their mouths with fans, trying to maintain decorum, they were mocking me.

But a master’s keen senses could pick up even the sound of a leaf falling in a large concert hall.

‘Do they not have parents?’

These nobles sounded like they hadn’t received proper home training.

“Impressive…”

“Alex…, ahem. What’s going on?”

“What’s the matter?”

“Oh, nothing.”

Of course, not everyone was foolish.

‘Alex Blaze, huh…’

Although he didn’t have the distinctive red hair of the Blaze family, it was probably a disguise for the masquerade ball, just like mine.

He must be the nephew who once annoyed Scarlett.
‘Impressive.’

A knight capable of mana manipulation at that age.

‘And his friends look promising too.’

Examining them in detail, they were all well-trained from a young age.

‘Comparing them makes Lucas seem even more of a cheat.’

Even though I had pushed him hard and helped him, Lucas was probably the first person to reach a knight’s level at the age of 15.

Nom nom.

‘Delicious.’

Indeed, the royal kitchen’s chef’s cooking was equivalent to a 7-star level.

I wished I could kidnap him to Baron Howard’s territory.

‘With this skill, he could easily make soy sauce and gochujang…’

Protagonists in otherworldly stories oddly obsess over kimchi.

When reading such novels, I often shook my head, thinking ‘kimchi again?’ but now that I was in their shoes, I understood.

I missed the savoury, salty taste of soy sauce and the deliciously spicy taste of gochujang.

‘Recruiting a chef is essential.’

With the help of Chicken Mode, I could definitely make it myself.

However, if I stood out for even such trivial things, it would arouse suspicion.

So, the most effective strategy was to take the position of having recruited a genius chef.

‘Now that the capital is stabilizing, should I stay here for about five more days?’

I wanted to spend as much time as possible recruiting talented people.

However, I had left my territory unattended for too long, so I needed to wrap up the recruitment quickly and return.

“Oh, I apologize.”

While pondering various thoughts and eating, I slightly bumped into a woman who, like me, was approaching the table.

“My apologies for any inconvenience. Are you hurt?”

Her black hair shimmered like the Milky Way in the night sky. 

Her eyes, resembling mysterious obsidian, captivated anyone who met them, and the tear mole beneath her left eye added a fleeting charm.

Her purple dress, though dark in colour, exuded a mysterious and noble allure rather than a sombre feel. 

She looked a couple of years younger than her peers, a mysterious beauty.

‘Isn’t it too shameless of you?’

It seemed our crazy princess was at it again.

‘She has grown quite a bit.’

I hadn’t noticed because I had grown to the mid-180s, but seeing her in a dress that accentuated her figure made me realize it. 

She initially looked about 14 or 15 years old, but now she seemed more like 15 or 16. 

She looked only slightly less developed than others attending the coming-of-age ceremony. 

But her true age was 21 this year.

She was a full-grown woman who, if she were a noble, would already be married with children. 

What on earth was she doing here?

“You’re quite perceptive, aren’t you?”

The princess, who had dyed her hair and eyes black with the power of the shadow spirit Shade, asked with a twitch of her lips. 

I tried to pretend I hadn’t noticed anything, but she had seen through my poor acting.

“…How did you know?”

“How can you be so calm when a beauty like me talks to you?”

She was a consistent person.

“You are wearing a mask, so I can’t tell.”

“How rude.”

Despite saying that, a crescent moon smile appeared on her lips.

“Um, so why are you here?”

I whispered softly, so others wouldn’t hear.

“I never had a coming-of-age ceremony either, so I was curious.”

“You’re a December baby, right? You should have come six months later.”

“…You knew?”

The princess asked, looking slightly flustered.

“Is it possible not to know the birthday of a country’s…”

“…Pervert?”

Why did it turn out like that?

“So, do you know Teo’s birthday too?”

“I’m not really interested in that.”

“…But you’re interested in mine?”

“We’re not strangers, are we?”

I said, raising my left hand playfully. 

The bracelet engraved with the symbol of our bond peeked out.

“You still have that?”

“Did you throw it away?”

I asked, looking slightly disappointed. 

The princess, flustered, shook her hands.

“Of course not! Why would I…?”

The princess, who had raised her voice slightly, lowered it, conscious of the surrounding eyes. 

Then she looked at me with a slightly mischievous expression.

“Do you want me to wear it too?”

She asked, touching her left wrist and laughing playfully.

“It’s like a scandal in Gyeongseong…”

Wearing a matching bracelet with the princess would cause a commotion in the palace. 

Here, the proper response would be to act flustered and beg for forgiveness like a protagonist in a romantic comedy. 

Then the princess would laugh it off as a joke.

But I, Lloyd Crescent, an undefeated knight who didn’t back down even before a bear with two horns and 500 soldiers, couldn’t lose to the princess in this verbal exchange.

“Wouldn’t that be a status upgrade for me?”

I said, shaking the bracelet on my wrist, and the princess looked away, seeming uncomfortable.

“You…”

“Um…”

I almost called her ‘your highness.’ 

It’s difficult to call her…

“Call me Sia here.”

“Is that alright?”

“Asha might be recognized by someone.”

“Oh… Asha was a nickname?”

“Be quiet.”

The princess turned her back, covering her face with a fan. 

Her exposed neck was noticeably red. 

At that moment, the music in the ballroom changed, and the surrounding nobles began dancing as if on cue.

“Would you like to dance with me?”

“Hmph.”

The princess placed her hand in mine with a slightly displeased expression.

“Ah, this cool and familiar feeling. It’s been almost half a year.”

“…You’re really crazy. You’re out of your mind.”

“How could I compare to Sia, who came to an uninvited stage?”

The princess and I exchanged words without yielding as we danced.

“…You’re good at this. It’s surprising.”

“It’s one of my few skills.”

To be precise, it was Lloyd’s skill. 

He had learned to dance diligently because he didn’t want to embarrass himself in front of other nobles while dancing with Olivia. 

If only he had invested that effort in swordsmanship, he might not have been called a scoundrel, even if he couldn’t beat Lucas…

“For your fiancée?”

The princess asked cautiously, as if touching a sore spot.

I replied with a bitter smile.

The princess remained silent for a while. 

After a long pause, she spoke again.

“When do you plan to leave this time?”

“I plan to leave within a week.”

“…Already?”

I had stayed here for quite a while.

“I’m a territorial noble, Sia.”

“Yes… you are.”

Even with heels on, she was under 170 cm. 

Because of that, when she slightly lowered her head, it was easy to see her expression.

“Did you have fun in the palace?”

“No, it was boring.”

The princess flinched at my blunt words.

“Don’t force yourself to find fun in such a dull place.”

I said, gently wrapping my arm around her waist. 

The words I was about to say shouldn’t be heard by others.

“There won’t be any worries about assassination or stress from work at Baron Howard’s territory. You don’t have to strain yourself to alleviate your boredom.”

“…Ugh!”

I softly whispered in her ear and then let her go because the music in the ballroom had changed.

I greeted her gently and then lightly sipped a drink from the table. 

After that, there were no significant events. 

The princess had slipped away unnoticed, and I focused on eating, feeling annoyed by the ballroom.

“Excuse me. May I have a moment?”

Just as the scene was transitioning from Act 2 to Act 3, the main culprit of the Scarlet Knight incident approached me.

“What is it?”

“Do you have any time later?”

It sounded like a line from a guy trying to pick up a girl.

“Um… I’m not really interested in that.”

I said, pretending to step back.

“What? No, that’s not what I meant…!”

The Blaze family members were always fun to tease. 

Was it genetic?

“I was bored anyway. Shall we go now?”

“…Yes, alright.”

Showtime. 

I took off the mask I was wearing and released my mana. 

The white flame-like mana burned away the dye clinging to my hair.

It was the grand entrance of Lloyd Crescent.

-Wha, what?!

-That, that’s…!

-It’s the master…!


“Shall we go?”

“Y-yes!”

Leaving behind the peers who were clearly flustered, I exited the ballroom.

“This is why you hide your power…”

It was a flamboyant exit that sent my dopamine, which had hit rock bottom, skyrocketing.



 
  
    Chapter 39: Blaze Family


Although I left the ballroom with great enthusiasm, I was not entirely sure why Alex had called me out.

Thus, I subtly slowed my pace, naturally letting Alex take the lead.

“It is an honor to meet you, the youngest Master on the continent, Lord Crescent.”

“Just call me Lloyd. You are Lord Alex, correct?”

“Oh, you know me? It’s an honor.”

Alex was a man with a fresh and amiable impression.

“So, what did you call me for?”

“Well, um…”

Alex trailed off with a complicated expression.

“Hmm?”

Following Alex and observing my surroundings, I realized something interesting was happening.

I decided to quietly follow Alex, who kept glancing at me nervously.

“This way.”

Alex led me to a training ground personally used by Lady Scarlett.

It was also the place where I had learned swordsmanship from Lady Scarlett.

“Do you wish to receive instruction from me?”

“Well, um…”

The honest and handsome Alex kept trailing off.

I looked at Alex silently for a moment before picking up two wooden swords of appropriate weight from the wall of the training ground.

Whoosh.

Alex caught the wooden sword I threw at him in surprise.

“I will let you make the first move.”

“…Just so you know, this is not my true intention, Lord Lloyd.”

“Excuse me? Oh, okay.”

“Then…”

Would Lucas have changed like this if he had aged three more years?

Alex gave off that kind of feeling, watching me with a strange expression.

I was contemplating what he meant by that.

“Argh!!!”

Bang!

‘What, what?!’

Like a bull charging at a red cloth, Alex came at me with bloodshot eyes.

Thwack!

“How about this!!!”

As if expecting his first attack to be blocked, Alex glared and poured all his strength into his assault.

His relentless attacks were fierce and hot, like blazing flames.

‘Even Lucas would struggle against this.’

Though his attacks were impressive, my evaluation of Alex’s swordsmanship was just that.

Thud!

“Ugh…!”

Alex, who was kicked in the stomach, rolled across the floor.

After rolling a couple of times, Alex bounced up and grabbed another relatively short wooden sword from the wall.

“Lloyd!!!”

Although I was a bit flustered at first, Alex’s attacks were manageable even without the help of my Chicken Mode.

That was the gap between a Master and a knight.

Tap.

Clatter clatter clatter!!!

Inserting a small stick into the whirlwind-like sword path.

Just that was enough to turn the whirlwind into a gentle breeze, scattering its momentum.

“Ugh! Not yet!!!”

‘Should I try that here?’

Lady Scarlett, even though she had learned the same Blaze Swordsmanship, had adapted it to her body as a woman.

So even if I used my Mimicry ability, it was difficult to perfectly imitate her due to the physical differences between men and women.

But I felt I could mimic Alex’s swordsmanship well enough.

‘Huff, huff, huff! How’s this?! This is Blaze Swordsmanship!!! Hahaha, hahahaha!!!’

I blocked Alex’s dual-wielding attacks smoothly while gradually retreating.

My goal was to grab another sword from the wall like Alex had.

Clang!

“Ugh!”

Barely blocking Alex’s sudden thrust, I created some distance.

In that moment, I grabbed a sword similar in length to the second one Alex had picked up.

Then, glaring at Alex before me, I activated my ability.

[Power Level 2: Imitation]

Imitation.

A whirlwind and another whirlwind overlapped.

[Your proficiency with Blaze Swordsmanship has increased.]

‘My proficiency is skyrocketing.’

It was truly a power worthy of being called an ability.

“This swordsmanship!!! How?!”

Our swords clashed with perfect precision, not even a millimeter off.

Clang clatter clatter clang clatter clatter clang!

Because our movements were perfectly in sync, the sound of our clashing wooden swords created a strange rhythm.

“How about this!!!”

It was more of an improvised attack than Blaze Swordsmanship.

Pretending to swing his right-hand sword, he let it go in mid-air.

Then, anticipating being hit, he thrust his left-hand sword deeply.

It was practically a suicide attack.

‘I should skip this.’

Imitating this perfectly would be crossing a line.


There were eyes watching this duel, so I needed to restrain myself.

Thwack!

“Ugh?!”

I easily blocked Alex’s desperate attack.

Then, I placed my left-hand sword at his throat.

“I-I lost…”

The fierce Alex, who had seemed to transform when he grabbed the swords, reverted to his original self.

‘Is this like the berserk state due to excessive yang energy in martial arts novels?’

Would it be different if one reached the level of a Master like Lady Scarlett?

As I pondered, staring at Alex, a man jumped down from Lady Scarlett’s room, where he had been watching our duel.

Jumping down from such a height was a skill only a Master could perform.

‘Dominic Blaze. The head of the Blaze family…’

If you made Alex’s face more dignified and sharp, it would look like this.

He was a handsome middle-aged man.

The most striking feature was his bright red beard extending from his sideburns to his jawline.

It was the Lincoln-style beard, but his sharp impression made him look like a lion.

“Father!!!”

“Oh dear~”

Lady Scarlett’s scream echoed.

“Lord Lloyd Crescent!”

A powerful voice that drowned out Lady Scarlett’s scream rang in my ears.

“I permit you to court Scarlett! Please, take my daughter!”

The man said, placing a hand on my shoulder.

With his ultra-white teeth shining, he gave a thumbs-up.

“Aah, aaaaah!!!”

Lady Scarlett, her hair as red as her face, threw herself out the window.

‘What an interesting family!’

In that moment, my fondness for the Blaze family skyrocketed.

***

Tap, tap. 

It was the sound of Lady Scarlett, whose face had turned as red as a beetroot, preparing tea. 

As I listened to the sound, I took in the sight of the three new faces seated at the table.

[Alex Blaze] 

Similar to Lucas in that noble gentleman manner, but his eyes change dramatically when he grips a sword. 

He’s an interesting fellow I’d like to pit against Lucas as a rival if possible—a promising young man for the future.

[Amelia Blaze] 

She resembles Lady Scarlett but has softly drooping eyes, giving her a gentle impression. 

She’s Scarlett’s elder sister by three years and Alex’s biological mother, yet she hardly looked like someone with a child the same age as me.

“Our youngest is quite capable, isn’t she? Who would have thought she’d end up with a man like this, teehee~” 

“Please, enough!” 

“Even though we’re family, must you keep speaking in that strange manner? Use a more feminine and gentle way of speaking.” 

“Silence! The coming-of-age ceremony is over, so just drink your tea and go!”

Tap, tap, tap! 

Lady Scarlett frowned and placed the teacups in front of us. 

“She’s quite a strict person, but you know she has her cute sides,”

Amelia said, lifting her teacup. 

Her hands were so thin and delicate that she seemed like someone who had nothing to do with swordsmanship. 

Indeed, Chicken Mode also informed me that she wasn’t very skilled in swordsmanship. 

Despite this, Lady Scarlett seemed to be quite submissive to her. 

‘She must have been an official toy…’ 

Was this the sorrow of being the youngest?

[Dominic Blaze] 

He is Lady Scarlett’s father and the head of the Blaze family. 

His stern face and sharp eyes left a strong impression. 

He looked every bit the part of the head of a duchy that had produced numerous masters and was a founding contributor to the kingdom. 

But in reality, he was a very jovial person from our first meeting. 

“Lord Lloyd, Scarlett is a master and still in her prime. If you wish, you can have more children than you can count—” 

“Aaaah!!!” 

Lady Scarlett clutched her head and screamed. 

This was the first time I’d seen her so undone. 

The closest she’d come to being this aggressive was when she was correcting the 30 Assayers to be normal. 

‘This is amusing.’ 

Indeed, this is what family should be like. 

Don’t you think so, my dear psychopath hedgehog prince? 

Nod, nod. 

“Why are you acting like this, Scarlett?” 

“That’s exactly what I want to ask! Why are you doing this to me?!” 

“A man who fits the conditions you sang about has appeared. As your father, shouldn’t I act? Moreover, he’s the youngest master! Of course, we should accept him into the Blaze family!” 

“Ugh…!” 

Lady Scarlett, having met my eyes, covered her face with both hands.

The already reddened Scarlett looked as if she had reached her limit.

“Am I wrong, Amelia?” 

“How could the head of the family be wrong?” 

“Hmm. Exactly.”

Though born a woman, must she serve her husband? 

I have no intention of serving a man weaker than me! 

That was what Lady Scarlett had said, mimicking a princess once. 

Who knew it would come back around like this? 

“Listen to the person’s opinion first! Ha… do you even know my age, saying such shameless things…?” 

Lady Scarlett’s voice sounded strained as she turned her back to me. 

It seemed she was more sensitive about her age than usual because her peer niece was around. 

“Well then. Lord Lloyd, what do you think? Speak freely.” 

Despite his words, he raised his eyebrows, giving me a look. 

What an interesting person he was. 

I would say the same thing regardless of his hint. 

“If Lady Scarlett is as beautiful as she is, what does age matter?” 

“Ha, ha ha ha! As expected of the youngest master, you have a different calibre!” 

“Exactly, oh ho ho!” 

“Ah, ha ha…”

The Blaze family laughed in three distinct tones. 

Meanwhile, Scarlett the Beetroot looked as if she was seriously contemplating jumping out of the window. 

It was chaos. 

‘The Blaze family is something else….’ 

To show this level of chaos without alcohol. 

“The sooner we move forward with such celebrations, the better.” 

Papa Scarlett, who seemed very excited, tried to speed things up.

“Wait!” 

It was Scarlett, who had somewhat calmed down, who stopped him.

“What’s the problem now, Scarlett?” 

“Everything is the problem from start to finish!” 

Bang! 

Scarlett banged on the table as she shouted. 

Papa Scarlett, looking at her calmly, wore a slightly composed expression. 

“Didn’t you teach Lord Lloyd the family’s swordsmanship with the intention of making him your husband?” 

“Never! It was just because of Lord Lloyd’s talent!” 

“Hmm… is there such a talent in existence?” 

Papa Scarlett looked me up and down with sharp eyes. 

“All the more reason to accept him into our family. Who else would you give such talent to?” 

Papa Scarlett smiled broadly, showing his teeth. 

Bang! Bang! Bang! 

Scarlett pounded the table three times in a row. 

It seemed like a familiar sight to the three of them, who held their cup saucers to prevent the table from getting dirty. 

“Besides, Lord Lloyd is still…” 

Scarlett looked at me with a somewhat frustrated expression. 

Then, when our eyes met, she bit her lower lip slightly and looked away.

“Still? What do you mean?” 

“Lord Lloyd is said to have been engaged for ten years to another woman.” 

“Ah, indeed.”

Even here, Olivia was working hard. 

‘Ah, you are always with me, aren’t you?’ 

Thanks to her, it seemed I wouldn’t have to go straight into the grave of marriage just yet. 

“I may have been too hasty. But isn’t it rather a good thing? It means he’s a man capable of loving someone so deeply.” 

Papa Scarlett spoke, looking at me with a serious expression. 

“If you spend time together, affection will naturally grow. Lord Lloyd, when you return to your territory, please take our Scarlett with you. I’ll speak with Princess Anastasia.” 

What a forthright man he was. 

‘This is rather good.’ 

It’s not a good idea to leave people I’ve made connections with in a place where a mysterious entity called a Psycho remains. 

Bringing them to our territory would be beneficial, and if he helped, it would be even better. 

If Lady Scarlett came to our territory, the princess would easily find excuses to follow her. 

I looked at Lady Scarlett quietly. 

“Would you come to my territory with me?” 

When I said that and extended my hand, Lady Scarlett’s gaze started shaking wildly. 

It was almost as if spirals would appear in her eyes in a comic strip.

Hiccup. 

Scarlett, who had started hiccupping at some point, finally threw herself out of the wide-open window. 

“Oh dear…” 

“To think a grown woman ready for marriage would act like this….”

“Shut up! I’m not getting married-!!!”


Lady Scarlett, who had forgotten her formal speech, made an exit worthy of a comic strip. 

‘Now, shall I finish recruiting talent?’ 

I’d been away from my territory for too long. 

It was time to wrap up recruiting and return.





 
  
    Chapter 40: Blaze Family – 2


The day after meeting with the Great Cheerful Blaze Family, I went outside the castle for the first time in a long while.

“Please take care of me again today, Lady Scarlett.”

“Um, uh-huh….”

We had gone through quite an incident yesterday. 

If it were me, I would have hidden away for a while, avoiding any face-to-face encounters. 

However, Lady Scarlett, ever professional, followed the princess’s orders diligently despite the situation.

‘What a consistent person.’

That might be why she ended up as a public figure plaything.

“Are those clothes prepared by Lady Scarlett? They’re bright and suit you well.”

“Oh, no…. These are from my sister….”

Lady Scarlett mumbled, avoiding my gaze. 

She was wearing a dress in the style of a one-piece, with a corset at the waist. 

It wasn’t overly flashy or plain, but with her model-like proportions, it had an irresistible charm that caught people’s eyes. 

Especially with the soft makeup she wore, unlike before, men around us couldn’t help but be captivated by her.

She was so beautiful that one would almost assume she was a noble.

Despite knowing they should look away, they unconsciously found themselves staring.

“Ahem! So, where are we headed today?”

After a long silence, Lady Scarlett finally spoke, eager to change the uncomfortable topic.

“We’re going to visit Eric.”

“Hmm.”

It had been a week since I handed over the blueprints for a modern wheelchair to Master Smith Eric. 

As a master smith, he would have had plenty of time to complete it.

With that thought, we headed to Eric’s forge, but Chicken Mode sensed something odd.

‘What an interesting family.’

The Great Cheerful Blaze Family was hiding and watching us. 

They must have used some kind of magic, as even the Master’s senses couldn’t detect them. 

Naturally, Lady Scarlett seemed unaware as well.

‘I should pretend not to notice.’

It was like a hidden camera within a hidden camera.

“Well then.”

Knock, knock, knock.

We arrived at Eric’s forge and knocked on the door. 

Inside, there was a clattering sound before the door opened, as if they had been eagerly awaiting our arrival.

“Come in…!”

Unlike before, Eric Steelhammer greeted us with a blue marker above his head. 

It seemed he had successfully created the wheelchair.

“Please, this way.”

With a wide smile, Eric guided us inside. 

Following him, we entered a large room connected to the forge. 

It appeared to be a spacious, single-story house, possibly modified for his niece, who had trouble with her legs.

Creak, creak.

The distinctive sound of wheels rolling on the wooden floor.

It was the wheelchair.

“Great Master Crescent and Lord Blaze, I greet you….”

A woman who seemed to be Eric’s niece was seated in the wheelchair.

She didn’t resemble Eric at all, giving off the impression of a frail, sickly beauty. 

Her brown hair reached down to her chest, tied with a ribbon and casually draped over her right shoulder, reminiscent of a hairstyle often seen in short-lived female characters.

“Nice to meet you, Maria.”

I bowed slightly and greeted her.

“Oh, someone like me, a commoner, how can I…?”

She waved her arms in a flustered manner, as if overwhelmed. 

Despite her long-term bedridden state, her arms hadn’t atrophied as much as expected. 

As I subtly observed her through Chicken Mode, I learned that she had knowledge in herbology, potion-making, and alchemy.

‘Quite an unexpected new face.’

“I’ll prepare some tea. Please have a seat.”

Eric guided us to a somewhat awkwardly high table and served us tea.

Then, he glanced briefly at Maria before looking at me with a serious expression.

“I am in your debt.”

He bowed his head, resting his hands on the table.

“I had my own reasons for helping. Please don’t worry about it.”

“I am a blacksmith who can no longer make weapons. The moment I hold a hammer, the scene of that day keeps coming back to me….”

Tremble, tremble.

His hands resting on the table were shaking.

His family had been slaughtered with a weapon he had made. 

The pain from that is something others can hardly imagine.

“As I said before, you can’t judge a knight solely by their strength, nor a blacksmith solely by the sharpness of their swords.”

“…I have some apprentices who learned my craft. Given time, they could become better blacksmiths than a defective one like me. They could make weapons and armor.”

That would certainly benefit the territory in the long run. 

However, as a modern man, Lloyd Crescent was impatient….

If we succeed in convincing Eric, it would be like striking gold. 

So I had to do whatever it took to persuade him.

“The advancement of civilization starts from human desires, Master Eric.”

“…Hmm?”

“People start farming to secure a stable food supply, build walls to protect against monsters or beasts, and select leaders to efficiently manage groups.”

People are the same everywhere, whether on Earth or here. 

So, I believed I could convince him.

“That’s how villages form, then cities, and eventually nations. These nations inevitably start competing. The reasons vary, but still….”

Eric’s gaze shifted to a hammer lying in the corner of the room.

“When competition continues, the population, a nation’s resource, decreases. Thus, they think of ways to significantly increase food production to boost birth rates, improve hygiene and medical care to reduce mortality, or enhance the quality of weapons and soldiers.”


“Hmm….”

Eric and Lady Scarlett looked at me with curious expressions.

“Human desires inevitably lead to conflict, and with it comes unexpected technological advancements.”

It was the same on Earth. 

Wars broke out, people died, and medical practices advanced to maintain combat readiness. 

In seeking more efficient weapons, tools like microwaves, now essential to modern life, were invented.

If we attempt technological innovation in this world, we’ll inevitably follow the same path.

Knights and wizards would become savages wielding swords and staffs.

That wasn’t the direction I wanted.

“So I thought, why not create tools purely for the benefit of humanity, not as a byproduct of war?”

Eric’s gaze turned to the wheelchair Maria was sitting in.

“This is something only you can do, Master Eric. Only you, who understands the dangers of tools that take human lives better than anyone else.”

“Me, someone like me, do such a thing, ugh… sob….”

“Please lend your skills for the sake of humanity, Eric.”

Eric covered his face with his thick hands, tears streaming through his fingers.

“Uncle…”

A woman named Maria gently embraced Eric’s shoulders.

At that, Eric’s sobs became even sadder. 

It was a pain that no one but the person experiencing it could understand or empathize with.

Thus, I decided to quietly wait until he calmed down.

“I’ll trust you. Even with these hands stained with blood, if I can still help someone… I want to try. Please, let me…”

“I also… ask you, great master…”

Both bowed their heads to me with very serious expressions.

And so, we succeeded in recruiting the master smith, who was essential for our territory.

“Phew… So, we need to go to Crescent?”

“I’m thinking of going to the Howard Barony.”

“Where is that?”

It was a natural reaction. 

The Howard Barony was a remote, remote place.

I marked a spot on the map Eric had brought.

“It’s this far? Hmm… I guess I’ll have to take out the unfinished project.”

Eric, as if slipping into his master smith mode, pulled out what seemed to be a design paper, paying no attention to me.

It was a blueprint of a carriage incorporating the concept of suspension.

‘It’s for his niece.’

The blueprint showed the effort he’d put into ensuring the least amount of strain on his niece’s body. 

It looked like the most advanced carriage in circulation in the Fiona Kingdom.

‘This is why he’s a master smith.’

We quietly bid farewell to Maria and left the smithy so as not to disturb Eric.

As we stepped out of the smithy and were about to head to our next destination, Lady Scarlett looked at me with an expression of admiration.

It was a different reaction from when she usually tried to avoid eye contact.

“The people of your domain must be happy. They are blessed to have such a kind lord.”

Suddenly, memories of the soldiers screaming as they were injected came to mind.

“Please, spare me! This is really not… Aaaaaaah!!!”

“I’d rather, die, aaah!”

“Daa, daaah!”

Come to think of it, they seemed to have been smiling with happy expressions.

“Where are we going next?” 

Lady Scarlett asked with a wide smile.

Choosing my words carefully, I replied, aware of the eyes of the cheerful family.

“I’ve talked a lot, so I’m thirsty. May I have a moment to quench my thirst?”

“Oh, my… I was inconsiderate.”

“It’s fine. May I excuse myself for a moment?”

“Don’t worry about me. I’m just here in case something happens.”

With an audience present, I considered subtly probing, but that wasn’t like me.

I led Lady Scarlett to a café as naturally as possible. 

Once inside, we ordered drinks and sat at a table, and I caught a glimpse of Alex sneaking into Eric’s smithy.

He seemed to have been ordered to gather information on what was happening inside. 

His stern expression was quite striking, especially since he was generally sensible when not wielding a sword.

‘Wow, really crazy…?

If I had been reborn into the Blaze family, I might never have lacked dopamine.

It was a family so delightful that I had such thoughts.

“What’s the matter?” 

Lady Scarlett looked at me with a puzzled expression.

Feigning ignorance, I tapped the table of the seat we were sitting at.

“They say it’s a trend, and here it is.”

Carrom.

Here, it was called a spin table game.

Lady Scarlett seemed to recall our first meeting, gently stroking the Carrom table.

“Shall we play a game? Just one round.”

“Hmm.”

Lady Scarlett nodded with a confident expression. 

Having been so enamored with knightly literature that she decided to become a knight, there was no way she would avoid a challenge.

“Shall we make a bet? How about the loser grants the winner one request, within reason?”

“A knight should not show interest in such frivolous things.”

“You knights are really scaredy-cats. Are you afraid of losing, Lady Scarlett?”

“No matter how much you provoke me, it won’t work. A knight—”

“That’s a cute excuse, as cute as the clothes you’re wearing.”

“…Don’t regret this!”

There wasn’t a more amusing person to toy with. 

That’s why even her family and the princess often teased Lady Scarlett.

‘Still clueless…’

The cheerful family was now practically right next to us, watching what seemed like a date.

I was very curious about Lady Scarlett’s reaction when they would suddenly appear later.

“Since you are an expert, I assume you’ll let me go first.”

With her eyes blazing, Lady Scarlett chose to take the first turn.

Her competitive spirit was extraordinary; she lowered herself, buried her head in the table, and started focusing intensely on the board to calculate the perfect angle.

Unlike usual, her outfit revealed a bit of her chest, and as she bent over, I caught a glimpse of her feminine skin.

She was so focused on the table that she didn’t seem to notice the gazes around her.

Whoosh.

I subtly lifted my sword sheath, glaring at the surroundings.

Those who were sneaking glances at our table quickly turned their heads away.

Click!

Unlike usual, Lady Scarlett managed a perfect break shot with loose guard.

“Phew!”

She stood up with a satisfied expression, and the sight of her ample chest moving up and down with gravity was quite provocative.

Normally, when she was with the princess, people would all bow their heads to the ground.

Thanks to that, she rarely seemed conscious of men’s gazes, despite her seemingly solid guard.

“Ah…”

After she pocketed four balls, it was my turn.

Lady Scarlett looked at the table with a slightly regretful expression.

‘The world of competition is cold.’

With that thought, I used the “chicken mode” to continue scoring definitively.

It was almost over.

Lady Scarlett was sulking, hiding her frustration, while the Blaze family had moved to the table right next to ours.

They seemed to be using magic to blur their presence, but now that they were so close, even my master’s senses could faintly detect something off.

‘Is it time?’

I subtly hit the pin a bit off the mark.

“Oh!”

Lady Scarlett seemed to think she had found an opportunity, smiling broadly as she took over the turn.

She continued to score just barely, and finally, her pins were all gone from the board.

“I win!”

Lady Scarlett clenched her fist and looked at me with a triumphant expression.

Her eyes were shining brightly.

“Yes, I lost. Please tell me your wish.”

As I said that and bowed my head respectfully, Lady Scarlett, sensing the atmosphere around her, quietly sat down.

“It was a great match. Winning is enough for—”

“Wouldn’t it be proper to ask for a cute kiss or something? Our adorable youngest…”

“What, what?!”

The Blaze family’s sudden appearance, having concealed their presence with magic.

“Wow… It seems I don’t need to intervene.”

Papa Blaze said, gently patting Lady Scarlett’s shoulder.

“Have at least five boys, and let two of them take the Blaze name.”


Grinning, Papa Blaze raised his thumb and led the family out of the café quietly.

“Argh-!!!”

Lady Scarlett ran out of the café at lightning speed, naturally chasing after her fleeing family.

‘Ah… This is the best.’

The family never failed to meet expectations.
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