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  Chapter 1: Prologue
The Butterfly Effect. This phenomenon signifies how an utterly insignificant and seemingly unrelated initial event can cascade into a myriad of incidents, culminating in an outcome that is entirely unforeseen. What is crucial, however, is that this initial event is as inconsequential as the flutter of a butterfly’s wings, occurring with such naturalness that it embodies a pure action, devoid of any underlying intent. Could one truly blame a butterfly in South America for a typhoon erupting in Asia? Any individual who genuinely attempts to assign blame to the butterfly should, without question, be committed to a mental institution. Therefore…

“This ruin naturally falls within the Marquisate of Halland!”

“Since when did this become the Marquisate of Halland? This place is, of course, under the influence of our esteemed Marquis Linea!”

“Nonsense! Do you think we don’t know that you only hastily expanded your territory this way after hearing that the Rogue Dragons (TL Note: 망나니용, a type of dragon often associated with wild or destructive behavior.) appear exclusively here?!”

“Aren’t you the ones trying to monopolize the Rogue Dragon (TL Note: 망나니용, a type of dragon often associated with wild or destructive behavior.) spawning grounds?! This place wasn’t even part of the Marquisate of Halland to begin with! If you insist on being unreasonable to the very end, I will seize it by force!”

Marquises engaging in military clashes, all in a bid to monopolize a rare monster’s spawning grounds…

“Ah, well, well, if it isn’t someone who confidently challenged me only to be utterly crushed. Didn’t I tell you that relying solely on sheer numbers, like a Bugs (TL Note: Referring to a Zerg-like race from a real-time strategy game, known for swarming tactics.), has its limits, especially with your playstyle?”

“Hahahaha! You should be grateful that you can swagger around playing Terran (TL Note: Referring to a human-like race from a real-time strategy game, often perceived as having an easier learning curve or ‘race advantage’.) only in a fantasy world, where you can dominate with cheap 50- and 75-gold units thanks to your race’s advantages. In reality, without such racial advantages, trying to manage only cheap labor like you do will get you nowhere.”

“Have you said all you need to say?! You Bug-whiner (TL Note: A derogatory term combining ‘Bugs’ (referring to the Zerg-like race) and ‘징징이’ (j징징이), meaning ‘whiner’ or ‘complainer’, often used to mock players who complain about other races being overpowered.)!”

“It’s absurd that a Terran-advantage-abuser (TL Note: A derogatory term referring to a player who relies excessively on the perceived advantages of the Terran race, believing it to be their own skill.) thinks that’s their own skill!”

Or perhaps nobles, already harboring animosity towards one another, would clash repeatedly over games, their deepening resentment utterly ruining social gatherings…

“Wow~ I hear our Princess is quite zealous about military training these days? It’s so frightening, I can’t even sleep at night.”

“Overseeing the military is also a duty of a princess. Why are you, a foreigner, interfering?”

“No, you might have played it too, but there’s a game I’ve played recently that left quite an impression on me. It makes me wonder if you, like Princess Adelgard in that game, are just looking for an excuse to raise an army~.”

“Have you said all you need to say!”

Or sparks flying among the heirs gathered at an academy for various nations, all because they had played an SRPG (Strategy Role-Playing Game) together…

“Find that bastard Mariu who picked me up, threw me off a cliff, and made ‘Woohoo~!’ pop up! All the contact records are in this crystal ball, right?!”

“P-please, just hold still for a moment. It doesn’t quite work that way…”

“Find them! How dare they insult a noble! I’m going to die of anger at this rate! Find them immediately! And find that bastard Luwigi who stepped on my head! It was clearly intentional! I won’t let those sons of bitches get away with this!”

Or a noble, playing a wholesome and charming platformer game, suddenly seeing their blood pressure skyrocket and attempting to abuse their power…

The implication is that all these incidents truly have nothing to do with me.

…Damn it, all I ever wanted was to simply play games, even in this other world.




  Chapter 2: I want to make a game even in the middle ages
The ceiling was unfamiliar.

Typically, characters who transmigrate or regress in web novels find themselves returned to a world they already know…

I had barely eaten, playing a new game for three days and nights without pause, when a wave of dizziness struck me, sending me collapsing to the floor.

It was an absurd death, too pathetic to warrant genuine sorrow, yet just shy of the sheer idiocy required to earn a Darwin Award.

Subsequently, I was reborn into a noble household in a medieval setting, a place whose true purpose remained entirely unknown to me.

The sensation of first regaining consciousness, unable to speak or move properly, forced to relieve myself in a diaper because I couldn’t even reach a latrine…

Naturally, I couldn’t comprehend the language or writing at first, but thankfully, the rigorous education imposed by the noble family from my infancy allowed me to grasp them quickly.

However, as I matured, I came to realize that this world possessed a profoundly serious, yet seemingly insurmountable, flaw…

“I’m bored!!!”

During a brief respite from my studies, I finally succumbed to the overwhelming boredom and cried out.

There was simply nothing to do in this world.

If only this place were a setting from some erotic game or novel, I could have embraced various women under the pretense that ‘in the Middle Ages, there’s nothing to do but s*x.’

Alas, this was an exceedingly conventional and normal medieval alternate world; had I dared to engage in such behavior, I would have been dragged to the imperial palace and castrated, regardless of my noble standing. Castrated, indeed.

Neither were there any other forms of entertainment.

At best, the board games available were inferior even to Monopoly, more akin to childish scribbles in an elementary school notebook.

Failing that, one could merely venture outdoors to hunt and capture animals.

Here, there were no cell phones, no YouTube, no Netflix, no movies or dramas, and most crucially, no games.

Games!

The very reason I had spent three days and nights immersed in them before ending up in this world!

The ultimate supplement, an endless source of dopamine!

A modern individual, steeped in dopamine, was being forcibly subjected to a dopamine detox, and what’s more, it wasn’t even by choice. After sixteen years of this, I had reached my absolute limit.

Wouldn’t one’s interest naturally wane after such a prolonged absence?

One might not dwell on it if there were other pursuits, but when every single day of the year is spent writhing in mind-numbing boredom, it’s only natural for the thought to return, day after day, for sixteen years straight.

“I just want to play games…”

Mornings were dedicated to sword training, afternoons to magic.

The initial wonder of discovering I could actually wield magic had been fleeting; now, having grown accustomed to it, the practice no longer offered any novelty.

It wasn’t as if I possessed the aptitude of an archmage, either.

As I lay idly rolling on the floor, consumed by boredom, the door abruptly burst open, and a slender beauty, clad in a maid’s uniform, swept into the room.

“Young Master Zeke. Might you be harboring thoughts of neglecting your studies and slacking off?”

“You startled me! Catherine, I’ve told you to knock before entering!”

Her name was Catherine.

She served as a retainer within our household, and also as my personal maid.

The name Zeke, incidentally, was my own, bestowed upon me as the sole heir to the House of Count Heindel.

Zeke Heindel.

Such was my current identity.

Despite my protestations and my abrupt rise from the floor, where I had been rolling, Catherine coolly ignored my words. She stepped further into the room, then forcibly guided me back to my desk and made me sit.

“It is time for you to study magic theory, Young Master Zeke. There are still more than two hours remaining until your next scheduled activity, so please, begin your studies at once.”

“I can’t live like this! This is our family’s house, owned by my parents!”

“And I have served your Master and Mistress since before your birth, and was instructed to diligently assist you even before you came of age.”

“Even though there’s only a three-year age difference between us…”

“Is that truly what matters? What matters is that your Master and Mistress explicitly instructed me not to take my eyes off you, even if it means staying by your side and monitoring you, should you once again grow weary of your studies. Now, please, study.”

“Ugh… h-h…”

“Now, this afternoon is dedicated to the study of illusion magic. Your studies will continue until six o’clock, so do not even consider slacking off. I will be monitoring you.”

Thus, I found myself utterly trapped by Catherine’s hand, condemned to endure yet another session of that tedious study.

If only… if only I could play games, even just for a brief mental refresh… Right now, even Tetris would be incredibly entertaining… Would no one create a game for me?

As I inwardly mumbled such futile wishes, I unfolded the grimoire of illusion magic. It was then, in that very moment, that an idea, one that had eluded my mind for sixteen long years, flashed through me like a bolt of lightning.

I had always assumed that, given the medieval setting, no one could possibly create games here… But did games truly necessitate PCs, consoles, or mobile phones?

In my original world, games had evolved into myriad forms, adapting to technological advancements.

Even if they often fell short in terms of polish or sheer enjoyment, they still emerged, much like AR and VR games.

While this world lacked electronics and the semiconductor industry, it possessed a technology I could only dream of in my original world: magic, didn’t it?

Magic wasn’t merely about conjuring fireballs from one’s hands or unleashing bolts of lightning.

Magic in this world was deeply interwoven into daily life, ranging from simple magical tools to ignite cooking fires, to intricate devices that circulated air by combining ice and wind magic for cooling purposes. Truly, there was a tool for everything.

When you thought about it, these were just ovens and air conditioners, so why couldn’t I create games?

I opened the grimoire pertaining to illusion magic and thoroughly reviewed the overview, a section I had previously neglected.

Illusion Magic.

‘Well-implemented illusion magic provides a virtual world so indistinguishable from reality to its target that those who become overly immersed may find themselves forever unable to escape.

Depending on the user’s will, it can also be wielded for positive ends, such as treating others’ traumas or manifesting worlds everyone has only ever dreamed of.’

I had never considered it until now, but despite the differing terminology, wasn’t this precisely the element needed to develop a far more advanced form of VR game?

I had always disliked VR games because they felt universally incomplete, but what if I could implement games through illusion magic?

What if, instead of clunky VR games, I could port renowned masterpieces I knew, allowing them to be played with even greater realism?

Wouldn’t that be even more incredible?

If the culture of gaming were to spread throughout this world, more individuals would undoubtedly delve into illusion magic, leading some to pursue careers as game developers, and eventually, even I would have access to new games…

“Th-this is it!”

As Catherine was present in the room, I slapped my knee instead of my… well, let’s just say I slapped my knee, and sprang to my feet.

I lamented my own intellect, utterly dismayed that this thought had not occurred to me until I was sixteen years old.

“What do you mean by ‘this is it’? Young Master, it is time for your studies, so please do not seek excuses to play. Kindly sit down at once. This is an explicit order from your Master and Mistress.”

“Catherine! I have finally decided upon the discipline that demands my complete focus and dedication! It is illusion magic! This was precisely the path I was destined to follow!”

“…Are you speaking after proper consideration, Young Master?”

“Of course! Catherine! Inform my parents that I wish to employ every possible means to advance my skills in illusion magic! Tell them I will follow even the most arduous lessons without complaint, so they must invite the most accomplished practitioners!”

If I could transform all the masterpieces I knew into experiential VR, making them even more enjoyable than reality itself, what hardship could I not endure?

If games were to proliferate in this world, and its inhabitants could replenish their dopamine through their own original creations, I was prepared to do anything.

And, incidentally, enjoy myself a little in the process.

From that day forward, I retrieved every single tome related to illusion magic and practiced it without a moment’s respite.

Witnessing my earnestness, my parents, as per my request, invited a renowned master of illusion magic named Edgar, commissioning him to impart his knowledge to me.

He was a middle-aged man, his face just beginning to show the gentle etchings of wrinkles.

Upon our private meeting, Edgar, now employed by my parents, immediately posed a series of questions.

“Zeke Heindel. You sought instruction from a formidable practitioner to learn illusion magic, so I hear.”

“Indeed. Might you be able to impart your teachings to me?”

“Fortuitously, the individual before you, Young Master Zeke, possesses a considerable knack for illusion magic and is not one to hoard his knowledge. However, due to its unique nature, illusion magic can also be exceedingly perilous for those who seek to learn it.”

“Perilous, you say?”

“The reasons people seek to learn illusion magic are manifold. Some wish to forge the world of their dreams with their own hands; others, to recreate departed loved ones from their memories and engage in conversations left unfinished; or perhaps, to construct a labyrinth of sorts to repel intruders without shedding a single drop of blood…”

Having said that, Edgar raised a finger and lightly tapped his own temple.

“However, illusion magic is ultimately a phantasm, not reality. It can never truly be real. Yet, those who behold a scene they so desperately craved, even while knowing this truth, sometimes become so ensnared by their own illusions that they can never escape. This is not a rare occurrence. Thus, I have one question for you.”

Edgar’s gaze bore directly into my own.

“Young Master Zeke, why do you seek to learn illusion magic?”

I wish to create games and disseminate them throughout this world, so that those who grow up playing them might, in turn, create their own games to satiate my own dopamine cravings!

…However, stating that truth so plainly felt far too pathetic, so I responded without uttering a single falsehood.

“I wish to forge, with my own hands, a stage where all people in this world might find joyous respite, free from worry, if only for a fleeting moment.”

Judged purely by its words, it was a hundred percent truth, devoid of any falsehood.

At my response, Edgar blinked several times before bursting into laughter.

“Hahaha! Not for yourself, but for others? This is truly the first time I’ve encountered such a reason. Every person I’ve met in my life who spoke in such terms invariably turned out to be a charlatan…”

A jolt!

“At the very least, Young Master Zeke’s eyes do not lie. Very well, since I’ve heard a rather compelling reason, I shall impart the teachings of illusion magic as you desire. However, once the instruction commences, it will be far from lenient, so I expect you to keep pace and not fall behind. I am not one to linger for those who lag in their scholarly pursuits.”

“I shall follow, even if I must crawl to do so.”

With a satisfied smile, Edgar immediately commenced the first lesson right then and there.

Wait for it, world. If you refuse to embrace electrical civilization, then I shall adapt and introduce you to the concept of games.




  Chapter 3: First game
Five years had passed since I left home to live in Edgar’s laboratory in the city, dedicating myself to the study of illusion magic under his tutelage.

During those five years, I had poured every ounce of my being into mastering illusion magic, to the point of tears of blood, sacrificing even eating and sleeping.

It felt as though I had never exerted myself with such intensity in my entire life.

Ordinarily, whenever I pursued a goal, my attention would quickly be diverted by the myriad distractions available at every turn, leading me astray.

Paradoxically, perhaps because it was the medieval era, devoid of entertainment, my study efficiency soared.

The forms of recreation available in this age, being vastly inferior to the high-quality entertainment I enjoyed in modern society, simply held no appeal for me.

More importantly, I knew that the more diligently I worked to accelerate the creation of games through illusion magic, the sooner my future self could finally indulge in true entertainment.

After five years of grueling effort, a little after my twenty-first birthday, I received a perfect declaration of mastery from Edgar… or rather, my Master.

“You have truly excelled, Zeke.”

“I have met countless individuals who sought my guidance in illusion magic, but you are the first with such tenacity and passionate dedication.”

“Usually, they would badger and pester me at the slightest lack of visible progress, so it has been an age since I encountered someone with such perseverance.”

“Your praise is so lavish, Master, I fear I might break out in hives.”

“It is pure commendation.”

“When I heard your purpose for learning illusion magic was for the benefit of others, I had thought your motivation might be too weak to sustain you for long.”

“But it seems I was mistaken.”

“You have done exceptionally well.”

“Hmm…”

My true motivation, however, stemmed from a deeply personal desire, a fact I chose not to disclose to my Master.

My Master patted my shoulder, regarding me with immense pride.

“At this point, I have imparted all that I can.”

“What remains depends on how much further you strive, how much more you hone your skills.”

“You have demonstrated an exemplary attitude toward learning thus far, but the moment you grow complacent, your growth will cease.”

“Therefore, always remember what I have taught you and continue to strive for perfection.”

“Yes, Master.”

“You may now return home.”

“After five years, your family must miss you dearly.”

I had finally received formal permission to depart and return home.

However, there was something even more crucial to attend to before then.

“Master, before I leave, would you perhaps take a look at the world of illusion I have created?”

“Oh? You have already manifested an entire world?”

“For about a year now, I have been sacrificing my sleep, little by little, to build it.”

“Each time I received new teachings from you, Master, I refined this world of illusion.”

“I have completed it to the best of my abilities, and I would be grateful if you could examine my world before I depart.”

“You barely had enough time just to learn, yet you sacrificed your sleep for this?”

“Hahaha… I’ve never encountered a disciple who dedicates themselves with such fervor.”

“Very well, I shall take a look.”

“A world created by a disciple as diligent as you—I must see it.”

“If there are any points that need refinement, I will address them all for you one last time.”

“Thank you, Master.”

“The medium for entering the world of illusion is prepared in this crystal orb.”

This crystal orb was not a user version but an administrator’s orb.

Accessing the world of illusion I had created through this orb meant entering a state akin to that of a Game Master (GM).

My Master merely needed to assess its perfection and manifestation, so there was no need for him to play through the entire game from start to finish.

My Master accepted the orb I offered, placed his hand upon it, and a moment later, he stood motionless, as if frozen in time.

I sat beside him, patiently waiting for him to open his eyes again.

After about two hours, my Master opened his eyes, removed his hand from the orb, and asked me with an incredulous expression,

“Zeke… did you truly create all of this by yourself?”

“There’s no one else here but you, Master, so who else could have helped me?”

“Indeed, you are right… I have explored the entirety of the world you created.”

“It was remarkably flawless and devoid of any superfluous elements.”

“There were no errors within the world of illusion, nor any flaws in its manifestation.”

“It was so pristine, it was hard to believe it was your first manifestation.”

“I am pleased to see my teachings have not been in vain.”

“You flatter me, Master.”

“It is thanks to learning under such a benevolent Master.”

“Hahaha, your flattery has improved now that it is time for you to leave.”

“In any case, I have nothing further to say regarding the illusion magic you have created.”

“If you wish to present it to others, rest assured, it is perfectly ready as it is.”

“Yes, Master.”

“Thank you for all your teachings thus far.”

“I will visit often!”

****

After Zeke packed his belongings and departed, Edgar stroked his chin, replaying the world of illusion he had just witnessed in his mind.

“The perfection of illusion magic, while naturally dependent on the caster’s magical prowess, is even more critically determined by the caster’s creativity and imagination.”

“Those lacking imagination cannot even construct a stage compelling enough for others to easily immerse themselves in the world of illusion.”

The fundamental principle of illusion magic was to make others believe the world was real.

To achieve this, providing an overwhelming sense of immersion to those exposed to the illusion magic was paramount.

Those who lacked creativity and imagination, even if their magical fundamentals were excellent, could not properly immerse and hold others within the world of illusion, and thus could not truly be called a proper Illusionist.

This was the greatest weakness for mages who merely memorized theories, practiced incessantly, or recited mathematical and elemental formulas in their pursuit of magic, and it was also why truly exceptional Illusionists were exceedingly rare.

Yet, the world Zeke had shown him brimmed with such boundless creativity and imagination that Edgar could not even fathom where the inspiration had come from.

To such an extent that even he, who had merely intended to evaluate the magic’s perfection, momentarily cast aside that objective, yearning to properly explore this world of illusion himself.

“It seems an Illusionist with a talent destined for history has, by their own volition, sought me out.”

“Zeke, once the world you have created reveals itself to the world, I, too, wish to joyfully explore it as an ordinary person.”

****

Having received my Master’s approval, I felt as if I could soar as I rode the carriage home.

It had taken me four years just to properly master the techniques, and for the past year, ever since I had mastered the flawless manifestation of my abilities, I had poured all my efforts into embedding the ‘game’ I envisioned within the illusion of the crystal orb.

Of course, it was far from easy; over that past year, various errors in the illusion’s manifestation—or ‘bugs’ in game development terms—were ceaselessly discovered.

Catch one, and two more would emerge; catch two, and four would spring forth, a relentless tide.

I wrestled with bugs day and night, and for another year, I utilized my Master’s teachings to squash those bugs.

Those arduous years had finally borne fruit, and five years after leaving home for my training, I had at last succeeded in completing my very own game, free of bugs.

Strictly speaking, it wasn’t my pure creation but merely my imitation of a masterpiece from another world…

Yet, since the copyright holders didn’t exist in this world, I would simply consider it my own creation.

‘There were times in life, I mused, when one’s conscience became an unnecessary burden.’

The game I had created was one that had enjoyed immense popularity in my original world, enjoyable for all ages without any burden.

While games like Grand Theft Auto or Civilization were excellent, introducing such complex concepts to a world where the very culture of gaming didn’t exist would be like force-feeding a newborn a steak.

One had to start with something universally enjoyable.

I had spent too much time mastering the techniques, so I hadn’t been able to create many games yet, but now was the true beginning.

After days of travel, I finally arrived at the familiar Hyndel family estate, and passing by the guards who greeted me with vigorous salutes, I headed to my room in the main manor.

Even though the room had been unused for five years, its interior was meticulously clean.

Minutes after I lay down on the bed to ease my travel fatigue, thundering footsteps echoed from the corridor, the door burst open, and a cute-faced, blonde-haired maid appeared, breathless.

She had matured slightly more than I remembered, but having seen her face daily since I was very young, it was impossible not to recognize her.

“Zeke… Young Master…?”

“Oh, Catherine.”

“You look full of energy.”

“You’ve grown quite beautiful since I last saw you.”

“Did you clean my room?”

“Young Master… Y-you’re back?”

“But it’s been five years, and you didn’t send a single letter!”

“I was busy with my magic studies, you see.”

“I’m glad to see you’re healthy—”

“You could have visited at least once!”

“Do you know how worried the Master and Mistress were?”

“They worried if you were doing well, if you were eating properly, if your sleeping arrangements were comfortable, if you had any inconveniences in your daily life…”

Then she subtly wiped away a tear.

“Do you know how worried I was… how much I… how much…”

“Wow~ So that shrew, Catherine, actually worried about me?”

“I’m touched.”

“Anyone hearing this would think you actually liked me.”

Even after speaking, I couldn’t help but inwardly chuckle at my own words.

No matter who it was, when it came to Catherine, that would never happen, not in a million years.

Who would that shrew like, anyway?

“N-no!”

“It’s just that I know the Young Master’s terrible habits so well, and since I wasn’t there to assist you, I was sure you would become completely lax—”

Just look at her.

I placed a finger over Catherine’s lips, silencing her, then pulled out a blue crystal orb from my bag.

“Silence that sassy mouth for a moment.”

“Perfect timing, actually.”

“Catherine, I’ve brought the culmination of five years of my research and development.”

“Would you care to experience it for yourself?”

“What… is this?”

“It is the crystallization of my five years of study.”

“The world of illusion I created is contained within this.”

“Just place your hand on the crystal orb, close your eyes for a moment, and then open them, and you will experience that world of illusion.”

“I need you to freely adventure within it and then tell me your impressions.”

“Why me, though?”

“There are many others who can wield magic, aren’t there?”

“I don’t need someone to comment on the magic’s perfection; I need someone to tell me how they enjoyed the adventure within this world.”

“And wouldn’t you know it, you just happened to arrive.”

“How about it?”

“You’d be the very first person to enjoy my masterpiece.”

“Aren’t you curious?”

“I have no one else to ask right now.”

“M-me, the first one…?”

“And you can’t ask anyone else…?”

Catherine twirled a strand of her hair around her finger a few times, then cleared her throat.

“Ahem, ahem.”

“Oh, very well then!”

“If the Young Master’s world of illusion turns out to be riddled with flaws, then only I, who have always assisted him since childhood, would be able to give him honest criticism.”

“F-fine!”

“I’ll experience it for you.”

“Good thinking.”

“The way to enter the world of illusion is as I just told you, and to return to reality, you just need to recall the sight of this room we’re in.”

“You’ll return to reality instantly.”

“But just in case… let’s set the maximum time for six hours, for now.”

“Six hours?”

“I don’t think it needs to be that long…”

“You can say that after you’ve experienced it.”

I placed the blue crystal orb before Catherine.

This was the user version, destined to be revealed to the world, not the GM version my Master had experienced.

I took Catherine’s hand, placed it on the blue crystal orb, and said,

“Have a good adventure.”

****

As Catherine opened her eyes, a remarkably peaceful rural village scene unfolded outside the window.

She was in a bedroom on the second floor of a wooden house.

“Where… is this place?”

“Catherine, dear!”

“Are you awake?”

“You can’t oversleep today; it’s an important day!”

Catherine instantly whipped her head around at the familiar voice, and a middle-aged woman ascended the stairs leading from the first floor.

“Oh, Mom?!”

The person was Catherine’s mother.

“Mom, you should be gardening right now!”

“Why are you here?”

Catherine’s mother also worked as an employee of the Hyndel Ducal household, but the mother before her tilted her head, as if bewildered by her words.

“Are you still half-asleep?”

“No, this isn’t the time for that!”

“Hurry and get dressed!”

“Today is the day the Professor said he’d give you a very important gift at his laboratory, isn’t it!”

“Huh?”

Utterly bewildered, Catherine was led by her mother’s hand to change her clothes and then moved out of the house to a large building nearby.

There, an elderly man with a shock of white hair greeted Catherine warmly.

“Welcome, Catherine!”

“Today is finally the day you are to embark on your journey, isn’t it!”

“I am glad I could prepare this gift for you!”

“Excuse me, what are you… Who are you—”

“Oh dear, I forgot to introduce myself!”

“I am Professor Samuel Oak!

“You can call me Professor Oak for short!”

Professor Oak arranged three small, spherical, openable capsules before her and said,

“Catherine, your journey ahead will be quite long and arduous!

“And it’s dangerous to travel alone outside!

“Take one of these children with you.”

“They are the gifts I have prepared for you!”

Then, the three capsules opened, revealing three different monsters.

“A Grass-type Bulbasaur, a Fire-type Charmander, and a Water-type Squirtle.”

“Choose the one you desire!”

“……”

Catherine stared at the three creatures in turn, momentarily lost in wonder.

Then, a few seconds later, she shrieked.

“Th-th-they’re so cute!!!”

It took mere moments for Catherine, the first player in the world of the game Zeke had poured his heart and soul into, to become utterly captivated by it.




  Chapter 4: Pokimon
What reigned supreme as the most powerful intellectual property in the world I once inhabited? It was none other than Pokémon.

For three decades, it had steadfastly maintained its popularity, an enduring intellectual property whose appeal transcended generations, boasting the greatest brand power in history.

First manifesting as a video game, the Pokémon IP exploded onto the global stage, its initial release met with an overwhelming, almost terrifying, surge of popularity.

Players could raise their cherished monsters, trade them, battle them, collect them, and evolve them. Their inherently charming designs ensured universal appeal, transcending personal tastes, which in turn cemented Pokémon’s status as an enduring intellectual property and the world’s foremost brand.

Beyond its foundational game, it transformed into a guaranteed blockbuster across various multimedia adaptations—anime, films, merchandise, food collaborations, and more. Thus, it was an impeccable choice to introduce a captivating game to this world.

Of course, the business became so overwhelmingly successful that a brazen philosophy of ‘it’ll sell regardless of effort’ took root, leading to an increasing proliferation of half-baked products that relied solely on the IP’s immense power.

‘I would never tolerate such a travesty.’

Here, it would not be some group of uninspired hacks producing games; it would be me.

I poured my heart and soul into crafting the very first Pokémon game, and the highly anticipated inaugural player would be none other than Catherine, my maid, whom I had not seen in quite some time.

Other maids and servants, ever mindful of my presence, would likely adopt a ‘yes-man’ demeanor, merely affirming ‘everything is perfect’ even if something displeased them or struck them as odd.

However, Catherine, who had cared for me since childhood and was so adept at delivering blunt, honest feedback that the master-maid dynamic often faded from memory, would undoubtedly offer unreserved criticism should anything fall short.

Having imbued a crystal orb, serving as the game console, with the illusion that would become the game, I refrained from playing myself. Instead, I simply observed the illusion, meticulously watching Catherine’s every move as she navigated the nascent world.

Confronted by three adorable Pokémon, each perfectly tailored to her aesthetic, Catherine was utterly beside herself with joy. For a considerable duration, she grappled with what felt like the most momentous decision of her life: which of the three to choose.

Ah, I knew that feeling all too well.

After much agonizing deliberation, Catherine finally settled on Squirtle, casting a mournful, almost tearful, glance at the two unchosen companions.

What followed was Catherine’s grand adventure.

The moment she exited Professor Oak’s laboratory, the regional background music I had meticulously arranged began to resonate throughout the illusory world.

It had taken considerable effort to recall the melody, and an immense amount of time to ensure that familiar tune could function as background music, echoing down from the heavens.

Allocating distinct background music for each individual region, however, had taken even longer.

Catherine glanced skyward, searching for the source of the music, but upon realizing it held no influence over her, she soon began to hum along, eventually singing softly with the melody.

‘Excellent, excellent. If the background music brings them joy, then all the effort I squeezed from my memory was truly worthwhile.’

Catherine then proceeded to revel in the game I had created, her excitement palpable.

She battled wild Pokémon in the tall grass, captured them, and meticulously leveled up her Squirtle…

Within the game, neither hunger, thirst, nor the need for sleep existed, allowing Catherine to relentlessly pursue her adventure for what amounted to several days and nights of in-game time.

Upon reaching the first city and, after a grueling battle, finally vanquishing the gym leader, Catherine let out a fierce cheer. By then, six hours of real-world time had already elapsed.

Observing Catherine’s every action through my transparent crystal orb—which served as a central system monitor—I offered a contented smile, then shifted my gaze to Catherine as she slowly returned to reality.

As the allotted time expired, Catherine’s body, which had been frozen with her hand resting on the crystal orb, trembled slightly, and then her eyes slowly fluttered open.

“How was it?”

For a few seconds, she blinked, her gaze fixed on me, as she processed her return to reality. Then, a wide smile bloomed across Catherine’s face, and she began to bounce around like an excited child.

“Z-Zeke Young Master! What was all of that just now?! I’ve never experienced anything so utterly captivating in my entire life! It felt as though I had stepped right into the pages of a fairy tale… And you called them Pokémon, didn’t you? Those creatures are simply adorable! Did you see how it smiled when I triumphed at the Gym? Young Master, did you truly create this?!”

“Indeed. It was quite enjoyable, wasn’t it?”

Observing Catherine’s exuberant bouncing, I surmised that the intrinsic joy games offered resonated just as powerfully in this world as in my own.

“Did you see my Pokémon? I even gave a nickname to the one called Squirtle! Every time I called it, it would respond with a cute little ‘Kkeobuk-kkeobuk’ sound… And did you witness our battle in the Pewter City Gym? When I issued the command, my Squirtle… H-huh! W-wait a moment! What time is it right now?! Oh, my tasks for today—”

Catherine, who had been excitedly recounting her gaming experience for quite some time, belatedly realized how much time had truly elapsed and gasped in alarm.

Indeed, becoming so engrossed in a game that one loses track of time and abandons their duties is a remarkably common occurrence.

You possess the inherent qualities of a truly magnificent gamer, Catherine.

“You can simply tell them I summoned you for a task. I had intended to solicit your impressions afterward, but judging by your reaction, I believe there’s no longer any need to ask.”

“T-to be frank, Young Master, when you said you had created it, I was rather apprehensive that some bizarre surprise might emerge, intended to startle me… but it was utterly delightful! So much so that I wish to do nothing else whenever I am free of other duties…”

If Catherine, who would unreservedly voice her opinions to me regardless of our master-servant dynamic, spoke with such enthusiasm, then it was undeniable: the game was a resounding success.

Though, in truth, it was only natural, given that the work had already undergone more than ample validation.

Having offered Catherine a tantalizing preview, I immediately set off to find my parents.

My parents, overjoyed to see me after five long years, welcomed me with immense delight. I presented them with the letter my master had penned, then spent some time recounting my activities over the past half-decade.

After concluding our first family meal in five years, I conveyed my intentions to my parents.

I expressed my desire to market this illusory world, dubbed ‘the game,’ as a flagship product to the wider world. Furthermore, I revealed that I possessed a multitude of ideas for future games, and thus hoped for the family’s endorsement and support.

My father, who had listened silently to my discourse, then laid down a single condition.

“Zeke, I comprehend your ambitions. First, endeavor to captivate the hearts of those who serve our household.”

“Are you referring to the retainers and knights?”

“Precisely. If you fail to meet the standards of those who reside within these very walls, how could you possibly hope to appeal to the multitudes beyond? I shall issue a stern decree to all the retainers, knights, and mages, forbidding any form of sycophantic praise, so your status or lineage will offer no advantage.”

“I believe that is only proper.”

“Should the majority of them perceive truly outstanding potential in your creation, then I, your father, will give your proposition my most serious consideration. Can you achieve this?”

Naturally, I harbored an unwavering certainty of success.

It wasn’t as if the people of this world possessed vastly different criteria for entertainment, and this game, after all, was an already validated product that had achieved monumental success.

“Yes, Father. I can.”

A few days later.

Every member of the Heindel household—knights, mages, and servants alike—became utterly captivated by the sheer enjoyment the game provided.

****

“Hey! Who’s on library cleaning duty today?! Why hasn’t the cleaning commenced yet?!”

“P-please, just a moment! The Pewter City Gym battle is practically upon us! C-can’t I just finish this and then begin my duties?!”

“Ugh! This Pewter City Gym Leader is utterly relentless! How in the world am I supposed to defeat him?!”

“You should have chosen Bulbasaur. One must always be judicious in their selections.”

“Why can’t I enter the Viridian City Gym? Is there something amiss?”

Within mere days, every retainer of the Heindel household—maids, servants, knights, and mages alike—had become utterly consumed by Pokémon. In severe instances, their obsession led to the outright neglect of household chores and even their rigorous training.

Initially, the chief steward and head maid had attempted to reprimand them, insisting they focus on their duties and postpone their gaming. Yet, curiosity eventually overcame them; wondering ‘What could possibly warrant such a commotion?’, they too sampled the game, only to find themselves ensnared in the same fervent obsession as everyone else.

Ultimately, the mounting backlog of household tasks and neglected cleaning led to the chief steward and head maid being summoned and sternly reprimanded by Father. Following this, a general understanding emerged: at the very least, during official working hours, discretion in playing was to be exercised.

However, as a direct consequence, the moment working hours concluded, every maid and servant would sequester themselves in their respective rooms, playing games late into the night without sleep, a phenomenon that invariably resulted in extreme fatigue the following day.

When this peculiar, almost deranged, behavior—where even the knights and mages, let alone the maids and servants, seemed to lose all sense of themselves—persisted for several days and nights, Father ultimately decided to try the game for himself.

Outwardly, he maintained an air of dignified indifference, yet it seemed a hidden curiosity lingered within him, particularly as his own son had spent five years painstakingly crafting it.

And then…

“Z-Zeke! What in the name of all that is wondrous have you created?! You referred to it as a ‘game,’ did you not?! Did you truly craft this yourself?!”

“Yes, Father. I poured immense effort into its creation. Is it not quite enjoyable, perhaps even more so than you anticipated?”

“Enjoyable? My boy, this… I have never in my entire life experienced anything quite like this! It feels as though I have been transported back to my carefree youth, when worries were but a distant concept! Even knowing it was merely an illusion, when I encountered your grandmother in her younger days, tears welled up unbidden! Zeke, are there… are there more of these ‘games’?”

“Regrettably, for now, I possess only the one I presented to you. Its creation demands a considerable investment of time. Still, I am relieved to hear you found such enjoyment in it, Father.”

“In my heart, I dismissed it as trivial, and thus avoided it. Yet, the servants’ incessant clamor finally compelled me to sample it briefly. When I eventually came to my senses, it was already the break of dawn. I never imagined that at my age, I would become so utterly absorbed in something that I would remain awake until such an hour.”

“Then, does this signify that you accept my proposition, as you promised previously, and that I have prevailed?”

“Indeed! Had you but informed me of such a marvel sooner, I would have granted my immediate approval! To think it possessed such profound allure…”

“Father, I have had something in mind for quite some time now.”

“Yes, speak your mind.”

“The crystal orb containing this illusory Pokémon world you just experienced, Father… would it be permissible to distribute these to the citizens of our county, allowing each of them to partake in this marvel?”

It had begun within the confines of a count’s castle, but soon, every citizen within the county would come to experience it.

The profound greatness of modern civilization.




  Chapter 5: The game spreads out
“The Count is handing out some kind of orb?”

“They say it’s a magic crystal orb.

Aren’t these things expensive?

Why would they give us something wizards would use?”

“Hmm… something feels off.

Can’t we just not take one?”

“What a terrible thing to say.

The Count himself is bestowing these upon everyone; how could you refuse?”

“Since they’re giving them out for free, we might as well take one and just keep it somewhere safe.”

Citizens, having received Count Heindel’s summons, gathered in the central plaza of their respective villages.

The Count’s servants and maids distributed the crystal orbs to individuals for free, instructing them to try each one, while the bewildered citizens accepted them with tilted heads.

“What exactly is this?”

“This is a crystal orb imbued with illusion magic, developed by Lord Zeke, the Count’s son, after years of research.

It’s called a ‘game.’

Even those who can’t use magic can touch it, close their eyes for a moment, and experience the illusory world Lord Zeke created.”

“Wow, what an amazing invention.

A space containing magic, you say?”

“Come to think of it, I heard he left the territory a few years ago to study something, and this is the result?”

Most citizens, unable to wield magic themselves, showed even greater interest at the prospect of experiencing a magical space.

From children to elders, each person received a crystal orb, their eyes gleaming with curiosity, as the Count’s servants and maids explained how to use them.

The citizens, sensing that those explaining the usage were even more excited than they were, each took their orb and departed.

After the day’s work concluded, the more curious individuals were the first to touch the orbs, remaining motionless for hours as if asleep, their hands still resting on the crystals.

“Honey!

It’s time for bed!

Are you sleeping, or are you inside that magic thing?”

The wife of one household called out to her husband, who remained unmoving deep into the night, until, a moment later, he opened his eyes with a slightly dazed expression and looked at her.

“Do you realize you’ve been like that ever since dinner?

How many hours has it been?

What on earth are you doing—”

“H-honey…”

“…?”

With a face full of rapture, the husband eagerly seized his wife’s hand.

“You… you absolutely have to experience this!

You haven’t tried it yet, have you!?

You must do this!

Quickly, put your hand here and close your eyes, hurry!”

“No, what is this exactly?

I took it because they gave it to me, but what’s so amazing about it—”

“Words can’t describe it!

Come on, quickly, your hand!”

A moment later, as the wife’s hand rested upon the crystal orb, she, like her husband, soon found herself engrossed in Pokymon almost until dawn.

The same phenomenon occurred in countless households, and the next day, in the village closest to Count Heindel’s castle, approximately a quarter of the shops remained closed due to personal reasons.

The day after, another quarter of the shops were closed, and when similar events repeated the following day, rumors of ‘Zeke’s Game Orb’ swiftly spread throughout Count Heindel’s entire territory.

“I’ve never experienced anything like this in my life!

Was something like this even possible with illusion magic?!”

“Why aren’t there any Pokymon around us?”

“Damn it… damn it all…!

I won’t have time to play this tomorrow because of work at the shop!

Ha… should I just take one more day off…?”

As Pokymon spread like wildfire, people rapidly became engrossed in it.

Witnessing this, I wore a profoundly satisfied smile.

In an era where entertainment was scarce, limited to little more than theater, bland board games, or hunting, a provenly enjoyable game had suddenly appeared, its impact spreading even faster than I had anticipated.

I had, at minimum, expected it to take at least two weeks for word-of-mouth to firmly establish itself among the citizens within the count’s territory, yet, astonishingly, it took less than a week for the rumors to spread.

Of course, I had no intention of stopping there.

I needed to create more games, allowing citizens across the entire continent to experience their delights.

And once gaming became a culture in this world, surely someone would create their own unique game, wouldn’t they?

‘Hehehehe, I will make sure that day comes.’

****

The ripple effect of the game Pokymon beginning to spread throughout Count Heindel’s territory manifested in other regions within mere days.

The Merchant’s Guild was the first to react.

“Did monsters attack the city here, or what?

Why have profits suddenly plummeted over the past few days?”

Wells of the Merchant’s Guild, who was conducting weekly regional settlements, was perplexed by the sharp drop in profits in one particular area and sought to investigate the situation.

There were various reasons for a sudden drop in profits in any given region.

War, disease, famine, large-scale monster attacks, and so forth…

However, the place where they were observing the sharp decline in profits was a prosperous land quite far removed from such calamities.

“You’re referring to Count Heindel’s territory.

We contacted them for confirmation, and they reported no attacks.

However, the local personnel seemed unable to give a clear reason, constantly equivocating, so we dispatched someone yesterday to investigate.”

“It’s not a monster attack or a war, so how could a region’s profit margins suddenly plummet like this?

And what are the guild members there doing that they can’t even provide a proper report and are just dragging their feet?”

“The details can only be confirmed once the investigators have visited, but… what’s strange is that not only for us, but also at the Monster Extermination Request Office, the request updates for Count Heindel’s territory alone are unusually delayed.”

A sharp drop in the Merchant’s Guild’s profits indicated a significant decline in production and distribution within that region.

Furthermore, the delay in request updates from the Monster Extermination Request Office suggested that something was amiss not only in production but also on the military front.

Such occurrences typically only happened during major events like wars or monster attacks, news of which would invariably reach the Merchant’s Guild, making this a completely unprecedented situation for them.

“That’s quite strange.

Count Heindel isn’t the type of lazy noble to neglect his territory…

At this rate, it will surely impact the territory’s productivity, yet he’s been leaving it unattended for a week?

Is something truly happening there?

Someone needs to investigate this.”

****

The Merchant’s Guild was not the only entity to detect the changes occurring in Count Heindel’s territory.

The noble territory most adjacent to the Count’s domain was the Duchy of Arkright, home to the Ellyard Empire’s sole Duke.

Duke Arkright, receiving reports on the state of his own and neighboring territories, likewise tilted his head in puzzlement upon hearing of the changes in Count Heindel’s domain.

“Is something happening in Count Heindel’s territory?

That man isn’t one to neglect his domain like that.

Lyon, was there anything unusual there?”

At Duke Arkright’s words, a middle-aged man named Lyon, sporting a magnificent mustache, bowed slightly and replied.

“Upon sending people to investigate, it appears there are no internal or external issues.

However, it has been confirmed that numerous shops and various facilities within the count’s territory are voluntarily closed, and a significant number of citizens are taking leave and resting.”

“Just that?”

“Yes, just that.

The peculiar thing, however, is that the number of closed shops and citizens on leave has rapidly and dramatically increased over the past few days.”

“That’s hardly normal…

Could they have collectively fallen under some spell or been possessed by an evil spirit?”

“We investigated thoroughly, but found no such traces.

However, one commonality emerged from our inquiries among the count’s residents…”

Lyon retrieved a blue crystal orb from within his robes.

“They say all residents received this by order of Count Heindel.

I secured one, thinking it might be related.”

“What is this?”

“Judging by its aura, it appears to be a crystal orb that serves as a medium for illusion magic.”

Another voice interjected into their conversation.

As Duke Arkright and Lyon turned their heads, the door opened, revealing a girl entering in a wheelchair with the aid of a maid.

“Rael!”

“Lady Rael, are you certain it’s alright for you to come all the way here?

Was your movement not too difficult?”

Rael, Duke Arkright’s only daughter, nodded lightly and, seated in the wheelchair pushed by her maid, approached the two men.

Hearing his daughter’s words, Duke Arkright extended the blue crystal orb.

“Rael, what do you mean?

This is acting as a medium for illusion magic?”

“Yes, Father.

Illusion magic has its unique aura.

While the content of the illusions varies wildly, one can tell just by looking that this serves as a medium for illusion magic.

If all the residents of Count Heindel’s territory possessed one, then there’s a high probability that this is the cause of their strange behavior.”

“Are you saying Count Heindel used this to bewitch his residents?”

“When I met him before, I didn’t think he was the type to do such a thing, but there are no absolutes in life, are there?

Lyon, please hand it over.

I’ll take a look.”

“Oh, absolutely not, Lady!

You’re not well, and what if you were to become ensnared by the illusions it shows…”

At Steward Lyon’s words, Rael subtly raised an eyebrow.

“If something untoward has indeed occurred in Count Heindel’s territory, then we, being the closest, should be the ones to quickly grasp the situation and formulate a countermeasure, shouldn’t we?

Neither Father nor Lyon have mastered illusion magic, so you two might actually be in greater danger.”

“But Rael!”

“Despite appearances, I received direct instruction from Lord Edgar, the foremost authority on illusion magic, albeit not for long.

I can confidently say there’s no chance of me being trapped and unable to escape the illusion, so please hand me that crystal orb.

I’ll verify its contents.”

Duke Arkright was mortally reluctant to entrust the investigation of an unknown magical artifact to his only daughter, but since Rael’s words held no falsehoods, he suppressed his emotions with reason and gestured to Lyon with his chin.

Lyon, too, with a deeply hesitant and anxious expression, handed the crystal orb to Rael, who, after taking a deep breath as if to compose herself, placed her hand on it.

The moment she opened her eyes again, a new world unfolded before Rael.




  Chapter 6: The first experience of duke
Rael, who had once secretly snuck out of her home as a child, evading her parents’ watchful eyes to play outside, was severely injured in a monster attack.

Ever since that incident, she had been unable to walk due to the extensive damage to her legs.

Although doctors claimed her legs had fully recovered, they suspected a significant psychological barrier prevented her from even attempting to walk.

‘A lie.’

‘If my legs were truly healed, I should be able to walk. What nonsense is this, that my legs refuse to walk? They aren’t separate entities.’

Knowing that no solution seemed to work, Rael ultimately accepted her reliance on a wheelchair, believing it to be a punishment for secretly defying her parents.

From that moment on, she dedicated herself fiercely to magic.

She mastered various auxiliary spells to compensate for her limited mobility, devising numerous ways to accomplish necessary tasks without relying on her own two feet.

Yet, it was illusion magic that captivated Rael the most.

This magic allowed a caster to create a virtual world of their desire, enabling themselves and others to experience it.

When used aggressively, it could conjure an eternal labyrinth, trapping victims within its illusory confines forever; used lightly, it could manifest children’s fairy tales as if they were real, among many other applications.

Rael, having learned illusion magic from a renowned man in the field named Edgar, used it to manifest a world where her legs were perfectly sound, a world where she could walk—a dream she thought she had long since abandoned.

As she found herself walking on her own two feet within that magical realm, Rael unwittingly shed tears of joy.

However, that joy lasted only for the first few attempts.

Each return to reality meant confronting her still-paralyzed legs, a confrontation that shattered her spirit even further, leading her to soon abandon exploring worlds created by illusion magic.

Nevertheless, the skills she had acquired back then had not vanished; upon seeing the blue crystal orb reportedly airlifted from the Barony of Heindel, she instantly recognized the magical aura emanating from it, discerning it to be a conduit for illusion magic.

If the erratic behavior of the citizens in the Barony of Heindel stemmed from the illusion magic contained within this orb, then she was the only one who could uncover clues here and now.

With that thought, Rael quietly placed her hand on the crystal orb.

‘I didn’t want to experience illusion magic again…’

Rael, who utterly loathed the sensation of her legs being crippled upon returning to reality after walking on two feet again for the first time in ages, felt a deep reluctance inside, her only thought being to quickly find a clue to the solution and escape.

The moment she entered the world held within the crystal orb, Rael encountered a younger version of her mother, and, guided by her, proceeded towards Professor Oh’s laboratory.

Upon seeing the three Pokémons there, Rael inwardly maintained her guard.

‘They look cute. Is this appearance a lure, a means to erode people’s minds? It won’t work on me.’

Yet, contrary to Rael’s expectations, the Pokémons showed no sign of attempting to harm her mind.

Rael, her guard somewhat lowered, slowly began exploring the illusory world alongside the Pokémons.




  Chapter 7: Po -nk
The transparent crystal ball, serving as both an administrator tool and the main database, was the very core of this system.

Through this transparent crystal ball, the fantasy magic was conjured, its wondrous illusions directly projected onto countless smaller, blue crystal orbs.

These blue orbs, once in the hands of the populace, then truly became the game.

From the transparent crystal ball, I could broadly discern the actions of those immersed in the game through their blue orbs.

While real-time oversight of every single play was beyond my grasp, I could, at the very least, track their start and end times, which Pokymon they captured and registered, and even their battle and trade histories.

After all, the very essence of fantasy magic lay in the creator observing the movements of those who entered its realm and adapting the illusions accordingly.

Though countless tests had been conducted, it also served as a vital safeguard against the remote possibility of unforeseen bugs.

Through this centralized server, as I confirmed the widespread enjoyment of the game, I stumbled upon a remarkably peculiar player after several days of observation.

While my household’s staff and the liegemen initially focused on ‘travel’—exploring the utterly novel fantasy world, dallying with their companion Pokymon, or capturing wild ones—this particular individual was different.

“This is just a pure fiend.”

This person engaged in all the typical activities: exploration, collection, and the like.

Yet, what truly stood out was their terrifying pace of game progression.

As the very concept of games was unprecedented in this world, it was only natural for people to find them unfamiliar.

Moreover, Pokymon’s inaugural title offered scant and unhelpful hints for travel, making it a game where clues were deliberately elusive, a design choice I had consciously made.

Had the game been too perfect from the outset, the subsequent releases would have garnered a far less enthusiastic reception.

Consequently, this unfamiliarity and somewhat unyielding design led many of our household staff and liegemen to frequently stray off course during gameplay, their progress agonizingly slow due to the scarcity of clear directives.

This individual, however, blazed through the game at a truly astonishing speed.

They unearthed every conceivable hidden item, interacting with each, and swiftly deciphered the method to illuminate even the most intricate and shadowed cavernous dungeons after merely a few experiments.

The moment a new Pokymon appeared, they would instantly capture it, battle to facilitate its evolution, and upon completing its Pokédex entry, immediately move on to the next challenge.

“Is this person a reincarnator like me?”

The thought seriously crossed my mind; that player was the very embodiment of a gaming fiend.

Their quick wit was particularly evident; they even managed to swiftly gain entry into Yellow City, a locale our household staff and liegemen were still struggling to even locate, let alone enter.

“Yellow City entry… First one, I think? This person looks like they’ll finish the story first.”

Detecting an extraordinary Poky-fiend, I gleefully began to monitor that player’s activities from that moment onward.

While everyone else remained stymied, unable to enter Yellow City, this player alone amassed all seven badges and even conquered the veiled Teal City gym.

It appeared they were on a direct path to the story’s conclusion, yet they subsequently traversed the entire map, exploring locales utterly irrelevant to the main narrative, ultimately even capturing legendary Pokymon.

Finally, they were the first among all players to witness the story’s ending, then delved into a cave within Blue City to complete the remaining Pokédex, successfully capturing the strongest Pokymon.

Thereafter, the Poky-fiend remained relentless, ceaselessly exploring the entire map and capturing every single Pokymon available.

Still unsatisfied, the Poky-fiend continued their frantic traversal of the entire map.

‘I can tell what they’re looking for.’

I suppressed a burgeoning smirk.

It was patently obvious what that Poky-fiend was so diligently searching for.

Unlike the Pokymon I was familiar with, I had subtly altered the current Pokymon Pokédex.

Specifically, I had implemented a Pokédex completion rate display and temporarily disabled trade evolution.

Consequently, this allowed the Poky-fiend to precisely gauge their Pokédex progress by capturing every ‘currently’ obtainable Pokymon and evolving all specimens.

The fiend had collected a total of 150 Pokymon, and while the game had undoubtedly congratulated them on successfully collecting all Pokymon, the completion rate displayed in the Pokédex remained…

‘99.3%’

For a fiend who had scoured every inch of the map, meticulously ensuring no hidden item was overlooked, this figure was nothing short of infuriating.

The Poky-fiend meticulously combed through everything, as if searching for a needle in a haystack, consumed by the thought of whether they had missed something or if an error plagued this fantasy world.

At this juncture, I decided to subtly unfurl the bait I had meticulously prepared.

Activating a specific mechanism I had embedded from the game’s very inception would ensure that all who possessed the game would witness the impending change.

Normally, such a feature was only feasible in live service games, an impossibility for console titles like the original Pokymon.

However, this was no mere imitation; it was an artifact I had crafted with fantasy magic, allowing for such unprecedented manipulation.

“Alright, here comes the bait~”

****

Despite the game’s affirmation of complete Pokymon collection, the vexing 99.3% Pokédex completion rate was a detail Rael simply could not overlook.

Driven by sheer stubbornness, she gritted her teeth and meticulously explored every conceivable location, yet her efforts yielded nothing.

Just as her resolve began to wane, threatening to give way to despair.

Ziiing—

Suddenly, a peculiar shimmer manifested in the sky above.

In that instant, Rael belatedly grasped the true purpose of her exploration within this fantasy world, and her gaze shot upwards, fraught with apprehension.

“This… could it be a fantasy magic error?”

Should an unskilled individual attempt to create a fantasy world, its shoddy craftsmanship inevitably gives rise to myriad errors.

While the symptoms varied wildly, the outcome invariably converged on a single devastating consequence: the caster would endure the full, unmitigated impact of the mana they had expended to manifest the fantasy magic.

Given the evident quality of this fantasy world, crafted by an unknown hand, it was clear the creator possessed considerable skill.

Yet, even such mastery offered no absolute guarantee of safety.

“Oh no… If this goes awry, something catastrophic could befall the Hyndel Ducal House.

I must inform them at once—”

Rael, utterly engrossed in her adventure, swiftly attempted to extricate herself from the fantasy magic’s embrace.

Yet, in that very moment, something suspended in the heavens ensnared her gaze.

‘I detect no abnormalities in the mana’s arrangement or flow.

If this were a phenomenon caused by an error, it would hardly be this stable…

Then what, pray tell, is that?’

Rael gazed at the enigmatic creature, which seemed neither an anomaly nor truly a part of this fantasy world.

Then, a sudden realization struck her, and she swiftly produced her Pokédex.

[No data. There are still unknown Pokymon in this world.]

“!!!”

In that instant, Rael understood: this pink creature was the elusive final 0.7% she had so desperately sought.

She hastily hurled a Poky Ball, but the pink creature evaded it with the fluid grace of flowing water.

“Miyu?”

“I-Oddish! Attack that Pokymon! We must capture it!”

Just as she prepared to initiate battle, the Pokymon ascended into the sky and vanished.

Rael, seething with frustration at having missed the final puzzle piece right before her very eyes, opened her Pokédex.

[Collection Status: 150/151, Completion Rate: 99.3%]

The Pokédex had updated.

Initially, she had assumed it was an error within the fantasy world, but now knowing otherwise, that creature was unequivocally a Pokymon, and thus, simply had to be caught.

At the precise moment Rael encountered that mysterious Pokymon, several other adventurers who had progressed significantly also shared the same experience, and rumors of the impossible 151st entity swiftly spread by word of mouth.

****

Why, then, was Pokymon the undisputed paramount IP in our world?

While undeniably due to its robust fundamentals—such as adorable designs appealing to all ages and a game design that powerfully stimulated the urge to collect—external factors also played a pivotal role.

The initial Pokymon title, already enjoying robust sales, erupted into a phenomenon that spread like wildfire, catalyzed by the serendipitous discovery of the 151st Pokymon—an entity that was never meant to exist within the game.

In its notoriously buggy initial release, a Pokymon that was never intended to appear manifested due to a developer’s oversight.

With some players having caught it and others not, the first distribution event was subsequently organized to bridge this unforeseen disparity.

The propagation of rumors surrounding this distribution event proved to be the decisive catalyst for its unprecedented success.

Inspired by that very incident, I had deliberately omitted the 151st Pokymon from the game, thereby preventing 100% Pokédex completion.

The precise moment this unknown Poky-fiend surpassed 99%, I injected the data for the 151st Pokymon.

In this world, utterly devoid of a gaming culture, attempting to propagate a new cultural phenomenon solely through games would be an act of sheer arrogance.

Thus, I resolved to employ every conceivable means to ensure its widespread popularity.

After integrating the 151st Pokymon’s data, I released an even greater number of blue crystal orbs, which served as game consoles, ensuring the game disseminated not only among our family’s liegemen but also to those in remote regions and even outsiders.

One week passed.

Then two.

Then three…

Now, in the cities surrounding our family’s castle, not a single individual remained without a Pokymon-enabled crystal orb.

As the game’s reach extended outward through merchants, individuals eager to acquire these mystical orbs began to emerge, one by one.

“Excuse me… Young Master Zeke?”

One day, as I sat outdoors, bathed in warm sunlight, diligently jotting down various event proposals and contemplating the optimal approach, Lyonne, our head butler, called out to me.

“What is it?”

“Well… the Archduchess of the Akrlight Ducal House has sent word, expressing her desire to visit the master.

She specifically requested to speak with the person who imbued magic into those blue crystal orbs that have become so popular within our territory…”

“……?”

‘…Why would the Archduchess seek me out?’




  Chapter 8: Rael’s visit
The noble territory closest to the Hyndel Earldom, ruled by our family, was none other than the Grand Duchy of Arkright, the most powerful and highest-ranking noble house in the Elead Empire.

The Arkright Grand Duchy’s territory was so immense that it was, in fact, more challenging to find a noble’s land *not* adjacent to theirs than one that was.

All nobles bordering the Arkright Grand Duchy were particularly cautious, fearing they might inadvertently displease the Grand Duke, and our Hyndel family was no exception.

So, when a member of the Arkright Grand Ducal family announced a visit to a noble ruling an adjacent territory…

“There’s still dust on the shelves! I told you to clean it so thoroughly that not a speck would show even if you wiped it with white gloves!”

“Hurry with the pruning! Not even the smallest twig should protrude onto the path where the Lady will walk!”

“Scrub the floors until they gleam transparently! But don’t scrub so much that the Lady slips and falls, or we’ll all be dead! Do you understand!?”

The Hyndel Earldom, which had grown lax from too much gaming, was now excessively tense, resulting in the current chaotic scene.

As if a subordinate unit had just received news of a division commander’s visit, the entire Hyndel Earldom was turned upside down, relentlessly cleaning and organizing everything from the entrance to the main castle, courtyard, and annex.

From Father, the head of the Hyndel Earldom, and Mother, the lady of the house, to Lyon the butler, and down to the lowest-ranking servants and maids, our family experienced a rare period of frantic, overwhelming busyness.

Gaming was, of course, an impossible dream, and everyone began their tear-stained cleaning, muttering things like, ‘Ugh, there are still mountains of Pokymon left to catch…!’

At least the servants and maids only had to diligently clean and organize according to their assigned duties; the one truly agonizing over the situation was Father.

“Why, suddenly, at such an unremarkable time…? Did I do something to displease the Grand Duke? Did the wine I sent as a gift last time not suit his taste? Was the quality of the pottery unsatisfactory? What could it be? Why?”

Father, attempting to discern the reason behind the sudden visit from the Arkright Grand Ducal Lady, was exhibiting symptoms bordering on paranoia due to his anxiety.

A direct visit from a member of the Arkright family, the sole Grand Ducal house in the Elead Empire boasting power and authority second only to the Emperor, carried that much weight.

Unless they shared an exceptionally close personal friendship that warranted a private visit, which was certainly not the case between our family and the Arkright Grand Ducal house,

Naturally, Father concluded that ‘there must be an ulterior motive for their visit,’ and since such situations rarely boded well, he was nearly driven to madness by his apprehension.

I, on the other hand, felt more curiosity than apprehension.

The person the Arkright Lady specifically requested to meet and speak with was none other than myself.

I only knew the Arkright Lady’s name was Rael; I had never met her, and naturally, I had no idea what kind of person she was.

It seemed she had somehow heard rumors about games being popular in our territory, but was she planning to find fault with it?

Given that gaming was an extremely unfamiliar culture in this world, was she intending to reject something new?

If the Grand Ducal family started interfering, my grand plans would suffer a tremendous setback…

“Zeke! Zeke! What are you thinking so deeply about!”

While I was lost in thought, Father called out to me loudly, making a fuss.

“Ah… I was just thinking about what business the Arkright Lady might have with us… with me.”

“Yes, that’s exactly what I was talking about just now! Zeke, did you happen to have any contact with the Arkright Grand Ducal family while you were learning magic from Edgar these past five years?”

“No, I’ve never even seen anyone from the Grand Ducal family.”

“Perhaps you had a conflict with someone while you were there? It could have been someone from the Arkright Grand Ducal family. A servant, a maid, anyone.”

“I don’t think I left my master’s laboratory even thirty times in five years. And even then, it was only when essential supplies completely ran out, so I was too busy buying things to socialize with anyone…”

“Or perhaps you went around slandering the Lady?”

“Father, what do you take me for?”

Father clutched at his head, leaning over the table.

“Damn it… What is it? What fault have they found? If I’ve somehow incurred the Grand Duke’s displeasure, our entire territory could be turned into a sea of flames! Surely it’s not that, is it? I haven’t done anything wrong to the Grand Duke… H-hold on, could it be that my work hours have decreased recently because of that game, and that displeased the Grand Duke?”

“Ah, if it’s that, there might be a slight possibility…”

“Aargh! Grand Duke! Lady!”

Ultimately, Father was half-crazed with fear.

To help him regain his composure, I tried to lighten the mood.

“By the way, Father, what kind of person is the Arkright Lady?”

“Please, just one more chance… Huh? You’re asking what kind of person the Lady is?”

Only then did Father, who had been confronting the terrifying Arkright Grand Duke in his imagination and having his arm twisted, return to reality.

“Yes. She’s someone who’s coming to see me on some business, yet I don’t even know what kind of person she is. Wouldn’t it be best to know her disposition so I can converse without displeasing her as much as possible?”

“Y-yes, that’s right. I had forgotten something important.”

Belatedly, Father composed himself, adjusted his attire, and cleared his throat.

“Ahem. You speak of the Arkright Lady. How much do you know about her?”

“Only that her name is Rael.”

“Indeed. Lady Rael was renowned among the nobility for her intelligence from a young age. She had mastered basic swordplay and self-defense, and displayed remarkable talent in magic, garnering immense expectations. Beyond her prestigious background, her beauty was so exceptional even at a young age that nobles lined up to arrange early engagements.”

‘So, she’s practically a perfect child (TL Note: A Korean term, ‘eom-chin-ttal,’ referring to someone who excels in every aspect, often compared to the idealized child of one’s mother’s friend.),’ I thought.

“However, about ten years ago, she reportedly went to the mountains alone and was attacked by a monster. She sustained such a severe leg injury then that she still cannot walk to this day…”

“If she hasn’t been able to walk for ten years, it’s a miracle she’s still alive.”

“The medical staff who attended her said there was no physical issue, but rather that psychological reasons seemed to be the primary cause. Well, that’s a private matter known only to a few within the Arkright family, I suppose.”

“Hmm… So, the Lady, who cannot even walk, is making a special effort to come and visit, specifically asking to meet me… and even mentioning the games that have taken root in our territory…”

Father still couldn’t shake off his anxiety.

“Could it be that they found something in that ‘Pokymon’ game you created that displeased the Grand Duke or the Lady? Zeke, do you have any idea what it might be?”

“Father, even if you include all the games I’ll make in the future, few would be as widely loved and universally appealing as this one. Hmm… I think I might know the reason…”

“R-really? What reason do you have in mind? Do you truly know why the Lady is suddenly coming to our territory?”

Of course, I had a strong suspicion.

It was because of something my master had told me while I was training in illusion magic for five years.

****

“Zeke, your ability to manifest illusion magic is exceptional, but that also brings a slight concern.”

“What is it, Master?”

“You, first and foremost, must clearly recognize that illusion magic is not reality.”

“…Isn’t that just basic common sense?”

“It is basic. Yet, it’s also the very thing those who learn illusion magic most frequently forget. What do you believe illusion magic to be?”

“Hmm… A magnificent spell that briefly pulls imagination into reality and displays it?”

“In truth, there is no single definitive answer. Your words are also correct. Most people learn illusion magic to achieve something in their imagination that they cannot realize in reality. Zeke, your own purpose is likely not so different.”

I nodded.

“To see a deceased family member again, to stroll amicably with a parted lover, to imagine a broken body restored and walking once more… Most people who seek to learn illusion magic wish to fill a void in their current reality with imagination.”

“I think I understand what you mean.”

“Because of this, illusion magic is considerably dangerous, not just for those who experience it, but also for the caster. Throughout history, many have witnessed their most desired scenarios unfold before their eyes, become completely engrossed, refused to return to reality, and consequently perished.”

****

The Grand Ducal Lady, who could no longer walk, had likely heard rumors of a skilled illusionist and was coming to request that she be able to walk, even if only within an illusion.

Considering her circumstances, it was a perfectly reasonable request, and given the Grand Ducal family’s prestige, I couldn’t simply refuse.

‘She isn’t even considering learning it herself…’ I briefly thought, but recalling my master’s warning that it would be even more dangerous for such a person to become lost in an illusory, whole version of themselves, I decided to simply grant the Lady’s request within reasonable bounds.

“Don’t worry, Father. I think I know why the Lady is coming to visit. And I’m confident I can resolve it well. Just trust me.”

With those words, I reassured Father and prepared to welcome the Arkright Grand Ducal Lady.

A few days later, when Rael Arkright visited our family.

“My progress is stuck at 99.3%! I clearly saw the last clue Pokymon with my own two eyes! But why can’t I find it?! You, who created this illusion, deliberately hid it, didn’t you?! I can’t stand it anymore! Tell me the method quickly! I feel like I’m going crazy from frustration!”

“…Huh?”

My prediction was utterly shattered.




  Chapter 9: Collaboration
The hour of Rael Arkright’s visit arrived.

Every member of the Heindel household assembled, brimming with tension, to greet the Duchess’s daughter.

“The Lady has arrived!”

At the cry of the soldier guarding the castle entrance, everyone snapped to attention, and my father, mother, and I stepped forward to receive Rael at the very front.

‘Wow, what a figure.’

The moment I laid eyes on her, I nearly forgot the significance of the occasion for a fleeting moment.

Befitting a daughter of a ducal house, she was adorned with a resplendent necklace and earrings, while her moderately revealing, form-fitting scarlet gown was more than enough to captivate the gaze of every man present.

Well aware of her own beauty, Rael approached our party, naturally accepting the attention of those around her.

One peculiar detail, however, was that just as my father had mentioned, she was unable to walk independently, relying instead on the assistance of a maid pushing her wheelchair from behind.

Such a disability, however, could not detract in the slightest from Rael’s beauty.

On the contrary, it only added a touch of delicate allure, making her appear even more captivating.

While she was a high-ranking noble who must be treated with utmost respect, being the Duchess’s daughter, the moment I saw her face and figure, I felt an immediate urge to flirt with her.

I quickly composed myself and joined my parents in greeting Rael.

“Welcome, Lady. I am Albert Heindel, head of the Heindel household. This is my wife, whom you have met before.”

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Count. It has been a long time since we last met when I was a child. Countess, you don’t seem to have aged a day either.”

“Y-You flatter me, Lady. It is you who has grown so exquisitely beautiful; merely looking at you makes you seem to radiate such brilliance.”

“I hear that quite often. Thank you for the compliment.”

‘…Hmm?’

In the interim, Father led me forward to introduce me.

“This is our first introduction. This is my only son. His name is Zeke Heindel. Zeke, you must greet the Lady.”

I immediately knelt on one knee and carefully took Rael’s outstretched hand, which she, accustomed to such gestures, had naturally extended to me.

Then, I pressed a kiss to her soft hand.

‘Oh, what a reward.’

“It is my first time meeting you, Lady. I am Zeke Heindel, the legitimate heir of Heindel County. It is a profound honor to make your acquaintance.”

“Zeke Heindel… So you are the one…”

Rael gazed at me for a moment before shifting her gaze to my parents.

“Thank you for your warm welcome. However, if we remain outside with such a crowd, those captivated by my mysterious aura will be reluctant to depart, so it would be best to move somewhere more private before we cause a greater commotion.”

“Hahahaha, indeed, what a thing to say. Please, come inside, Lady. We have prepared the finest tea and refreshments our domain can offer.”

Assisted by her maid, I followed behind Rael as she moved with my parents, tilting my head in confusion.

‘There’s something rather odd about what she’s saying…?’

Harboring that small doubt, I followed everyone inside, and we made our way to the tea party table prepared in the castle’s reception room, settling into our respective seats.

Initially, my parents and Rael, who were already acquainted, passed the time exchanging trivial pleasantries.

They spoke of everything from inquiring about the Duke’s well-being, to whether she had any betrothals or fiancés, to the current state of affairs, and so forth.

The topic of betrothal or engagement, in particular, piqued my interest slightly, so I lent an ear to Rael’s words.

“A betrothal, you say… My father did have candidates in mind, but after meeting and conversing with them, I rejected every single one.”

“What? You rejected all of them, Lady? Surely, if they were individuals the Duke had considered, they wouldn’t have been ordinary men.”

“Indeed. There were certainly such figures as the kingdom’s crown prince, the second-in-command of the Vassal Alliance, and the son of the Magic Tower’s leader. Yet, every one of them was a fool, arrogant and relying solely on their lofty backgrounds.”

At Rael’s scathing remarks, which brazenly disparaged influential figures from other nations, my father cleared his throat awkwardly.

“Ahem… I-I see.”

“Furthermore, while I undeniably exude a mysterious aura, and my appearance is quite commendable—such that I capture hearts even unintentionally—they were excessively fixated on my external beauty. This remained true even with my leg injury adding a touch of delicate frailty.”

“Ha… hahaha… I-Is that so.”

“True beauty, of course, necessitates cultivating not only one’s outward appearance but also one’s inner self, as I do, but they seemed utterly oblivious to such principles.”

‘…Listening to her speak, I realized this woman was a severe narcissist.’

‘Of course, she was indeed beautiful enough that her words weren’t entirely unfounded! And her figure was undeniably stunning!’

‘Yet, there was something… subtly grating about her.’

Given her illustrious family background and striking beauty, she had likely never heard an unpleasant word in her entire life, and since everyone had catered to her whims, it seemed that this was how her personality had been shaped.

Even within an environment perfectly conducive to arrogance, she merely possessed an exceptionally severe self-love and did not seem entirely devoid of sense, so one could, as she herself claimed, view it as a charming eccentricity.

After conversing with my parents for a while, Rael turned her gaze toward me.

“By the way, you are Lord Zeke, correct? I was curious to know what kind of person you might be.”

“Me, Lady? I am hardly someone who has accomplished anything grand enough to warrant your interest, yet it is an honor nonetheless.”

“No, perhaps it hasn’t surfaced widely yet, but I had the opportunity to glimpse your abilities. They appear to be quite extraordinary.”

“Is it perhaps because of the illusion magic mentioned in the letter you sent to us?”

“Precisely. Initially, I grew concerned that some calamity might have befallen the Heindel territory, as more and more shops were remaining closed and people were increasingly unreachable. As the Heindel domain is not far from ours, we would have had to formulate countermeasures if a disaster struck here.”

“Oh dear, that… Ahem…”

My father, who immediately grasped the reason behind the closed shops and unreachable populace, cleared his throat once more, flushed with embarrassment.

It was only natural, considering Father himself had been quite delayed in his duties due to playing Pokimon.

He himself was in such a state that he was in no position to scold the villagers for their immersion in the game; moreover, he had been playing the game himself instead of reprimanding them.

“So, I dispatched my people to investigate, and we reached the provisional conclusion that the illusion magic orbs supplied within the Heindel territory were the root cause. I even went to great lengths to acquire one myself and verified it firsthand.”

“You… you actually played it yourself?”

“Play…?”

“Ah, I meant whether you personally explored the illusionary world.”

Rael nodded.

“Precisely. I needed to ascertain whether the illusion magic was being used for malicious purposes. Everyone assumes I am only adept at elemental and supportive magic, but surprisingly, I am also a formidable mage who has quite thoroughly mastered the illusory arts.”

‘This woman’s intermittent bursts of self-aggrandizement were truly difficult to accustomed to.’

Rael proudly puffed out her chest and continued speaking.

“Upon examination, I concluded that there was no malicious intent within that illusion magic to ensnare or deceive people.”

“I’m relieved the misunderstanding has been cleared.”

“However, there’s another problem…”

‘Hmm?’

‘There’s a problem with the Pokimon I created and distributed? I distinctly recall verifying there were no other bugs.’

‘There should be no issues with its operation, so what’s with this sudden, baseless criticism?’

As I pondered intently, wondering if by some slim chance I had overlooked something, Rael addressed my parents.

“Ahem… Count, from this point forward, our conversation will likely delve into rather… academic matters concerning illusion magic. I apologize for the imposition, but might Lord Zeke and I speak privately for a moment?”

“Yes? Oh, of course. There’s no impediment to that. Zeke, then we shall excuse ourselves for a moment. Be careful not to utter anything disrespectful to the Lady, understood?”

“Of course, Father. Mother, you can rest assured.”

“Very well, I shall trust you, Zeke.”

My parents, though their expressions betrayed a slight unease, could not refuse Rael’s request and thus departed the reception room, leaving only the two of us inside, without even the maid who had been pushing Rael’s wheelchair.

As if to prepare herself to speak, Rael took a shallow breath, then shifted her gaze to me.

“Lord Zeke, were those illusion magic orbs circulating throughout the Heindel domain supplied by you? And did you, yourself, craft all the magic manifested through them as a medium?”

“Uh… Yes, that’s correct. While the distribution was carried out under my father’s name, the idea was mine, and I single-handedly brought the illusion magic to fruition.”

“…Then I can certainly pose the question I’ve been holding within directly to you.”

“A question?”

Rael stared at me for a moment, then…

*Thwack!*

She slammed her hand down on the table.

“You! Did you truly create this properly? Can you definitively state that it is entirely free of errors? Are you certain you haven’t made fundamental errors in illusion magic, such as omitting elements that should be present, or including those that should not?!”

“My… Lady, I’m afraid I don’t understand what you’re referring to.”

“My progress is stuck at 99.3%! It won’t advance! I distinctly saw the Pokimon that was to be the final clue with my own two eyes! Yet why can’t I find it?! You, the creator of this illusion, deliberately hid it, didn’t you?! I can’t bear it any longer! Tell me how to proceed, now! I’m so frustrated I feel like I’m going mad!”

“…What?”

I could scarcely believe my ears.

‘Progress at 99.3%?’

‘Only one person has ever reached that point.’

“Could it be… a Poki-fiend (TL Note: A fanatical player of Pokimon)!”

“What?”

Rael asked again, her expression uncomprehending. Realizing my slip of the tongue, I hastily amended my statement.

“Ah, no, I misspoke. There was indeed only one individual who reached 99.3%, and that was you, Lady! It is truly an immense honor as its creator that you have enjoyed my creation so thoroughly!”

“I-I did not enjoy it! I merely found myself in that situation because I was verifying whether any malicious trickery was embedded within that illusion magic.”

‘No, as if that were true.’

‘I’ve seen your play records; I know perfectly well what a Poki-fiend you are.’

‘…Wait, Poki-fiend?’

In that instant, an idea flashed through my mind like a bolt of lightning.

‘A ducal daughter, a Poki-fiend? If this goes well…’

A premonition struck me that I could realize my desired vision far sooner than anticipated. I instructed a servant to fetch paper and a pen, then sketched a figure upon it.

“Lady, might what you were searching for have looked something like this?”

Upon seeing the Pokimon depicted in the drawing, Rael’s eyes widened considerably.

“!!! I wasn’t mistaken after all! You truly created this! Where can I possibly capture it? No, wasn’t it strange from the very start? It wasn’t even listed in the bestiary! It wasn’t an error caused by illusion magic, so what exactly was it?”

“Calm yourself, Lady. You will soon receive news regarding that particular Pokimon in the near future.”

“In the near future, you say… But you are the one who created this illusory world, aren’t you? So why can’t you simply tell me now? I came all this way precisely because I was so curious about that… Hah!”

‘Her intentions are transparent, utterly transparent.’

‘But now that I knew the ducal daughter was a Poki-fiend, I couldn’t possibly let this opportunity slip away.’

‘If handled correctly, this might not merely end with her being a fanatical player; I might even be able to transform her into an excellent ambassador to introduce the game to this entire world.’

“Lady. Not immediately, but you will soon obtain the results you desire. That is, if you were to assist me.”

At my words, Rael’s eyes narrowed.

She replied coldly, the atmosphere around her growing somewhat chill.

“…If that’s the case, then no. I find improper solicitations exceedingly disagreeable, and to propose such a thing to me is truly a disappointment—”

“What? No, Lady, there’s no need for you to provide me with material support or arrange any position for me.”

“…? Then what is it you desire?”

“It’s nothing grand. Simply continue to enjoy Pokimon as you are now, and if you truly deem my illusion magic to be without issue, then all I ask is for your assistance in allowing the denizens of the ducal territory to share the delightful experience you’ve had.”

“Are you suggesting I distribute those blue crystal orbs to the domain’s residents?”

“Precisely. I will provide the orbs myself, and I will demand no compensation for them whatsoever. Simply allow the residents within the ducal territory to experience them, and should they express any apprehension, all I require is for you, Lady, to personally vouch for their safety, stating that you have long enjoyed and experienced them without encountering any issues.”

“I-I told you I wasn’t enjoying it?!”

‘After enjoying it so immensely, she’s now trying to deny it.’

Shifting into full salesman mode, I elaborated on my proposal to Rael, and as Rael listened, her expression gradually shifted, revealing growing interest.

‘Ultimately, a Poki-fiend was still a Poki-fiend.’




  Chapter 10: Start the festival
Having personally confirmed that my Illusion Magic was indeed 100% safe, Rael, at my request, allowed blue crystal orbs, intended to serve as game consoles, to be brought into the ducal territory.

I inquired if the Duke of Arkright’s permission was necessary, but she assured me that since they already handled minor administrative tasks themselves, this matter fell well within her authority.

Suddenly realizing I was conversing with someone of considerable importance, I sought to appease Rael by recounting the extraordinary adventures she had undertaken in Pokimon, emphasizing that no one else had ever reached such a stage.

Although Rael told me to cease the flattery, the slight upturn of her lips indicated she wasn’t entirely displeased.

My Illusion Magic posed no particular harm, and with her mood brightened by the appropriate flattery, Rael accepted my proposal.

Immediately thereafter, I proposed that we formalize our collaboration with Rael, the esteemed Young Lady of the Arkright Ducal House, and publicly announce our decision to introduce the Illusion Magic crystal orbs into the ducal territory.

“Rumors are already circulating quietly within our domain, so is there truly a need to make such a grand announcement?”

In response to Rael’s question, I nodded diligently.

“There’s an enormous difference in dissemination between something spreading by word of mouth and the Duke’s own daughter, the mistress of this domain, personally guaranteeing its safety and officially permitting its entry.”

“What exactly do you intend to achieve by spreading this ‘game’ so widely?”

“I don’t intend to achieve anything specific. I merely hope that this Illusion Magic, which I’ve created and call a ‘game,’ will become widely established as a cultural phenomenon in this land, allowing many people to enjoy it.”

“…Is that all?”

“That is all.”

‘While my true objective is for people, once accustomed to the game, to leap into the development front and provide me with dopamine, there’s no need to reveal that.’

“I’ve never seen or heard of anyone who intends to use Illusion Magic solely for the benefit of others. To be honest, I can’t entirely believe it, but… since this particular Illusion Magic is undeniably harmless, I will permit its entry into the ducal territory under my authority.”

“That is sufficient, Young Lady.”

In truth, while Rael verbally stated that the magic’s harmlessness had been verified and there was no reason to obstruct it, she too harbored a separate agenda.

“Ahem, ahem… By the way, is it truly possible to obtain that 151st Pokimon, as you claimed?”

“Of course, it’s true. I am not so brazen as to lie to the Young Lady.”

Rael, now utterly obsessed, had a singular true objective: to acquire clues about the 151st Pokimon, capture it, and thereby stamp a seal of completion on her Pokimon journey.

Rael was genuinely and deeply engrossed in Pokimon, which, for me, was an incredibly fortuitous development.

Thereafter, events progressed with remarkable swiftness.

From the very day Rael departed, I immediately began replicating the Illusion Magic components of Pokimon onto even more blue crystal orbs.

The population of the Arkright Ducal Territory was incomparably larger than that of the Heindel Domain, necessitating even greater diligence on my part to disseminate the game there.

“Young Master, it’s time for your meal. Please take a break and eat.”

Aside from when Catherine, the maid, came to announce meal times, I allowed no one into my room, dedicating all my hours solely to game development.

Realizing only belatedly that it was mealtime, I accepted the dishes Catherine had brought on the serving cart and ate my somewhat delayed meal.

Catherine remained by my side as I ate, striking up a conversation.

“Master and Mistress are quite worried because you only seem to be researching in your room. Why don’t you occasionally join them for a meal?”

“Munch, munch… I’d like to, but I don’t have much time right now. I need to devote every moment to creating these gaming crystal orbs to spread throughout the ducal territory.”

“You’ll harm yourself doing that.”

“Well, well, look at that—the notoriously sharp-tongued Catherine is actually worried about me? Did you suddenly discover your feminine side after five years apart? The sun must be rising in the west tomorrow.”

“I-I wasn’t worried about you, Young Master! I was worried about Master and Mistress! Honestly, why would I ever… And what you just said, that’s sexual harassment!”

Catherine, huffing and denying my words, took a deep breath to compose herself, then surveyed the mountain of blue crystal orbs piled in my room.

“Young Master, what changes when you send so many of these to the ducal territory’s residents and they start playing the game? You’re not even selling them, so why provide such a vast quantity for free?”

Catherine spoke, observing my room, which had effectively become a half-warehouse.

“That’s an excellent question, Catherine. Do you know the population of our domain?”

“Hmm… Isn’t it a few hundred thousand?”

“Just under 700,000. And do you know the population of the Arkright Territory?”

“I don’t know that.”

“It’s over ten million. Considering that all the surrounding domains, whether large or small, are influenced by Arkright, you could effectively say it’s tens of millions. If only our domain’s people play the game, it’s a game for, at most, 700,000 players. But if we can spread this to the Arkright Territory, our potential customer base becomes tens of millions.”

I replicated the Illusion Magic onto yet another crystal orb, set the finished product aside, and then infused mana into the next orb.

Catherine still appeared to be struggling to comprehend.

“You called them ‘customers,’ yet you aren’t even accepting payment right now.”

“Would you buy something you’ve never seen before, something you don’t even understand, if someone told you to pay for it?”

“Hmm… Probably not, right?”

“Young Lady Rael is merely vouching for the safety of my product and providing a testimonial that she herself enjoyed it. After that, the choice rests entirely with the citizens of the ducal territory. Since the game itself will be unfamiliar, we must first allow interested individuals to experience it of their own volition, and then, if word-of-mouth spreads, that will be sufficient.”

Catherine let out a small chuckle.

“It seems you’re confident it will succeed just by paving the way, aren’t you?”

‘Of course I am.’

‘No matter how different the era or the people, there are always universal appeals, and Pokimon, as an IP, certainly possesses one.’

“Didn’t you yourself become completely engrossed, abandoning your chores to play the game?”

“N-no, I didn’t! Do you think I’m as lazy and prone to slacking off as you, Young Master?! I’ve diligently served the Heindel family for 24 years since birth! Where would you find a maid more than you deserve, honestly! That’s enough! I was a fool to worry about you, Young Master! If you’re finished eating, please hand me your plate!”

Stung by my words, Catherine reacted with unnecessary sharpness, hastily taking the empty dishes and departing my room.

Watching the door through which Catherine had so abruptly departed, I allowed a faint smile to grace my lips.

“She’s quite endearing when she acts like that. It’s just a shame she can’t be less sharp-tongued.”

Catherine was already twenty-four, a ripe age for marriage in this world, and I mused what kind of man would take her as a wife, imagining their married life would certainly be quite a spectacle.

****

Even after Catherine left, I continued to replicate games for free distribution to the ducal territory, initiating the first wave of supply once a suitable quantity had been amassed.

This marked the first official instance of the game extending beyond our domain, and I crafted promotional phrases designed to pique interest, highlighting how the residents of the Heindel Domain had become so engrossed they even closed their shops to enjoy it.

Rumors that shops in the Heindel Domain had recently experienced an unusual frequency of closures and that residents were taking more days off from their livelihoods had already spread quietly among the Arkright Territory residents.

Just as the Arkright Territory residents began to harbor a degree of curiosity, Rael, true to our agreement, provided testimony that she had personally experienced the item, found no issues whatsoever, and indeed considered it quite an enjoyable experience.

The ripple effect of a single statement from the Young Lady of the ruling family in their domain proved incomparably more effective than my own attempts to draw attention, leading to the gaming crystal orbs being consumed at an astonishing rate after Rael guaranteed their safety.

‘…Perhaps I should have charged for them after all…’

The speed at which the supply was depleted so far exceeded my expectations that such a thought briefly crossed my mind.

However, since I wasn’t in dire need of money at the moment, I decided to postpone the pleasure of earning until my next creation…

I instructed my people to report on the extent of gaming crystal orb distribution within the Arkright Territory.

While the numbers had been merely ordinary until then, demand had surged dramatically since Rael’s endorsement, with tens of thousands of units being distributed daily.

Replicating pre-existing illusions onto tools that served as mediums for Illusion Magic was remarkably easy and swift, and I could transfer them to multiple items simultaneously, making it no challenge for me to handle the volume alone.

I produced tens of thousands of Pokimon daily, and these creations flowed into the Arkright Territory via my own people.

Before long, much like in our Heindel Domain, shops in the Arkright Territory began to close en masse for inexplicable reasons, and I, with a sense of quiet satisfaction, reviewed the play records of the Arkright residents.

Since game strategies were already gradually disseminating through the people of the Heindel Domain, the Arkright residents progressed through the Pokimon story at a significantly faster pace than their Heindel counterparts.

This meant that more and more people were witnessing the 151st Pokimon, Mew, which I had deliberately made uncatchable and designed to appear only occasionally…

“Um… Young Master. Lately, some people who have played Pokimon in the Arkright Territory are clamoring for verification of a certain Pokimon’s existence.”

“I’ve heard that in some places, people are even arguing over whether it’s real or not, with no way to prove it, and baseless rumors are spreading wildly.”

“Here on our side, we occasionally hear similar accounts from people. They claim to have clearly seen it with their own eyes, yet they neither find nor capture it…”

Approximately one month had passed since the game’s dissemination in the Arkright Territory.

Now, with an increasing number of people claiming to have seen the 151st Pokimon, Mew, which effectively did not exist, a clamor began to rise.

This was precisely the moment I had been anticipating.

I summoned my servants and maids, inquiring about the progress of the preparatory work I had undertaken for this very moment.

“Is the production of the stuffed dolls complete?”

“They say it will all be finished within two days. Approximately 400 units are already complete, with the remaining 100 still in production.”

“And the banners?”

“All preparations are complete, Young Master. They just need to be hung at the festival venue.”

“All the food ingredients for the festival have been procured, I presume?”

“Yes, Young Master! They are currently well-preserved in the kitchen!”

“Is there anyone who knows how to do latte art?”

“Oh, I know someone who can! Emily and Shirley in the kitchen are quite skilled at it!”

“Tell those two that I’ll have a special task for them during the festival and that I’ll personally ensure they receive extra compensation for their efforts, as they will be quite busy.”

“Yes!”

After confirming the complete state of preparations with my servants and maids, I input the coordinates of Rael’s crystal orb into the communication orb, intending to share our festival schedule with her.

A moment later, Rael’s face materialized above the crystal orb, and I greeted her with a smile.

“Greetings, Young Lady.”

“Hello, Zeke. To what do I owe this contact?”

“Ah, it’s nothing major, but do you recall the promise I made about a month ago?”

“…Surely you don’t mean the clue about that Pokimon?!”

For the past month, Rael had been relentlessly playing the game, showing no signs of giving up.

Although it was still a single-player game, with seemingly nothing left to do, her tenacity was astonishing.

“Yes, that’s right. We are currently preparing an event in our Heindel Domain, and I contacted you in advance to inform you that you can obtain the information you desire there.”

“W-when is it?! Where’s the venue?! What’s the date?!”

Rael, finally on the verge of obtaining what she had long desired, was visibly excited as she pressed me for the schedule, and I, in turn, provided her with the time and location.

I also expressed my hope that the people of the Arkright Territory would be able to participate.

Rael granted permission for the festival in our domain to be promoted within the Arkright Territory, and as my people disseminated the promotional materials, rumors of the festival spread throughout the Arkright domain.

Moreover, these rumors spread at an insane speed, garnering immense interest.

The reason, naturally, lay in the content of the festival’s promotional materials.

[The 1st Heindel Pokimon Festival! Visit the festival grounds of the Heindel County and receive the mysterious 151st Pokimon, the phantom ‘Mew’!]




  Chapter 11: Pokimon festival
Priyum, the largest city within the territory of Heindell, was a bustling metropolis where culture flourished, encompassing various forms of entertainment such as theater, balls, and art.

Blessed with a large river nearby, a favorable climate, and fertile land, Priyum boasted high productivity for various fruits and crops.

Since ancient times, it had always been a bustling hub, hosting festivals like the Spring Bloom Festival, summer festivals, and autumn Beer Festivals.

It was June, too late for the Spring Bloom Festival yet still a little early for the full swing of summer celebrations.

Priyum was now preparing for an entirely new kind of festival, one unlike any it had ever hosted before, and everyone was moving with a frantic energy.

Between buildings, strings of flags were hung to create a festive atmosphere, though upon closer inspection, they were not national flags but banners adorned with the faces of various characters.

Throughout the downtown area where the festival was set to unfold, people in various large character costumes roamed, while restaurants bustled, cooking without a moment’s rest to prepare special festival menus.

Restaurants that had directly contracted with our House Heindell for the festival set up food stalls on the streets, serving their prepared dishes and filling every corner with delectable aromas.

People preparing drinks also moved busily everywhere, and notably, I had specially hired kitchen staff from within our family who were skilled in latte art, positioning them in the central ‘Distribution Zone’ which was destined to be the main attraction.

Near the Distribution Zone, a far greater number of people in character costumes were waiting than on the main streets, food stalls were more plentiful, and at various stands, rows of Pokimon plush toys were lined up, awaiting their limited release.

All this commotion was in preparation for the ‘Heindell 1st Pokimon Festival,’ set to be the first gaming event of its kind in this world.

It marked a monumental first step towards establishing games as a mainstream culture in this world.

For now, only the people of Heindell and Arkright territories knew of the festival’s existence, but once the Arkright residents experienced it, word spreading throughout the entire empire would only be a matter of time.

Although the central Distribution Zone had yet to open, countless other shops on the streets had already begun their festival trade, and as the people of Heindell territory streamed in like a tide, Priyum instantly became teeming with crowds.

“Come one, come all! Try our sweet Slowpoke Tail Marshmallow Skewers! Aren’t they just like the real thing? The sweetness is absolutely divine!”

“Quench your thirst in this hot weather with Vaporeon’s Blue Ade! It’s an essential drink if you want to truly enjoy the festival!”

The festival offered foods and drinks designed to evoke the unique characteristics of the Pokimon.

Even various entertainment facilities and doll shops were arranged in the style of a theme park.

Perhaps because this highly modernized form of festival had never existed in this world before, people couldn’t tear their eyes away from the surrounding scenery, enjoying the festivities as they wandered through countless shops.

While our family’s servants were almost entirely deployed, busy assisting with the festival, Rael, who had significantly contributed to organizing this event, arrived in the city.

Upon hearing that Rael was approaching, I went to the city entrance to greet her.

As she descended from her carriage and approached in her wheelchair, I knelt on one knee and pressed a kiss to the back of her hand.

“Thank you for gracing our humble festival with your presence, Young Lady.”

“Are you truly calling this ‘humble’ after preparing such a magnificent event?”

Rael spoke, her gaze captivated by the festive atmosphere visible even from the city entrance.

Rising to my feet, I bowed to Rael as a butler typically would, then extended a hand towards the interior of the city.

“Allow me to guide you to the festival grounds.

It would be improper to send subordinates to escort such a distinguished guest, so I shall personally take on the role of your escort, Young Lady.”

The maid who had been pushing Rael’s wheelchair froze in surprise.

She couldn’t possibly entrust the lady she served to a complete stranger.

However, Rael answered for her.

“Very well, I shall entrust myself to you.

I hope you’ll provide a delightful experience, Sir Zeke.

Aileen? You’re free to enjoy the festival on your own.”

“But, Young Lady…!”

“It’s quite alright.”

Ultimately, the maid, Aileen, could not defy her mistress’s wishes.

She bowed to us, unable to hide her anxious expression, and slowly walked away.

The moment we entered the festival grounds, which we had prepared for at length, Rael’s previous impassive expression vanished completely.

She gazed at the surrounding scenery with pure, childlike wonder, unable to tear her eyes away.

This world already had festivals where various regional beers were sold during Beer Festivals, or tomatoes for a Tomato Festival were sold by local merchants.

However, a festival of this nature, centered around a specific theme with staff in character costumes roaming about and dozens of specially arranged themed dishes being served, was entirely unprecedented.

Only festivals with broad concepts, like the Bloom Festival, Tomato Festival, or Beer Festival, had existed until now.

Rael, momentarily forgetting her status as a ducal lady, delighted like a child as she explored the surrounding shops, even buying and eating cookies and cakes shaped like Pokimon faces from several dessert stalls, thoroughly enjoying the festival.

Watching Rael happily eat her cake, completely unaware of the whipped cream on her lips, I lightly remarked.

“You truly seem to be enjoying yourself, Young Lady.”

“H-Hmph! Who, me, enjoying myself? I was merely observing to ensure that the Illusion Magic wasn’t causing any issues at an event where so many people from our territory are present…”

“Young Laaady?”

‘…’

Rael had hastily attempted to make an excuse, but realizing it was futile in front of me, the creator of the game, she quickly fell silent, scratching her cheek and averting her gaze.

“…Alright, I concede.

To be frank, that ‘Pokimon’ you created was incredibly, incredibly fun.

I’ve long avoided anything like Illusion Magic because I detested the sensation of having perfectly fine legs within the illusion only to return to reality, but your magic… it was different.”

“I shall take that as a compliment and express my gratitude.”

“I also heard you planned this entire festival, didn’t you?

The imagination to create a world like Pokimon, and the creativity to devise a festival like this… Even I, who believed my emotions were quite withered, feel this way.

How much more so must others feel?”

Rael looked around at the people enjoying the festival.

Citizens from Heindell territory and Arkright territory mingled, enjoying the Pokimon theme park, while children approached our family servants in character costumes, touching and playing with the mascots.

After observing the crowd for a moment, Rael turned her head back to look at me, who was pushing her wheelchair from behind, and smiled lightly, as if she had no intention of hiding anything further.

“Since everything’s out in the open, you’ll have to take responsibility for making me come all this way, won’t you?

You know why I’m here, don’t you?”

“Of course, Young Lady.

As a matter of fact, the time is just right, and I was about to begin.”

I guided Rael’s wheelchair towards the central plaza.

In front of the distribution area I had set up in the central plaza, countless citizens were lined up, eagerly awaiting the start of the festival’s main event.

The Arkright citizens, unfamiliar with my face, showed little reaction upon seeing me, but the Heindell citizens recognized me, exclaiming in awe and practically dancing with excitement.

Leaving Rael momentarily at my side, I called out to the citizens in line.

“Greetings, everyone! I am Zeke Heindell, the sole heir of Count Heindell, who has organized the Heindell Pokimon Festival!”

As I revealed my identity, the festival attendees, mostly commoners and especially the Arkright citizens, were startled and instinctively bowed.

“Are you all enjoying the festival?”

Calls of “Yes!” echoed from various directions.

“Indeed, seeing you all lined up here, there’s hardly a need to ask.

Your purpose in coming here is likely singular, isn’t it?

Some of you may have witnessed it firsthand, while others might have only heard rumors.”

Realizing what I was implying, the citizens began to murmur excitedly.

I took out my transparent crystal orb, which served as an administrator tool, took my place under the large event tent, and announced.

“Now, right here, right now! Exclusively for all of you who have come to this festival! I shall distribute the 151st Pokimon, the mythical Pokimon Mew, which no one has ever been able to obtain!”

“Woooooow!!!”

“I-It was real! It was actually real!”

“I couldn’t believe it, but it wasn’t a hoax after all?!”

I briefly calmed the cheering citizens and bowed my head to Rael, who stood beside me.

“I intend to offer this monumental first distribution to Lady Rael Arkright, who has provided us with the opportunity to bring so many participants to this festival.

Citizens, do you approve?”

“Yes!!”

In truth, when the daughter of a ducal house was being favored, they had no choice but to agree, even if they didn’t truly approve.

“Young Lady, if you please, your crystal orb.”

“Ah, yes.”

Rael extended her crystal orb for playing Pokimon, and I overlaid a portion of the magic—that is, the data—from my transparent crystal orb, which functioned as an administrator tool, onto hers.

After a very brief process, I smiled at Rael.

“It is done.

Young Lady, when you play Pokimon again, you will immediately notice a change.

If you follow the instructions within, you will be able to capture the Mew you so desperately wished to obtain.”

“R-Really?”

Rael’s lips twitched as she tried to suppress her joy.

She immediately placed her hand on her blue crystal orb and became as still as if she had fallen asleep.

A few minutes later, Rael opened her eyes again, clapping her hands together wildly in ecstatic joy.

“I-I caught it! Finally! It’s the Pokimon I saw back then! All 151 of them! I’ve completely collected them all! One hundred percent! I’ve finally reached one hundred percent!”

Overwhelmed with excitement, Rael had cast aside all decorum, her body bouncing as if she would have jumped for joy if she could.

Starting with Rael, I initiated the Mew distribution event for the countless people waiting in line.

Upon hearing that the distribution had begun, people flocked to the central plaza, making the line grow longer and longer until it became a massive throng.

Once I confirmed a significant crowd had gathered, I announced the second piece of news.

“Our festival doesn’t end with just the Mew distribution!

From this very moment, new features in the Pokimon world will be unlocked!

They are none other than Trading and Battles! What you could only do with illusory characters while adventuring in the Pokimon world, you can now do with actual people!”

“What?! Actual people… you mean the people here right now?”

“Communicate with those who have Pokimon you haven’t found or wished to catch, and acquire even more Pokimon!

For those confident in their skills, test your prowess against other trainers in battles! There’s no need to know who your opponent is, whether they are a noble or a commoner!”

With the unlocking of the Trading and Battle features, the very essence of offline events, the Heindell Pokimon Festival truly transformed into a grand celebration.

Countless people played Pokimon through the crystal orbs they had brought, utilizing the newly opened trading feature, while others sought out battle opponents to showcase their skills.

Even Rael, the ‘Tyrant,’ immediately went to battle upon hearing that she could fight as a mere trainer in the Pokimon world, with her identity and face completely concealed.

As the festival progressed with immense success, Catherine, the maid assisting me, spoke with an expression that suggested she was seeing me in a new light.

“Honestly, Young Master, I never imagined you could orchestrate a festival of such immense scale.

But now, those who have collected all the Pokimon won’t have much else to do, will they?”

“After all, games eventually come to an end.”

“Does that mean your work creating the game is finished? What will you do next, then?”

“Hmph.

You don’t know?”

I turned to Catherine and smiled.

“I will create games.”




  Chapter 12: Second game
The first Heindel Pokimon Festival, which spanned three days, drew to a triumphant close.

On the first day of the festival, when the largest crowd gathered, over 500,000 people received ‘Mew’ distributions, and on the second and third days, though fewer, an impressive number of attendees still flocked to participate in the festivities.

And Rael, who had granted permission to introduce the game to the residents of Arklight territory, remarked:

“I had no idea you would prepare a trophy and prize money for the tournament, Zeke. And I’m glad you didn’t tell me about it.”

Clutching the Festival Battle Cup championship trophy as if it were a sacred relic, Rael continually stroked the trophy, a contented smile gracing her lips.

True to her ‘demon’ persona, Rael had effortlessly crushed all opponents with overwhelming battle prowess and understanding, claiming victory.

Within the game, everyone was depicted as a mere character, making it impossible to recognize individuals or offer preferential treatment, yet Rael had utterly dominated everyone through sheer skill.

So enamored was she with the championship trophy she had earned that Rael refused to let it out of her hands after her victory.

“I’m relieved to hear you’re so pleased with the prize. Having not used particularly expensive materials for its creation, I harbored some concern. I feared the young lady might be displeased, thinking she had received something cheap.”

Her eyes widened, as if to say, ‘What are you talking about?’

“Not at all? In fact, it’s my favorite among everything I’ve ever acquired. As you know, having been born into the Ducal House of Arklight, I have never before had to exert myself to acquire anything.”

‘That would, of course, be true.’

As the daughter of the empire’s sole ducal house, it was inconceivable that she would have ever experienced want in her life.

No matter how difficult something was to procure, her subordinates would have toiled to present it to her, and being an only daughter, Rael would have never had to contend with siblings for succession, nor would she have engaged in any cutthroat competition with anyone.

It had always been a competition against herself.

Even I, reincarnated as the only son of the Count of Heindel, have faced few crises in my twenty-one years of life; how much more so for the Ducal House of Arklight, revered as being ‘above all but one’?

Rael continued to caress the trophy, a contented smile gracing her features.

“This was the first time I achieved something purely through my own strength, without receiving fabricated courtesies from others or being catered to by those feigning efforts to please me. The sense of accomplishment gained through genuine competition is truly this delightful and fulfilling.”

She inclined her head slightly toward me.

“It was an invaluable experience, one I wouldn’t trade for anything. Both this game called Pokimon, which you created, and the experience of this festival.”

“Your ladyship’s profound praise leaves me at a loss for words.”

Perhaps finding something dissatisfying in my reply, Rael blinked before quietly opening her mouth.

“…Rael.”

“Yes?”

“You can call me Rael. We’ve been together for three days, with you pushing my wheelchair the entire time. Doesn’t ‘Young Lady’ feel too stiff and distant?”

‘Ah… even so, how could a mere son of a count dare to address the Young Lady of the Ducal House of Arklight by her given name—’

“Shall I make it an order?”

Rael seemed to have made up her mind, and in such a situation, my own opinion held little weight.

‘Besides, it wasn’t something to be particularly disgusted or hesitant about.’

“…Please, at least allow me to append ‘Lady’ to your name.”

“Very well.”

“Thank you, Lad—… Lady Rael.”

Relaxing her expression, she smiled broadly and asked me.

“‘You called it a “game,” didn’t you, Zeke? I remember you saying you intended to create a new form of culture, like plays or balls. Does that mean there will be a next Pokimon game?’

Completely captivated by Pokimon, Rael was already inquiring about a sequel.

‘Of course, I intended to create a sequel to Pokimon, but it wouldn’t do to spoil it now. In truth, if I put my mind to it, I could have created a comprehensive version encompassing all generations of Pokimon released to date. However, releasing such a complete product from the outset would make it difficult to meet people’s expectations afterward.’

I, too, responded with a smile.

“‘Well, I’d certainly like to create the next Pokimon, but I can’t give you a definitive answer yet. As someone deeply versed in Illusion Magic, you’d naturally know that it’s a form of magic requiring a great deal of imagination and creativity.’

“‘That’s… true. It would be unreasonable to expect the next one immediately, I suppose.’

Rael’s expression dimmed slightly.

Instead, I decided to share another piece of news that would surely delight her.

‘Anyone who could display such a ‘demon-like’ level of engagement in their very first game would likely enjoy most other games, unless their tastes were exceptionally particular.’

‘Turning Rael into a ‘gamer addict’ would be immensely helpful for promoting future games, so I whispered, ensuring only she could hear.

“‘Instead, I have some news that I believe you’ll enjoy, Lady Rael.’

“‘News I’ll enjoy?’

“‘It’s not Pokimon, but I have many other games in mind.’

“‘Is that truly so?!’

“‘Yes, the next one will be a completely different genre of game, so I can’t guarantee you’ll enjoy it as much, but… Since you have helped us so immensely, it’s only right that we reciprocate, isn’t it?’

I pulled out a notebook and pen, then asked Rael.

“‘Rael, if you tell me what you enjoy, I’ll do my utmost to create a game tailored to your preferences. Let’s make that my third game.’

“!”

****

At Zeke’s proposition, Rael excitedly reviewed her own preferences.

Pokimon alone had been a thoroughly enjoyable experience, so much so that she felt she had never known such delight in her entire life.

‘But what if a game truly brimming with her preferences were to appear?’

‘And what if its quality was as exceptional as Pokimon’s?’

The mere thought made Rael feel as though her heart would burst with excitement.

Hastily recalling the stories from her favorite books and themes from plays she enjoyed, Rael deliberated before finally reaching a conclusion and responding.

“I… I love adventure stories!”

“Adventure, you say.”

“‘Yes! Stories where a hero and their companions grow together, overcome adversity, and defeat a great evil… stories filled with joy, sorrow, and anger… the tumultuous tales of a hero and their comrades! Is it truly possible to create a game from such stories?’

“Hmm…”

He propped his chin, pondered for a moment, and after a few minutes of deliberation, replied.

“‘Fortuitously, it seems I can create a game perfectly suited to your preferences, Rael.’

“‘R-really?!’

“‘Among the candidates I’ve considered for my next work, there’s one that aligns exceptionally well with what you’ve described. In that case, let that be my third project. Please consider it a small token of gratitude for the immense help you’ve provided us, Rael.’

At his words, Rael was once again inwardly stunned.

‘Pokimon alone was a creation poised to cause an immense sensation, and he hadn’t even finished that long ago, yet he was already prepared to release a second game. And not just that, but a third as well?’

‘Moreover, he had ideas so concretely formed that he could immediately promise to create a game brimming with her specific preferences—preferences Zeke couldn’t possibly have known?’

At first glance, one might have dismissed it as mere bluster, an attempt to curry favor, and indeed, Rael had encountered many such individuals. Yet, she felt that Zeke’s words were not simply an attempt to appease her.

Trusting her judgment of character, Rael made a promise to Zeke.

“‘Can I truly look forward to it?’

“‘Of course. Despite appearances, I am quite confident in my quality.’

Even then, Zeke had not asked for anything in return for creating the game.

Instead, Rael herself found herself wanting to do something for Zeke.

For creating the game Pokimon, which had brought her pure joy, and for hosting this festival, inviting her, and allowing her to discover the delight of achievement gained through competition.

“‘If that game is truly as well-crafted as you’ve proclaimed… then I, too, will take every possible action to promote your game.’

****

After all the post-festival arrangements were complete, I waved goodbye to Rael as she departed.

Rael, whose initial impression had been quite brusque, now beamed, waving back at me as she returned to the Arklight territory’s main estate with her maids and servants.

Settling into the returning carriage, I summoned my personal maid, Catherine, and invited her to join me.

Catherine wore a bewildered expression, asking in a perplexed tone.

“‘Um… what is it, Young Master? For you to have me ride in your carriage…’

“‘Oh, it’s nothing major. I actually already have a second game prepared. I was hoping you could give me your impressions again this time.’

“‘What?! Already? But isn’t Illusion Magic something that’s difficult and takes a long time to complete?’

“‘How could it be? It’s only because it’s me that it can be created so quickly.’

“‘B-but there are many people deeply versed in Illusion Magic… even the Ducal Young Lady is one of them, isn’t she?’

“‘I need someone who can give me the most honest and merciless evaluation. Wouldn’t a critique from someone like you, who always speaks their mind to me, be at least somewhat objective?’

At my words, Catherine’s face crumpled in a scowl.

“‘Hmph? Are you implying that I’m some ill-mannered, thoughtless maid who just speaks without respect to the Young Master?! I merely offered some harsh words to correct your deplorable habits, and for you to think of me—’

Evidently offended, Catherine began to unleash a torrent of nagging, spittle flying from her mouth.

Fearing my ears might bleed if I let her continue, I hastily placed the Illusion Magic crystal ball containing the second game into Catherine’s arms.

“‘Alright, alright, stop moving that wicked mouth of yours. There’s still plenty of time until we reach the estate anyway, so just try it. It’ll be less boring than simply riding and walking endlessly, won’t it?’

“‘Hmph… hmph… Fine! I’ll give you your evaluation! Just know that if I find even the slightest flaw, I’ll tear it apart without mercy!’

Perhaps truly upset by my teasing, which painted her as a shrew, Catherine huffed and puffed just as she always had five years prior, placing her hand on the gaming crystal ball I had given her and closing her eyes.

I checked Catherine’s gameplay status using my transparent crystal ball, which served as an administrator tool.

Unlike Pokimon, which was a direct experience type, this new game’s illusory world contained only a small controller.

[?]

Seeing the illusory world, which was emptier than she expected, Catherine tilted her head and picked up the controller.

At that, the surrounding space brightened, and the game began to run, a large screen unfurling before Catherine.

[What… is this…?]

On the screen Catherine was watching, a man with a mustache stood.

The mustachioed man, standing still and awaiting Catherine’s input, was clad in a red cap, a red vest, and blue overalls.

When Catherine pressed one of the input buttons on the controller, which was manifested by Illusion Magic, the game initiated its tutorial phase.

And before Catherine, in letters as large as a gate, the game’s name appeared.

[Super Mariu Brothers Compilation]




  Chapter 13: Super mario brothers
Super Mario.

Alongside Pokémon, it stood as a game series boasting world-leading IP power, renowned as the most famous platform game in existence.

Though it appeared deceptively simple, creating this game had presented a multitude of design dilemmas.

‘Should I craft it in a ‘real-world’ style, where the player directly explores the environment, much like I did with Pokémon?’ I wondered.

‘Or should I stick to the familiar method, keeping the character and player distinct?’

After considerable deliberation, I ultimately opted for the latter, the method I was accustomed to: controlling the game by manipulating a controller while viewing a screen within a fantastical world.

My decision stemmed from the conviction that a direct-experience Mario series would be better suited for future full 3D titles.

My next agonizing question was which Mario title should make its debut.

The actual Mario series had emerged much earlier than Pokémon, and its inaugural title, completely devoid of collection elements, offered significantly shorter playtime.

However, in this world, my initial plan was to introduce Pokémon as the first major release.

Releasing the original Super Mario afterward risked people failing to grasp its true brilliance due to its comparatively brief playtime.

It was unthinkable not to adapt the original title into a game; after all, it was the series’ very symbol and origin.

Yet, I couldn’t release a game with merely the inaugural title; something more had to be added.

What should I add?

‘The turnip-pulling version? Its gameplay sensibility is too jarring compared to other iterations.’

This world was already unaccustomed to games, and a lack of genre consistency, irrespective of artistic merit, could lead to strong polarization.

‘The poisonous mushroom version? That’s far too difficult.’

Even for contemporary individuals, deeply familiar with games, that version was infamous for its diabolical difficulty.

Introducing such a challenge to the people of this era would surely lead to their collective demise.

“Perhaps the safe and proven ‘Super Mario Bros. 3’ and… ‘Super Mario World’ would be ideal?”

While the playtime of each individual game might be shorter than Pokémon’s, combining all three would undoubtedly extend, rather than diminish, the overall playtime.

Fortuitously, their distinct difficulties lent themselves perfectly to being separated into three tiers.

“Then, I’ll first refine the controls of the original title slightly… and also adjust this infernal spring’s operating mechanism…”

I began by intensively polishing the original Super Mario Bros., which, as an ancient game, suffered from notoriously poor controls, as I poured a compilation of the three Super Mario series from my memories into illusion magic.

Super Mario Bros. 3 and Super Mario World were already quite complete in themselves, requiring little further refinement, so their production did not take as long as anticipated.

Concurrently, knowing that the fantastical console controller would be an utterly novel device for the people of this world, I ensured friendly instructions appeared alongside it.

I also separately created and integrated tutorial stages into the game, which taught various controls and were absent from the original titles.

While I had taken every possible step to make the production newbie-friendly, whether it would truly aid people’s adaptation was something only direct observation could confirm.

Thus, I had Catherine try out the Mario game compilation that I had intermittently developed over the past five years while training under my master.

“No! Why did it die! I stomped on it!!”

Catherine, playing Super Mario World, the most challenging difficulty, was fueled by an unfounded belief that, as Pokémon’s first player and now with some gaming experience, she would surely excel at Mario.

Catherine, who brazenly chose Super Mario World without even grasping the distinction between a spin jump and a regular jump, timed out in World 1 Stage 3, repeatedly died without ever seeing the boss’s face, and ultimately suffered a Game Over.

Finally, acknowledging her limitations, Catherine spent a considerable amount of time playing the original Super Mario Bros., the lowest difficulty, before opening her eyes once more inside the carriage.

“How was it?”

She had started playing right after lunch, and by now, the sun had already dipped considerably.

Catherine’s eyes betrayed her longing to play more as she replied.

“Honestly… it was incredibly fun. In a slightly different way from Pokémon. The music was so catchy, and stomping on enemies to defeat them felt quite novel… Most of all, it made me frustrated more often than Pokémon, but it wasn’t enough to make me want to stop playing…”

‘Hmm, now that’s a proper review.’

Catherine, having truly grasped the game’s intended experience, candidly stated that there was nothing to nitpick and she hadn’t found any errors.

“Actually, I’ve made enough of these to distribute to everyone working for our family. What do you think, Catherine? It should be fine to distribute them right away, right?”

“Well, I don’t know much about illusion magic, so I can’t comment on the magic itself, but it was definitely fun. But does it really have to have parts that make people so frustrated?”

“That’s the true flavor of this game. It’s admirable that you’ve grasped the creator’s intention so well, Catherine. As a reward, I shall bestow upon you my heartfelt praise.”

“…I don’t need that.”

****

Around the time the second game began to spread throughout Count Heindell’s castle, the lord, his wife, and the household servants were once again utterly captivated.

At the headquarters of the merchant guild Wells in the Empire, discussions were in full swing concerning the novel phenomenon spreading, primarily centered around the Heindell and Arkrite territories.

“Has everyone here had the opportunity to experience this item? Please share your impressions.”

At the words of Geoffrey, an executive of Wells who had convened the meeting to discuss securing new products, the attendees nodded and immediately responded.

“The magic’s execution is exceptionally refined, and its stability is outstanding. While the possibility of adverse effects, such as succumbing to the illusion magic and losing one’s reason or being unable to escape, cannot be entirely dismissed as zero, it appears to be no cause for concern whatsoever.”

Another guild member chimed in, echoing the sentiment.

“It achieves the highest level of immersion possible without any discernible side effects. When I first tested it, I even momentarily forgot the very purpose of the test.”

All other guild members who had somehow acquired the blue crystal sphere, which citizens of the Heindell and Arkrite territories referred to as a ‘game,’ offered similar assessments.

True to a merchant guild’s nature, the meeting focused rigorously on business viability rather than discussions of gameplay or entertainment.

Geoffrey subtly shifted the topic, bringing up the grand festival that had recently taken place in Priam, the largest city within Count Heindell’s domain.

“Is there anyone among you who personally attended the festival held in Priam recently?”

At his inquiry, several individuals raised their hands.

Geoffrey, who had indeed been present at the festival, recalled the immeasurable throngs of people gathered there as he spoke.

“As those who went personally can attest, the sheer number of people who visited Priam was utterly beyond counting. While the Heindell earldom hasn’t released precise figures, preventing us from ascertaining the exact count, it appears the cumulative visitors over three days were conservatively estimated at over a million.”

It was by no means a common occurrence for such a vast number of individuals to visit a city in the Heindell territory, located somewhat to the west, far from the imperial capital or the central Arkrite region.

Consequently, the guild members let out hushed gasps of astonishment.

“I’ve never witnessed a festival of that kind before. A celebration entirely centered around a single theme… it felt distinctly different from a tomato or beer festival.”

“Even though the prices of food and various commemorative items sold at the festival weren’t cheap, people showed no hesitation in spending their money.”

“On the contrary, I even witnessed people pleading for more stock to be brought in and sold generously. I only attended on the second day, but commemorative items like dolls were completely sold out, without a single one remaining.”

As the Wells guild members who had been present and observed the situation each contributed their remarks, Geoffrey nodded, bringing the discussion to a close.

“I heard that the individual who created ‘Pokémon’ is the heir to the Heindell earldom. I also understand that he was the one who planned that festival. This implies that, in addition to magical prowess capable of crafting such illusion magic, he possesses immense imagination and creativity, and on top of that, top-tier business acumen.”

“Should we attempt to curb his influence?”

At one guild member’s suggestion, Geoffrey shook his head.

“In my estimation, any attempt to curb his influence would be futile.”

This statement, coming from the mouth of a Wells executive who typically would not tolerate a potential competitor encroaching upon their share, was astonishing, causing all meeting attendees to widen their eyes.

“Then you intend to simply leave him be?”

“It’s frustrating, but even if we were to somehow obstruct the Heindell family’s young master’s commercial endeavors… what was the name of his creation again?”

“‘Game,’ he said.”

“Yes, we cannot seize the ‘game’s’ share. Frankly, I lack the imagination to even conceive of something similar. Do any of you differ?”

All the Wells guild members remained silent.

“The Heindell family’s young master’s domain is on the level of a completely independent, unique sphere. Even if we were to stifle a competitor’s business, it would only be meaningful if we could acquire that right and gain something ourselves. As long as we cannot create something comparable to the ‘game’ he produces, eliminating the competition is utterly meaningless.”

“Lord Geoffrey, does that imply you intend to collaborate?”

“Precisely. As those who witnessed the scale of that last festival know, it was absolutely not an operation that a single individual could manage. If games continue to proliferate among the populace, the festival’s scale will only expand, and the young master there alone will be unable to oversee it. Therefore, we shall establish a connection with the Heindell earldom and serve as proxies for the festival’s management.”

“It’s a middleman’s fee business, then.”

“Exactly. If an event achieves that scale from its very first iteration, its magnitude will only grow with each subsequent one. Even if we can merely secure a portion of the sales commission from the goods sold there, it will be an incredibly lucrative venture. This sort of endeavor is quite straightforward for us, isn’t it?”

The guild members licked their lips, envisioning the substantial profits from the middleman’s fees of such a colossal festival.

It was a market so irresistibly tempting, one where only an upward trajectory, even in future value, was clearly discernible.

“Dispatch someone to the Heindell earldom and formally request a meeting. Unless there’s a compelling reason, they are unlikely to refuse, so once a schedule is set, I will personally go and skillfully persuade the young master there.”

“Yes, sir!”

He had heard that the young master of the Heindell earldom had only just turned twenty-one.

Despite possessing extraordinary magical prowess and festival planning acumen, for now, he was merely a young man with a remarkably sharp mind.

Geoffrey, a seasoned merchant with years of experience, felt confident that he could easily persuade Zeke, secure the festival’s operating rights, and thereby enrich himself.

Although Zeke had forged a market with such immense potential that countless people had visited within less than two months of the ‘game’ rumors spreading, Geoffrey could not suppress the rising corners of his mouth, convinced that they would be the ones to reap the true profits.




  Chapter 14: Merchant guild wells
Beginning with Catherine, the first to experience it, the Super Mario Bros. Compilation once again spread throughout our Heindel Castle.

Having learned from their past experience with Pokemon, where they had lost themselves to the game, neglected their duties, and suffered the consequences the following day, everyone was now especially careful not to become overly engrossed.

Yet, at every available moment, they were desperate to carve out even a sliver of time to play.

Watching them fidget like dogs that needed to relieve themselves, wondering if they would manage to find time to play this time, filled me with both pride in the outcome and amusement at their antics.

However, compared to the Pokemon craze, there was one slight difference: people seemed to be getting a bit more agitated.

“No, this game is truly strange! I-I don’t mean to imply that the Young Master’s magical prowess is flawed, but… I distinctly stomped on it, yet it consistently registers as if I haven’t, leading to my demise…”

“Young Master, I have a question,” another ventured. “Regarding those squids that appear in the water… are they absolutely necessary? Oh, it’s not a complaint, of course, I just wondered if they were truly indispensable…”

“Ahem, ahem. Zeke? Your mother has a question for you,” my mother chimed in. “It’s nothing serious, but that game you made recently, what was it called? Mariu? Do those hammer-throwing fellows really need to appear two at a time?”

People encountered frustrating situations while playing Mariu for a variety of reasons, and they would subtly voice their complaints to me.

However, these were not grievances serious enough to make them abandon the game entirely, but merely light grumbles.

Of course, when my mother, playing the original Mariu, died repeatedly at the hands of the Hammer Brothers and subtly hinted at the difficulty, I briefly considered adjusting the challenge level, but I quickly shook my head.

Such obstacles were part of the sense of accomplishment, and it was through overcoming them that one truly discovered the joy of a game.

My mother was no exception to this rule.

“You are simply not yet accustomed to this game, which is why mistakes are occurring,” I explained. “With a little time and practice, you will come to see these obstacles as trivial.”

“So… while I don’t think you’d intentionally make it impossible to progress…”

My mother grumbled softly as she embarked on yet another retry, the number of which was now lost to count.

While everyone was still honestly tackling the game head-on, unaware of even the Warp Zones, I knew that, just as I’d said, with a little more time, they would all be able to clear the original game quickly.

Having confirmed that there were no errors in the game’s operation, I began to increase production, intending to release the Super Mario series to the citizens of the Heindel territory, just as I had done before.

Simultaneously, I continued production on Rael’s requested project, leading a whirlwind of busy days.

Truth be told, ever since I began my training five years ago, there hadn’t been a single day that wasn’t busy.

****

Then, one day.

“Young Master? The Master is calling for you.”

“Father is?”

Catherine came to my room to inform me that my father was looking for me.

If it were merely trivial complaints about the game, my father would usually seek me out himself to grumble.

Thus, his summoning me implied something significant, unrelated to the games.

“Very well, I’ll go at once.”

“Oh, and he said to come to the drawing room, not his office.”

“The drawing room? Have we guests?”

I stopped everything I was doing, rose from my seat, and headed towards the drawing room where my father awaited.

As I knocked on the door, my father’s voice echoed from within.

“Enter.”

Hearing my father’s deliberately solemn voice after so long, I nearly burst out laughing.

In truth, that had been his usual demeanor until recently, but after playing Pokemon and Super Mariu, he had lost much of his solemnity, increasingly grumbling about difficulty while engrossed in the games…

I quickly composed myself, opened the drawing room door, and stepped inside.

Inside, besides my father, two unfamiliar men were seated together at a tea table, enjoying refreshments.

“Father, you called for me?”

Aware of the observing eyes, I responded with a deliberate show of courtesy.

“Yes, greet them first,” he instructed. “These gentlemen are from the Wells Merchant Guild. They’ve come on business and specifically requested an audience with you.”

At my father’s words, the two men immediately rose, approached me, and bowed, offering their greetings.

“A pleasure to meet you, Young Master. I am Bruno, Western Branch Manager of Wells.”

“It is an honor to meet you, Young Master. I am Paul, from the Wells Western Branch.”

One was a somewhat portly man with a mustache, the other tall and gaunt.

“The pleasure is mine. I am Zeke Heindel, the only son of Count Heindel.”

I first extended my hand to Bruno, the portly, moustached man who seemed to hold a higher rank, shaking his hand before greeting Paul as well.

“To what do I owe the visit of such busy guild members from Wells? I confess, I did not expect even a Branch Manager to grace us with their presence.”

Western Branch Manager Bruno replied with a practiced, business-like smile.

“Ah, we’ve recently begun hearing rumors of a remarkable ‘product’ circulating,” he began. “Upon investigating the source of these whispers, we discovered that this very product originated from none other than Count Heindel’s territory.”

Though he hadn’t explicitly named it, I had a strong inkling as to why these men had come.

The Merchant Guild was, after all, a group with an uncanny nose for money.

For such an organization to travel all the way to this remote Heindel territory in the far west implied…

‘They must have caught wind of the rumors.’

While events in the somewhat peripheral Heindel territory might have been dismissed as minor, the trends among citizens in the Arklight territory, located at the heart of the Empire, were not something even Wells could ignore.

The citizens of the Arklight territory had begun playing Pokemon a beat later than those in Heindel, and according to Rael, Pokemon had already started to establish itself as a fully mainstream culture in Arklight’s central district.

If Arklight’s central district had reached such a state, there was no way the Merchant Guild wouldn’t have noticed, and since my creation and distribution of the games wasn’t much of a secret, their visit to me made perfect sense.

The reason they sought me out was, without a doubt…

“Are you referring to the games?”

“Yes, precisely!” Bruno affirmed. “We heard it was immensely popular among the citizens of Arklight recently, and initially, we assumed it was some kind of theatrical theme or perhaps a variation of chess. But we were utterly mistaken. Even one of our own guild members, who managed to acquire and experience it, was so engrossed they couldn’t come to their senses for a considerable time.”

“I’m merely grateful that you enjoyed it so much.”

“No, no, it is we who should be thanking Young Master Zeke for creating such an incredible thing!” Bruno insisted. “The craftsmanship is superb, and the immersion is simply astounding; we have never witnessed anything like it in all our lives.”

Given such blatant flattery, I knew the real purpose of their visit would soon follow.

And indeed, the moment Bruno opened his mouth again, Wells’ true objective in seeking me out was revealed.

“However, Young Master Zeke,” Bruno continued, “we’ve heard that despite creating such a magnificent thing, you distributed it without receiving a single penny. While that might be understandable for the citizens of the Heindel territory, there would have been no reason to do so for the citizens of the Arklight territory. May I inquire as to your reasoning?”

“There’s no particular reason,” I replied. “Given that it was a form of entertainment that had never existed before, it wasn’t an easy decision to simply charge for it. There was also the question of whether people would readily accept it.”

At my words, Bruno’s eyes gleamed intensely, and he leaned slightly forward.

He began to persuade both my father and me simultaneously.

“Count, Young Master,” Bruno began, his voice earnest. “I humbly speak, despite my presumptuousness, as I dare say I have slightly more insight than the two of you in matters of trade, given my experience. This game the Young Master has created is nothing short of a revolution. It is a product that will open new horizons for culture in this era. For such a new invention, its beginning is paramount. It is also crucial for a product to possess a value befitting its quality. Therefore, what I wish to propose is…”

Following this, Western Branch Manager Bruno and regular guild member Paul earnestly appealed to my father and me, explaining why this ‘game’ ought to be priced and sold.

They further added that the previous Pokemon Festival could be expanded in scale, thereby leading to even greater economic revitalization.

While the money that flowed into Priam during the last festival had indeed been substantial, I agreed that its scale and profits could be further increased.

In fact, I had already considered expanding it into a comprehensive game festival beyond just Pokemon in the future.

However, listening intently to the two men, I strongly sensed that Wells’ objective was to intervene in the game festival, actively exercise operating rights, and thereby secure intermediary commissions.

‘So this was their true aim.’

The Merchant Guild never moved unless there was money to be made.

For such a guild to come all the way to our main residence, flattering and praising me, I had wondered what their purpose was, but it seemed they had instinctively recognized the profitability of the festival held in Priam.

If the festival were to fail, the Heindel family, who governed the territory, would bear all the blame, while they would simply ‘blow their nose without touching it’ (TL Note: A Korean idiom referring to profiting without effort), merely providing a semblance of festival management as an operational proxy while collecting intermediary commissions.

Furthermore…

“…Therefore, if the Heindel family were to provide us with the game’s structure and the basic festival plan, we promise to devise methods to actively utilize both, successfully expanding the festival’s scale,” Bruno continued. “We further pledge to set the contract fee at a level that would not displease the Heindel Count’s family, and our side would only take approximately fifteen percent of the festival’s total revenue—”

They persistently demanded the core technology, such as the game’s structure and the festival plan.

Having heard a few stories about the Merchant Guild during my five years of training with my Master, I could discern their true intentions.

‘They plan to extract the technology during the collaboration, then ‘eat and discard’ (TL Note: A Korean slang term, ‘meokbeo,’ referring to exploiting someone for their resources or knowledge and then abandoning them), and later host the festival themselves to fully monopolize the profits.’

The behind-the-scenes dealings of the Merchant Guild, as witnessed by my Master throughout his life, were not particularly savory.

“- Zeke, if you ever think of selling these games for a fee in the future, you must be wary of the Merchant Guild.”

“- Wells? Are you concerned they might try to curb me?”

“- No, quite the opposite. The moment Wells catches the scent of money, they’ll suddenly approach, rubbing their hands together as if they’d give you their liver and gallbladder (TL Note: A Korean idiom meaning to act overly subservient or offer everything), only to shamelessly discard you after extracting all your know-how and then repeatedly pursue their own gains using that very technology. I’ve seen countless small merchants who fell for Wells’ sweet talk, shared their techniques in the name of collaboration, only to be stabbed in the back later.”

While it was true they were an indispensable organization, my Master had told me he didn’t particularly care for them, as their actions were those of a money-crazed, miserly group, and he had warned me to be wary of them should I ever consider selling the games.

Having discerned their true objective, my course of action was clear…

“That’s an excellent idea!” I exclaimed, feigning enthusiasm. “I was already quite concerned about how to spread these games beyond our territory and Arklight! If Wells, whose reach extends worldwide, were to assist us, could there be a better outcome?”

It was to ‘pretend’ to play along with their intentions.




  Chapter 15: Preemptive measures
Upon my ready acceptance of Wells’s proposal, Bruno and Paul, their faces beaming with satisfaction, grasped my hand and shook it firmly.

“You’ve made an excellent decision, Young Master Zeke! Many nobles tend to believe malicious rumors about us, which caused us some concern, so it is incredibly moving to see you recognize our true worth!”

“Ahem, ahem. Zeke?”

Contrary to the delight of the two men from Wells, my father cleared his throat, briefly interrupting the flow, and called my name.

“Regardless of that, no specific details have been set yet, so it would be improper to proceed with a contract immediately. Since our side and Wells’s side may have different figures in mind, or various criteria, I believe it would be prudent to conclude this meeting for now by merely reviewing each other’s positions.”

Apparently judging that there was no need to unnecessarily agitate a fish already swimming into their net, the Wells representatives quickly acceded to my father’s words.

“Your Excellency the Count is absolutely right. We will each need time to organize our respective desires, and the process of coordinating and finding common ground will also take a long time. Therefore, rather than rushing things with mere enthusiasm now, it is indeed more reasonable to review the matter from various angles. We will be organizing on our end and awaiting your response. Please inform us of your wishes, Your Excellency and Young Master, and we will consider them as favorably as possible.”

“I appreciate your understanding. I, too, will discuss this matter thoroughly with my son. Should anything be decided, I shall inform you separately.”

“Thank you, Your Excellency. And Young Master, we await your reply.”

Afterward, Bruno and Paul exchanged a few trivial and unimportant remarks before departing.

Once the Merchant Guild representatives had left, my father turned to me, his face slightly tinged with anger.

“Zeke, I understand that having lived solely immersed in illusion magic training from a young age might dull your worldly senses, but one must be cautious. If you bite at every bait thrown your way, how can you possibly inherit this family in the future?”

“Why are you angry, Father?”

“Is that even a question! You must have heard what kind of organization Wells is! They might call them ‘malicious rumors’ themselves, but the whole world knows that countless small merchants have suffered greatly because of Wells! Do you think those rascals, just because they’re nobles, will trade honestly?! Wells is notorious for only pursuing profits up to a level where nobles cannot easily sanction them, then retreating! A noble, by nature, must exercise caution in all matters, and to be so hasty… Perhaps I’ve been too lenient with your education lately, simply because you’ve been creating creative new items!”

“Calm down, Father. I am well aware that Wells is not an organization to be trusted blindly. My Master has told me so many times.”

“See! You’re so blind to the ways of the world that you just… huh?” My father, who had been scolding me, let out a bewildered sound at my unexpected answer.

“You knew?”

“Yes. While we were talking earlier, I sensed that they were coveting my game-making techniques. And it seemed they were also trying to figure out how I planned festivals, like the Pokemon Festival held in Priam last time.”

My father’s thoughts weren’t vastly different from mine, as he fell silent for a moment after hearing my explanation.

‘…You understand that knowing and still falling for it is a greater problem than not knowing at all, don’t you?’

“Of course. I didn’t just accept Wells’s proposal without any thought.”

“Then why did you accept Wells’s proposal immediately?”

“Not to mention us, even Duke Arklight himself has relatively less influence in the northern or southern regions. But Wells is different. While they are avaricious misers obsessed with money, their ability to establish roots across the globe is a distinct advantage that cannot be replicated by any other organization or individual. If Wells’s forces, spread across various regions, systematically promote my creations, the games will be advertised even beyond Arklight’s sphere of influence. That’s what I’m aiming for.”

“You certainly have a point, but do you truly believe Wells will act solely according to your intentions? They are incredibly cunning and calculating individuals…”

“It seems they intend to use me, and I feel the same way about them. I have something in mind, so please don’t worry too much.”

Despite my bold assertion, my father could not shake off his apprehension, and he finally asked with a visibly uneasy expression:

“What is this plan you’re thinking of?”

“You’ll see it for yourself later. Wouldn’t it be enjoyable to observe how much your son has grown?”

“Zeke!”

My father scolded me again, but I held firm to my opinion of wanting to show how much I could accomplish on my own, without relying on the power of my family or parents, and refused to reveal my plans.

After several attempts to persuade me, my father eventually accepted and respected my wishes.

After all, I was now twenty-one and it was true that I needed to achieve something to inherit the family in the future.

As the saying goes, strike while the iron is hot. Before the Wells representatives, who had just left beaming, could make their move, I decided to preempt them. I returned to my room and packed my bags.

As I was busily gathering my belongings, Catherine knocked on the door and entered, then gasped and rushed towards me.

“Young Master?! Why are you suddenly packing so much luggage?”

“Oh, I just have somewhere to go for a bit.”

“Where are you off to again? Surely you’re not going to disappear for years, claiming it’s for training, like you used to?”

“It’s nothing like that. It’ll only take a few weeks at most.”

“…Are you sure?”

“Have you only ever been deceived? And I thought you’d be happy for the troublesome Young Master to disappear, but it seems not? Do you not want me to go? Are you perhaps losing sleep over me?”

At my slight teasing, Catherine stamped her foot and retorted angrily.

“Oh, no, I’m not! Who’s worried?! It’s just that without me, Young Master, your lifestyle and eating habits are utterly unruly, and I’m worried you might stain the name of the Master and the Hyndel family, not that I’m worried about you…!”

Her reactions are always so delightfully varied, no matter how many times I tease her.

With my bags fully packed, I slung my backpack over my shoulders, bid farewell to my parents, and prepared to set off from our domain, the Hyndel territory.

My destination was a place I had visited only once as a child, accompanying my parents to a social gathering.

‘Has it been ten years? I wonder how much it’s changed.’

It was the headquarters of the Magic Tower Endymion, the main base of mages and the fount of all magic, located in Reynard, the capital of the Elead Empire.

****

Elemental, Auxiliary, Enhancement, Lifestyle…

A special shift in atmosphere had recently been detected at the Endymion Headquarters, the world’s sole Magic Tower where mages researching countless branches of magic gathered.

Inquiries regarding the introduction and research of illusion magic, which was considered a rather niche field within Endymion and had few researchers, had suddenly increased dramatically.

While the first one or two instances were dismissed as mere coincidence, the volume of inquiries steadily trended upwards. Moreover, the concentration of these inquiries from the Hyndel and Arklight territories led Endymion to conclude that there must be some underlying catalyst, prompting them to dispatch individuals to observe the trends.

The news brought back by the dispatched mages was the story of an illusion magic that had begun to gain traction, starting in the Hyndel territory and spreading to the Arklight territory.

The mages of Endymion, who had acquired a crystal orb—the medium for this illusion magic called ‘Game’—and begun to analyze it, exclaimed in awe.

Elderly high-ranking mages had not yet paid much attention to this, so most of those who experienced it directly were young mages with very little experience.

“Hmph… The magical structure is unusually intricate. Did Edgar create this?”

“I don’t think so. Edgar doesn’t reside in either the Hyndel or Arklight territories. If it were Edgar’s work, it would have started from where he lives.”

“But individuals capable of creating illusion magic of this caliber are truly rare, apart from Edgar himself. At the very least, this must be a disciple of Edgar.”

“I heard that the Young Master of Count Hyndel’s family created this… A mage with such talent couldn’t possibly have gone unnoticed, so how did such a thing suddenly appear?”

The Hyndel Count’s family was geographically very distant, so there was no occasion for the people of that family to encounter them.

As the young mages of Endymion examined the object created by the son of Count Hyndel’s family, whose face and name were unknown to them, they uncovered an even more astonishing fact while unraveling its structure.

“This is… astonishing.”

“Human imagination inherently has its limits to some extent… What exactly are these objects that appear here? I’ve never heard of such things in my life. Did he truly create these solely from his own imagination?”

“This vessel, the Sainte-Anne of Brown City… Is such a thing even possible? Its structure itself seems fundamentally different from a typical sailing ship. Its appearance, its method of movement, even its internal structure—everything. Objects in an illusionary world created with preposterous and absurd imagination are bound to cause errors in their realization, but this is as if it truly exists somewhere in this world…”

“The structure of this ‘Super Mario’ object is also peculiar. Controlling another illusion within an uncreated illusionary world? What does that even mean? What is it for?”

The young mages were profoundly shocked not only by the inherent fun of the game but also by the objects that appeared within it, such as pleasure cruisers, automobiles, and bicycles.

Common citizens simply dismissed it as ‘just an illusionary world’ and accepted whatever appeared without much thought, but mages who understood the structure of illusion magic were different.

Human imagination was surprisingly impoverished, and no matter how much one leveraged their imagination to create an illusionary world, everything within it would ultimately take on forms that were somewhat familiar and plausible.

If one were to create an illusion of truly nonsensical and preposterous forms, the creator’s own imagination would be insufficient to fully realize them, thus such illusionary objects were bound to cause errors in their realization.

However, the objects that appeared in the ‘Pokemon’ game they acquired possessed peculiar structures they had never seen or heard of in their lives, yet not a single error could be found.

This left only two possibilities.

Either such objects truly existed somewhere in the world, or the creator was a mage of historical talent with an imagination that transcended all comprehension.

The former was impossible, so the latter was the only answer.

Yet, it was strange enough that a mage of such talent was merely devoting himself to illusion magic, but even stranger was the object called ‘Super Mario’ that he created in the process, which confused them even further.

Unlike Pokemon, Super Mario contained no wondrous objects whatsoever.

It was simply a matter of running forward, stomping on enemies, entering pipes, and grabbing a flag to finish.

All these actions were not directly experienced by the person entering the illusion magic, but rather performed as if controlling another being.

No discernible purpose could be found, nor could its reason for creation or its intention be grasped at all.

The more they delved deeper into the game, the more the young mages of Endymion fell into greater confusion. Furthermore, as some individuals even discovered the inherent joy of the game, the atmosphere among the young mages within the Magic Tower became increasingly chaotic.

Just as factions formed—one insisting there must be an underlying intention that needed to be understood, and another arguing that there seemed to be none and they should simply enjoy it—leading to a conflict of opinions.

“Excuse me. I’ve come to apply for a patent on some magic.”

At the public service desk on the first floor of the Magic Tower Endymion, the very person who was the subject of their fervent discussions arrived. However, the elderly high-ranking mages of the Magic Tower paid no attention to such trivial matters as a public service desk, so they remained blissfully unaware of this fact.




  Chapter 16: Statue dream
Wells was coveting my game development technology.

While I naturally had no intention of spoon-feeding the games I had painstakingly crafted to others, neither did I wish for them to remain my exclusive preserve, something only I could create in this world.

What I ultimately desired was a world where gaming became a mainstream culture, where countless individuals could experience games, and where those inspired by them would forge entirely new games, filling me with dopamine.

The more game creators there were, the sooner my dream would materialize, so there was no reason for me to hoard my game-making techniques and take them to my grave.

Thus, Wells’s proposal presented a tremendous opportunity for me.

While the influence of our Haindel territory in the western periphery, and even that of Duke Arkright, significantly waned beyond the imperial capital, leveraging Wells—a merchant guild with substantial reach extending beyond the Elead Empire and even into foreign lands—would allow games to proliferate at an astonishing pace.

The concern, however, was the high probability that Wells, coveting my game development technology, would feign cooperation initially, only to later gobble up the techniques and exploit them solely for their own enrichment.

How, then, could I harness Wells’s extensive influence while simultaneously retaining paramount control over game development?

I quickly conceived of a solution right there, during my meeting with Wells.

A patent on magic.

In this world, magic was often developed through the application of unique know-how and techniques, making it quite common for individuals to patent their spells to prevent others from profiting off them.

My master had explained that Elemental, Support, and Enhancement magic, typically used in combat, were rarely patented because they were difficult to manage, and their wider dissemination actually increased everyone’s survival rates.

However, Life-Skill magic—techniques integrated into daily life—was a veritable battlefield of patents.

Considering how every conceivable technology was patented in the world I came from, this was hardly surprising.

Of course, Wells would undoubtedly anticipate me registering patents for games.

Yet, I wasn’t merely intending to patent game titles like ‘Pokimon’ or ‘Super Mariu’.

Wells would likely collaborate with my family, grasp the general mechanics of my games, and then release their own ‘parkour’ (TL Note: A Korean slang term, ‘pakuri,’ referring to a rip-off or copycat product) games that skirted the patent laws.

‘If push came to shove, I could make game development itself impossible.’

I proceeded to the first-floor reception of the Endymion Magic Tower to register my patents.

“Excuse me, I’m here to file a patent for magic.”

“Applications for Life-Skill magic patents are handled in the adjacent building, not here.”

At the receptionist’s words, I shook my head and pushed the application form forward.

“No, I’m here to apply for a patent on Illusionary magic. This is the Illusionary Magic Administration, isn’t it? I believe I’ve come to the right place, so could you please proceed with the patent registration?”

“An Illusionary magic patent…? Oh, yes…”

Perhaps because very few people came to patent Illusionary magic, the receptionist accepted the application form I offered with a bewildered expression.

As the receptionist reviewed the contents and flicked their hand, a piece of parchment and a quill flew from behind, hovering in mid-air and spontaneously writing text.

‘Just as you’d expect from a magic tower—how fascinating.’

For me, with my modern sensibilities, it was truly a marvelous sight, even if it was commonplace for the people of this world.

The receptionist, who had been magically inscribing various details onto the parchment, prepared a crystal orb for patent registration and then questioned me.

“You’ve brought the medium containing the magic you wish to register, haven’t you?”

“Of course.”

I, too, responded as I retrieved one from a backpack filled with a multitude of crystal orbs.

“I’ll guide you to the demonstration room. If you can replicate and show us the magic you intend to register, I will check for any existing registrations and inform you.”

Guided by the receptionist, I proceeded to the demonstration room and replicated the magic I had prepared onto the empty crystal orb they had provided.

First, the Pokimon and Super Mariu compilations.

I replicated and demonstrated both magical compilations.

The receptionist, rather than enjoying the content, merely observed the crystal orb containing my replicated magic with dispassionate eyes, briefly checked the records, and then responded.

“No duplicate patents have been found. What name would you like to use for the patent applicant?”

“Zeke Haindel.”

The receptionist, seemingly familiar with the name of the Count of Haindel, flinched momentarily.

They then transcribed my patent application onto the parchment and offered me a smile, their demeanor significantly more deferential than before.

“Your application is complete, Sir Zeke Haindel. Do you have any further applications you wish to submit?”

‘Good heavens, their attitude changed so drastically just from revealing my name! I’ve been living in this world for 21 years, but I still can’t get used to this, no matter how many times I see it.’

Having registered the patents—or more accurately, the copyrights—for the two games, I now began extracting a far greater number of crystal orbs from my backpack to register the ‘true patents’.

“Yes, but there are quite a few. It might take a considerable amount of time.”

“No problem at all!”

Subsequently, countless ‘patented technologies’ of mine were demonstrated, and each time, the receptionist cross-referenced them with existing patent records.

My master had mentioned that hardly anyone bothered to register patents for Illusionary magic, and indeed, the receptionist’s verification process for existing patent records concluded remarkably swiftly in every instance.

As the demonstrations of dozens of ‘patented technologies’ progressed, the receptionist’s expression grew increasingly bewildered.

To them, who still had no concept of what a ‘game’ was, these technologies must have appeared utterly nonsensical and utterly useless—a series of strange, pointless endeavors whose purpose was entirely beyond comprehension.

After the demonstrations of numerous patented technologies concluded and all the content was organized and prepared for registration, the receptionist, with a look that plainly said, ‘I’ve seen all sorts of odd people,’ inquired of me.

“Um… do you perhaps have any more magic to demonstrate?”

“No, it appears that’s everything.”

“Alright, understood. Then, the patent registration under the name of Sir Zeke Haindel will be—”

“Just a moment.”

This was a crucial point, so I briefly halted the receptionist who was about to finalize the patent registration.

“Yes?”

“I’d like to register all the others under a different name, excluding the first two.”

“Are you saying you wish to use an alias?”

Registering patents under an alias.

While this would have been preposterous in my original world, here, it was far more common.

Registering a patent under one’s true name carried a significant risk of physical threats from those coveting the technology.

Furthermore, there was a widespread perception that trying to understand the actions of mages only led to headaches, and since the receptionist themselves was a mage, they raised no objections.

“Yes. All the remaining patents will be under the name…”

I paused, considering what alias to use.

‘Let’s go with ‘Jaeho’.’

It had been over twenty years since I had last uttered my original name.

“J-A-E-H-O. Confirmed. All remaining patents, excluding the first two, will be registered under Jaeho.”

Of course, the pronunciation was unfamiliar to the people of this world, leading to a slight distortion, but… it hardly mattered.

****

Four months elapsed.

Over those past four months, following Pokimon, Super Mariu had also spread tremendously, primarily within the Haindel and Arkright territories.

Now, both games began to disseminate far beyond these two territories, a testament to the influence of Wells, who had commenced their collaboration with the Haindel family.

“Have you played Super Mariu?”

“Is it really that fun? Lately, everyone, young and old alike, seems to be raving about Super Mariu.”

“You mean to tell me you haven’t tried it yet?! You must buy one and play it right away! It’s only 50 silver, cheaper than most theater tickets, and I swear, I’ve never experienced anything so entertaining in my life!”

“Isn’t it too difficult? The easiest version is manageable, but the other two are a bit much for me…”

“That’s just because you’re not used to it. Once you grasp the mechanics, there’s no greater joy in the world! If you play the Super Mariu World version, you’ll discover how many secret stages there are inside—”

“No, don’t tell me! I want to discover them myself as I play!”

Among commoners, certainly, but also…

“Oh my. Madame Alejandro, that dress you’re wearing is absolutely exquisite. Is that the new Shamiz style that’s been so fashionable lately?”

“You recognized it immediately, of course! Doesn’t this color perfectly resemble Shamiz?”

“Ahem, Viscount Roberian. I hear Pokimon has become quite renowned in your domain recently. Is it true that your liege subjects are using battles to foster camaraderie?”

“And yet, Viscount Palia, I’ve heard that your own liege subjects spend their entire days battling in Pokimon.”

“Oh, I merely dabble… truly, just a light enjoyment. Viscount Roberian, you seem to play Pokimon quite a bit. How about it? Would you care for a casual 6v6 battle with me? Of course, I’m just someone who enjoys things moderately, so there’s no need to take it too seriously against me.”

“A 6v6 battle sounds splendid. However, I’ve heard that Viscount Palia is quite the battle enthusiast, so I’m not sure if someone who enjoys it as casually as I do can truly keep up.”

“Hahahaha.”

“Hahahaha.”

Even within the social gatherings of the nobility.

Super Mariu and Pokimon had permeated in various forms, subtly evolving into a culture enjoyed even among the aristocrats.

Thanks to Wells’s extensive influence, games rapidly disseminated throughout the entire Elead Empire, allowing the Haindel family to successfully export their inventions even beyond their sphere of control.

Wells, in turn, profited considerably from distribution, earning substantial commissions.

Meanwhile, another highly successful game festival had been held, solidifying a win-win relationship where both parties reaped ample benefits.

“Well? Have they taken any measures on their end?”

Paul, a regular guild member, responded immediately to Bruno, the head of Wells’s Western Branch.

“Yes, we dispatched guild members in every direction to investigate, and there was indeed a record of Sir Zeke Haindel applying for game patents about four months ago. These patents cover the creation of Pokimon and Super Mariu, so it seems they anticipated us potentially creating similar derivative works.”

“Hahahaha, our well-bred young master certainly has some foresight after all! Though merely patenting two games won’t be enough, of course.”

“As expected of nobles, they seem to lack business acumen.”

At Paul’s remark, Bruno feigned a scolding, yet his expression remained perpetually beaming.

“Now, now! This is the man who’s provided us with our future sustenance; we must show proper respect! The very fact that he, at only 21, has already considered such matters indicates he’s an exceptionally uncommon young master. Anyway, are our personnel adequately prepared?”

“Yes. Since games began to spread, the number of Illusionary magic initiates has increased significantly, making recruitment surprisingly straightforward. We’ve assembled a team of thoroughly vetted individuals, so the results will be far superior to what that young master produced alone.”

“For now, let’s proceed in utmost secrecy to avoid any unnecessary rumors reaching the Haindel family. How much time should we allow until launch?”

“Since we’re already drawing heavily from the Pokimon concept, the actual development period should be around two months.”

“Excellent. For the next two months, let’s maintain an amicable relationship with the Haindel family without revealing our intentions.”

Wells, a guild that prioritized sales and profits above all else, was already laying the groundwork to decisively seize control of the burgeoning gaming trend as it began to permeate mainstream culture.




  Chapter 17: Too much attention
Over the past four months, the game had rapidly proliferated across the entire Eleard Empire, largely thanks to Wells’s influence.

Though I hadn’t personally verified these claims, whispers reached my ears: a Pokimon-inspired dress code was reportedly all the rage among the ladies at the Imperial Social Hall; children in the capital were captivated by dressing as Mariu and Luwigi, or playing ‘kidnapped Princess Peach’; and among men, young and old alike, Pokimon battles and the grueling Mariu no-death challenges had become wildly popular.

As much as I longed to venture to the capital and verify these intriguing rumors firsthand, a confluence of factors kept me from finding the time.

The first of these reasons stemmed from Wells.

On the surface, our relationship with Wells remained remarkably amicable, appearing, in essence, to be the very model of a win-win partnership, as both our objectives were being splendidly fulfilled.

We had successfully leveraged Wells’s expansive network to disseminate the game widely across the Eleard Empire, while Wells, acting as festival consultant, had not only triumphantly hosted the grand Pokimon and Mariu Game Festival but also reaped a considerable commission.

Yet, throughout our collaboration, I couldn’t help but sense Wells’s subtly emerging ambition, a feeling that solidified into certainty during the previous grand game festival.

I had, of course, been aware of their underlying intentions from the outset, but as we prepared for the festival, Wells relentlessly pressed me for every conceivable detail regarding game development, all under the guise of ensuring ‘a more seamless event’.

Their rationale was that by understanding the game’s intrinsic structure, they could better arrange corresponding event sections, thereby facilitating discussions on how to capture a wider audience’s interest.

On the surface, it sounded quite plausible, and indeed, it was a genuinely necessary undertaking, making it a situation perfectly poised for me to inadvertently play directly into Wells’s hands.

However, having long since equipped myself with dozens of fail-safes, I confidently strode directly into that perceived trap.

‘The Wells representatives certainly have a valid point,’ I conceded. ‘When I was merely confined to my studies, I never realized such considerations were necessary. Indeed, partnering with the Wells people was an excellent decision! Hahaha!’

As Wells had wished, I meticulously detailed the structures of Pokimon and Super Mariu, elucidated their inherent strengths, and explained precisely why these games resonated so profoundly with the public.

Daily, we convened meetings to determine which elements to highlight for festival attendees.

Naturally, my father, witnessing these interactions from the periphery, was practically driven to distraction by his mounting anxieties.

‘Zeke,’ my father exclaimed, his voice laced with exasperation. ‘What exactly are you doing, giving away every last bit of your knowledge like this?! Merchants, of all people, are not to be trusted so readily! The Merchant Guild will flip their stance on a dime if there’s profit to be made! You keep boasting that everything is fine, but your actions, no matter how I scrutinize them—’

‘Father, it truly is fine; please, just trust me,’ I reassured him. ‘I am merely ensuring stringent security by not divulging details to anyone else, but I am utterly confident that my technology will not be compromised.’

And so, gracefully playing into Wells’s perceived trap while constantly engaged in a ‘different dreams under the same roof’ (TL Note: A Korean idiom referring to people working together but with different hidden agendas) type of collaboration with them, consumed my time—this was the primary reason.

The second reason was this…

‘Young Master,’ Catherine announced, ‘a guest has arrived from Endymion.’

At Catherine’s words, I gasped in sheer horror, clutching my head in disbelief.

‘Can’t you simply say I’m not here?’ I pleaded.

‘They already know you’re present, Young Master,’ she replied. ‘Should we simply turn them away, they appear poised to intrude using magic.’

‘No, do those lunatics even comprehend the repercussions of carelessly intruding upon a ducal estate with magic?’ I fumed. ‘Are they not utterly insane?!’

‘…Aren’t mages usually precisely those kinds of people, Young Master?’ Catherine murmured, a hint of wryness in her tone.

The second reason, then, was that the young mages of Endymion’s Magic Tower had begun to relentlessly torment me.

While the older, more seasoned mages had yet to show significant interest, the younger generation, in particular, displayed an immense fascination with the games, constantly approaching me with a barrage of academic inquiries.

As someone whose knowledge extended little beyond illusion magic, I was utterly incapable of engaging them in discourse befitting their intellectual caliber.

Moreover, once a conversation began, these individuals would descend upon me with an almost predatory intensity, making them feel, of late, like the most terrifying guests imaginable.

As Catherine had aptly observed, mages were widely regarded by the populace as both tenacious and eccentric individuals, and their behavior frequently substantiated this perception.

Consequently, feigning absence was simply not a viable option.

Left with no other recourse, I was compelled to once again step forth and engage in conversation with the persistent guests, for what felt like the umpteenth time.

The mages were ushered into the reception room and, upon confronting me, swiftly bowed in greeting before unleashing a rapid-fire torrent of words.

‘Greetings, Young Master Zeke!’ one exclaimed. ‘It has been an exceptionally long time since we last had the pleasure of your company!’

‘It hasn’t even been a week, has it…?’ I muttered under my breath.

‘The reason for our return after such a prolonged absence is none other than this!’ another interjected, barely pausing for breath. ‘We wish to inquire about the S.S. Anne—that vessel, or something resembling a ship, in Pokimon’s Brown City! Its manifestation was utterly flawless; was it entirely your original creation, Young Master? How did you conceptualize its operating principle? If you envisioned magnetically levitating steel, how did you manage its magical circuit configuration and its sustained operation? And how, pray tell, did you manage to implement the principle of floating such a massive object, not even crafted from wood, upon the water?!’

‘And these adversaries known as Koopa in Super Mariu!’ a third chimed in, equally breathless. ‘They appear, at first glance, to be turtles, yet those presumed to be boss-level entities possess vastly divergent characteristics! Are these enemies also entirely your original creations, Young Master? Have you, perchance, ever encountered any real-life monsters that served as their inspiration? If so, what manner of creatures were they? Where did you observe them? And in what season?!’

Listening to them, I felt as though my ears might begin to bleed.

The young mages of Endymion were utterly fixated on the myriad objects, characters, and phenomena appearing within Pokimon and Super Mariu, relentlessly interrogating me about their underlying motifs, operating principles, and structural compositions.

My master’s teaching had always been clear: every construct within the illusionary world is absolutely and fundamentally shaped by the caster’s own imagination.

Should a caster manifest any object or living creature within the illusionary realm, a lack of understanding regarding that object’s operational mechanics or the creature’s inherent nature would inevitably lead to errors in its manifestation.

While I was neither a mechanical engineer nor a biologist, every element appearing within the games was something I had personally observed and experienced, ensuring their flawless manifestation.

Yet, the young mages of this world seemed to have gravely misunderstood me, perceiving me as an unparalleled genius possessing boundless knowledge.

Even after my repeated attempts to clarify that their assumptions were incorrect, my explanations seemed to hold no weight.

Their entire focus remained solely on extracting the designs and operational principles of all the ‘newfangled’ wonders they believed resided within my mind.

After a protracted verbal spar with the young mages of Endymion, and somehow managing to finally send them on their way, the third reason for my perpetual busyness promptly arrived to claim my attention.

‘Young Master?’ Catherine inquired. ‘Lady Arklight has sent word to you.’

‘Aaaaargh!’ I groaned, burying my face in my hands.

This was the third reason preventing me from even contemplating a visit to the capital.

It was Rael.

Knowing I could not afford to keep Rael waiting, I immediately retrieved the communication crystal ball and activated it.

Moments later, Rael’s face materialized above its surface.

Her expression suggested she was displeased, her eyes narrowed into a rather fierce gaze.

‘Zeke?’ she began, her tone sharp. ‘Is the game you spoke of last time still not finished?’

Given our frequent interactions over the past four months, Rael had grown accustomed to addressing me with a certain casual familiarity.

While this familiarity was, in itself, a positive development, the true issue lay in Rael’s increasingly fervent demands, born of her growing impatience.

Rael, who had already devoured Pokimon as if possessed by a demon, adapted to Super Mariu with astonishing speed, swiftly clearing both Super Mariu Bros. and Super Mariu 3 versions.

After approximately two months of relentless effort, she even achieved a complete clear of all the special courses in the World version.

Word had it that even within the Arklight territory, small-scale Pokimon battles and Super Mariu speedrun competitions were occasionally held.

Such was Rael’s prowess that she had been barred from regular battle tournaments, relegated instead to participating only in exhibition matches.

Similarly, her singular mastery of Mariu had rendered her ineligible for speedrun competitions.

Our Duchess, who had blossomed into a truly splendid ‘game addict’ (TL Note: A Korean slang term, ‘gemchang,’ referring to someone extremely dedicated to gaming, often to the point of obsession), began to exhibit signs of stress once her participation in battles and speedrun competitions—the very activities that injected excitement into her daily life—was curtailed.

As a result, she commenced her relentless hounding for the third game, a custom-made creation meticulously tailored to her unique tastes, which she had previously commissioned.

‘Lady Rael,’ I began, attempting to sound apologetic, ‘game development, as you know, involves a multitude of considerations, and with this particular title, I am exercising extreme caution, dedicating considerable attention to its intricate craftsmanship, and thus…’

‘You said ‘soon’!’ she retorted, her voice rising. ‘It’s been four months—how is that ‘soon’?! I finished Pokimon ages ago and now I’m just pointlessly battling the Elite Four, and I can navigate Super Mariu’s Special World with my eyes closed at this point!’

‘…Leaving Pokimon aside, achieving such mastery over Super Mariu World’s Special World is, frankly, beyond the capabilities of an ordinary human…’ I thought to myself.

On one occasion, when Rael next paid me a visit, she had proudly demonstrated her Super Mariu World gameplay.

Frankly, her skill now seemed to surpass my own to a frightening degree.

My astonishment had been profound when I witnessed her conquer even the notoriously challenging Star Road levels in Super Mariu World, and then proceed to clear all the ‘devilish maps’ of the Special World that followed.

The inherent problem, however, was that for an individual boasting such ‘demon-like power,’ single-player games like Pokimon or Mariu would inevitably reach their limits far too quickly.

As testament to this, Rael’s relentless badgering was escalating with each passing day.

‘Liar!’ she shrieked. ‘You said ‘soon,’ so I fully expected it within three months at the absolute latest! I relied entirely on that promise! Do you have any idea how much sleep I’ve lost from sheer anticipation?! But now, four months have passed without a peep, and you tell me it’s still nowhere near completion! You deceived me!’

‘No, I assure you, I did not deceive you,’ I stammered, ‘but… it truly is nearing completion now, so if you could just bear with me a little longer—’

‘How much longer is ‘a little longer’?!’ she demanded, cutting me off. ‘Try putting yourself in the shoes of someone who’s waiting!’

‘Of course I know that feeling,’ I thought to myself, ‘how could I not?’

As someone who had lived the life of a ‘game addict,’ the most agonizing periods were always those spent anticipating the release date of a highly coveted new game.

Between the Wells affair and the incessant visits from the Endymion mages, it was undeniably true that progress had lagged behind my initial estimates, owing to the constant distractions.

Thus, I found myself apologizing profusely to Rael.

After all, Rael was, to me, nothing short of a VIP client.

‘I will absolutely send you the completed version within two months,’ I promised.

‘Really?’ she pressed, her voice edged with suspicion. ‘It will genuinely be completed within two months, won’t it? It won’t be delayed again, will it? If it is, I truly won’t be able to tolerate it then.’

‘I give you my solemn promise,’ I affirmed. ‘It will, without fail, be completed within two months.’

Having barely managed to coax and soothe Rael into a semblance of calm, I terminated the crystal ball communication, took a profound, steadying breath, and retreated once more to my room, which doubled as my workshop.

This third title was a work into which I had poured my very heart and soul, destined, I believed, to be remembered as one of humanity’s enduring masterpieces.

The dilemma, however, stemmed from a previous remake that had entirely transformed the game’s genre, leaving me unable to decide whether to adhere to the original or embrace the genre of the remade version…

‘Yes,’ I declared, a sudden resolve seizing me. ‘I’ve made up my mind! I’ll create both!’

A masterpiece, after all, remains a masterpiece, regardless of genre.

Both the original and the remake, each possessed their own distinct appeal, and since both were undeniably brilliant creations, I concluded I would develop one version for beginners and another for seasoned players.

With this thought firmly in mind, I activated the transparent crystal ball—my primary creation tool—and commenced the demanding task of game development.

While such a feat would be utterly inconceivable with actual coding, this was, after all, magic.

As I delved into the illusionary world, the title of the third game I was crafting materialized before me, accompanied by a familiar, resonant melody.




  
    Chapter 18: Third game
A beautiful melody swelled, and before my eyes, the game’s title materialized.

《Final Fantasia》

This RPG series, revered as the pinnacle among its developer’s expansive catalog, commanded an unparalleled global following.

With over a dozen mainline installments and countless spin-off titles, the sheer volume of games leveraging this series as their foundation numbered in the tens.

While the official numbered entries shared virtually no common threads, their success was undeniable; each new release was a guaranteed million-seller, an instant hit.

Of course, that’s not to say every single title was a critical darling.

The franchise’s sheer prolificacy, coupled with the antiquity of some releases, meant that even I, a seasoned gamer, had experienced more of its unplayed entries than its completed ones.

Considering this landscape, I found myself questioning the wisdom of developing a game within this universe, even though I was keenly aware of its colossal success. It was this apprehension that initially made me waver in my decision to create it.

Unlike Pokimon, where the historical backdrop is largely incidental and sparingly detailed, or Super Mariu, which exists in a timeless void, Final Fantasia’s temporal setting is exceptionally pronounced.

The true dilemma, however, lay in the fact that this historical backdrop diverged entirely from the medieval reality I inhabited, boasting substantial elements of steampunk and dieselpunk — hallmarks of modern fantasy.

While it was true that some installments within the Final Fantasia series leaned heavily into medieval fantasy, the most commercially successful and iconic title—the very one I envisioned bringing to life—was steeped in a dieselpunk aesthetic, and that was precisely my conundrum.

Even the mere sight of the S.S. Anne, bicycles, department stores, and elevators in Pokimon had sent the Endymion mages into a frenzy, practically foaming at the mouth as they badgered me incessantly for explanations of their workings. If a full-blown dieselpunk world were to emerge…

“I might just be branded a satanic heretic and burned at the stake.”

Having committed to its creation, I pressed on, yet the deeper I delved into realizing its setting, the more an unshakeable sense of unease gnawed at me.

Humanity, by its very nature, tends to reject the unfamiliar and the unknown.

The degree of novelty introduced by Pokimon was, perhaps, tolerable. But the potential impact of releasing Final Fantasia, with its profoundly different aesthetic, upon this world… I could only imagine the shockwaves it would send.

“Should I somehow be accused of heresy, I’ll have to ask Rael to cover for me.”

While a mere count’s son from the western frontier might offer little protection, the only daughter of Duke Arkright, whose influence rivaled that of the Emperor himself, would surely shield me from any reckless harm.

With that thought firmly in mind, I embarked on the creation of two distinct versions of the same Final Fantasia title.

Having immersed myself in the game countless times, its implementation progressed with surprising speed.

Though crafting two versions of the same game proved an arduous task, and despite constant anxieties that the stark divergence in their settings might lead to accusations of heresy, the inherent joy of working on a game I so deeply cherished made the entire process remarkably fulfilling.

For two months, I remained virtually cloistered in my room, consumed entirely by the relentless pursuit of game development. At last, just as the promised deadline loomed, I brought the project to completion.

****

Having lost her initial fervor for Pokimon and Super Mariu, Rael now played the two games with a mere sense of inertia, her once vibrant interest having waned considerably.

Each morning, she awoke with the same question: ‘Had Zeke contacted her yet?’ Throughout the day, even as she assisted her father with state affairs, her thoughts revolved around him, a quiet anticipation lingering for his message.

When night fell without a word, a surge of frustration would tempt her to contact Zeke and unleash her displeasure. Yet, she would always rein herself in, acknowledging that pressing him further, given his two-month timeframe, would only serve to diminish her own grace. With this realization, she would drift off to sleep, only to repeat the cycle.

As one week bled into two, and then a full month elapsed, the lingering scent of summer began to subtly recede.

Rael, once known for her gentle and amiable disposition, had been worn thin by the ceaseless, indefinite wait, transforming her into a remarkably sensitive and irritable individual.

“My Lady? It’s almost time for your afternoon duties. The matter that His Lordship assigned today is—”

“I am well aware. Do I strike you as someone incapable of recalling my father’s directives? Or perhaps you believe I am so helpless, unable to manage my own affairs, that I require every detail to be spoon-fed to me simply because I cannot walk on my own?”

“Oh, no, My Lady! That was not my intention whatsoever! My apologies!”

“… You may leave.”

“Yes, My Lady! At once!”

Having lashed out at the servant with unwarranted, barbed remarks, Rael was instantly overcome with regret for her behavior.

In truth, the servant had committed no transgression.

Indeed, no one was truly at fault.

It was simply that she, having spent the entire afternoon since lunch in the communication room, surrounded by the crystal orbs, had grown utterly exhausted and exasperated from waiting perpetually for a message from Zeke, leading her to lash out petulantly.

Reflecting on her outburst, Rael felt a profound wave of self-pity wash over her. She let out a soft groan and buried her face in her hands.

Her personal maid, who always stood ready behind her wheelchair, instantly discerned Rael’s inner turmoil and spoke softly.

“My Lady, it seems the days you spend fretting over Lord Zeke’s contact have become far too numerous of late.”

“… Is it truly so apparent, Eileen?”

Eileen, the maid, gently grasped Rael’s wheelchair, pushing it forward as she replied.

“I daresay I’m not the only one who perceives it, My Lady. Among the household staff, word has spread that you frequent the communication room only to emerge in a fouler mood each time. While most assume your displeasure stems from difficulties with your marriage prospects, I suspect otherwise…”

“The reason for my presence here is an absolute secret. You must not utter a word to anyone.”

“Perish the thought, My Lady.”

Unable to bring herself to divulge the mortifying truth—that her heightened sensitivity stemmed from the delayed release of the game Zeke had promised—Rael sternly enjoined Eileen to absolute secrecy.

Fortunately, Eileen, who had served her faithfully her entire life, proved an exceptionally reliable confidante in such matters.

“But what exactly did Lord Zeke promise that compels you to wait so ardently each day? Never before have you displayed such eagerness, regardless of the lavish gifts or grand promises bestowed upon you by other noblemen. Not even when discussions of your betrothal to His Royal Highness the Crown Prince were underway did you exhibit such fervor.”

“W-well, those games Zeke sent me were utterly captivating, weren’t they? You’d concede that much, wouldn’t you?”

“Hm… Yes, My Lady. To be frank, when I first experienced it, I was so utterly engrossed that I blasphemously forgot even my duties of attending to you, wishing only to continue playing the game… M-my apologies.”

Though Eileen promptly apologized for her irreverent admission, Rael was not one to chastise her maid for such a sentiment.

“Indeed, I felt the same when I first played those games. In any case, Zeke promised that should he create a third game, I would be the very first to play it. He even specified that it would be centered around the narrative style I most adore — a game entirely tailored to my preferences. Can you possibly fathom the sheer exhilaration that stirs within me?”

“I can certainly grasp the general idea.”

“It’s all Zeke’s doing. Ever since he crafted and sent me Pokimon and Super Mariu, I’ve become utterly incapable of deriving pleasure from any other pastime. Whether I attend a play, observe a magic tournament, or witness gladiatorial contests, the thrill I once felt has simply vanished. Even the games Zeke himself created no longer hold the same allure, for I have played them countless times.

Now, the sole object of my anticipation is this new game Zeke is crafting. Yet, this man refuses to provide a definitive release date, leaving me to languish in endless expectation…!”

Rael continued to grumble, her complaints spilling forth.

However, Eileen, observing the scene from behind, tilted her head in subtle contemplation.

‘It doesn’t seem to be merely the anticipation of the game that weighs upon her…’

Eileen had attended to Rael for over a decade, and particularly after Rael’s leg injury, sustained during a monster attack, rendered her unable to walk, Eileen had remained virtually inseparable from her, dedicating nearly every waking hour to her side.

Inevitably, she had come to observe Rael with such meticulous attention that not even the slightest habit or quirk escaped her notice.

Though Rael insisted her disposition merely stemmed from her anticipation for the new game, Eileen felt an unshakeable conviction that Rael’s eager wait for Zeke’s correspondence transcended mere recreational interest.

Prior to this, Rael had never exhibited such profound anticipation for a man’s contact, not even during her numerous discussions with other noblemen, particularly those concerning marriage prospects. Indeed, she often seemed to forget the conversations themselves.

Rael, who had previously displayed scant interest in meetings with the scions of influential houses—her own nation’s Crown Prince, foreign princes, and even the offspring of foreign ducal families—giving the distinct impression that she merely complied out of paternal obligation, was now consumed by a fervent impatience, her primary focus fixed on receiving a message from another man.

Just a few months prior, such a scene would have been utterly inconceivable.

Furthermore, while Rael verbally aired her grievances—that Zeke withheld the game’s completion date and progress updates—she invariably appeared utterly delighted whenever she engaged in conversation with him.

Considering Rael’s usual disinclination to converse with other noblemen—often citing mismatched intellectual prowess or their tiresome intellectual vanity—her current demeanor was nothing short of astonishing.

‘Now that I think about it, he was the very first person, besides myself, whom My Lady entrusted with her wheelchair.’

When Rael had entrusted her wheelchair to Zeke at the Pokimon Festival, Eileen had been inwardly aghast.

To completely relinquish the task of propelling her wheelchair to another man, without even having Eileen by her side, was utterly unprecedented.

Recalling the profound joy that lit Rael’s face whenever she discussed games with Zeke, Eileen was suddenly struck by a singular possibility.

‘Could it be that My Lady has developed feelings for Lord Zeke?’

Unable to contain her burgeoning curiosity, Eileen very nearly voiced the thought that had so abruptly surfaced in her mind, but she swiftly restrained herself.

If her suspicion proved unfounded, she risked incurring Rael’s censure. More importantly, even if it were true, Rael’s temperament would surely prevent her from ever acknowledging it.

‘Surely not.’

Above all, it was exceedingly difficult to envision Rael, who notoriously regarded men with the detached indifference of stones, harboring affection for anyone.

She had spurned even the Crown Prince and foreign dukes’ sons; it was unfathomable that a mere count’s young master would now capture her attention.

As Eileen propelled Rael’s wheelchair along the corridor, a servant caught sight of them and hastened their way.

“My Lady, I have found you. I was searching for you.”

“Me? For what reason?”

“A guest has arrived, My Lady. They claim to have pressing business with you.”

“A guest? I had no appointments scheduled for today. Who might this visitor be?”

The servant inclined his head slightly as he answered.

“It is Lord Zeke of House Haindel.”

“Eileen!!! Turn us around, at once!!!”

Eileen, startled by Rael’s urgent, almost shrieked command—a tone she had never heard from her mistress before—instinctively executed a sharp wheelchair maneuver, akin to a drift.
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