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Summary of Book 1:

The story began with Nathan Fox, an eighteen year old magician with average talent in magic, as he goes to the Arcane Academy, the biggest academy for magicians in the world. Nathan Fox is a true immortal who cannot die no matter how much harm is done to him as his body will always revert back to how it was prior to any damage he takes, whether mental, physical, or magical. Which, if this were to be found out by any magicians other than those already in the know, would get him captured and experimented on immediately.
Nathan quickly began to navigate his way through his first semester at the Academy, making some new friends along the way along with meeting some instructors who were told by his doctor, a powerful psychopath within the Republic in his own right, to look after him and teach him. A doctor who is experimenting on Nathan in order to find out how he became immortal in the first place so that he can replicate the process.
During his time in the Academy, Nathan and his instructor Leo make up an excuse for his immortality that will only last for so long, blaming it on an incredibly powerful fire magic spell. But he is slowly beginning to gather more attention from those in higher positions, and the last book left off on his best friend Amelia’s aunt directly telling him to participate in the duels so that he can qualify for a position in the special class and advantages soon to be added to the Academy by the Council.
 

 




Glossary

Nathan Fox
Description: 18 years old. Immortal due to a magical accident. Has short brown, wavy hair, blue eyes, a skinny but muscular build, and the permanent appearance of about a fifteen year old boy.
Affinity: Fire.
Weapons: Arcadian metal sword and a sniper rifle.
First Semester Classes:
Magic Circuitry first
Fundamentals of Fire second
Mana Manipulation third
Lunch fourth
Magical Warfare fifth
Meditation sixth
Tactics and Battle Strategy seventh
Aidan Hawkins
Description: 18 years old. Energetic and friendly. In a relationship with Sophia. Best friends with Nathan.
Affinity: Wind with a specialization towards Lightning.
Weapons: One long dagger and one short sword.
Cyria Argent
Description: 18 years old. Daughter of the Healer General. Has long black hair and blue eyes.
Affinity: Water.
Weapons: Uses a pistol and a sword.
Amelia Marshall
Description: 18 years old. Daughter to the Dark magic councilwoman. Has dark eyes, black hair worn in a single braid, and has sharp features on her face. Best friends with Nathan and like a sister to him.
Affinity: Dark with a specialization towards Shadow.
Weapons: Unknown.
Sophia Inverno
Description: 18 years old. Has brown hair and green eyes, with a bit of an obsession towards anything magical. Is a member of a branch family of the Winters family.
Affinity: Poison.
Weapons: Pistol and a long metal staff.
Rebecca Hunter
Description: 18 years old. Part of the Hunter family. Has golden eyes and hair.
Affinity: Gravity special affinity.
Weapons: Bow and Knife.
Jason Fox
Description: Nathan's father.
Affinity: Wind magic with a specialization for Lightning.
Weapons: Unknown.
Julia Fox
Description: Nathan's mother.
Affinity: Not a magician.
Weapons: Unknown.
Vilgeirr Thorn
Description: Nathan's Meditation course instructor. Captain in the military.
Affinity: Unknown.
Weapons: Unknown.
Leonidas de Ashford
Description: Nathan's Fundamentals of Fire instructor, his Magical Warfare instructor, and his Magic Circuitry instructor. Major in the military and a Class C magician. Member of the Ashford family.
Affinity: Fire.
Weapons: Sniper rifle and sword.
Dawn Suess
Description: Nathan's Mana Manipulation instructor. Doesn't like Nathan due to him defeating her son in a duel. Captain in the military and Class D magician.
Affinity: Water with a specialization towards Flesh.
Weapons: Unknown.
Anabel Walker
Description: The Swordplay class instructor and the one who is teaching Nathan about swordplay. Also the Internship Supervisor. Major in the military and Class C magician who is getting close to Class B.
Affinity: Enhancement.
Weapons: Swords.
List of Affinities:
Fire: Controls heat, flames, lava, etc. 
Water: Controls cold, water, ice, etc. 
Wind: Controls wind, lightning, air/vapors, etc. 
Nature: Controls the ground, nature, trees, healing etc.
Dark: Controls darkness, curses, undead/unholy magic, etc. 
Light: Controls light, holy magic, healing, etc. 
Poison: Controls poisons and other afflictions. 
Enhancement: Enhances the body of the user in various different ways. 
Special: Unique magics and uncommonly seen magics that are rare and can be very dangerous or can do almost nothing. 

List of Terms:

Magician: A person with an affinity and the ability to manipulate their own personal mana. They are born with mana arcs in their body which store their mana and act as muscles to use it. Magicians are more often than not incredibly selfish and are willing to do terrible things to get stronger. 

Arcane Academy: The academy that eighteen to nineteen year olds who have an affinity with magic within the Republic of Arcania go to after graduating from high school. This place is meant to teach them how to use magic, however it is not meant to turn them into soldiers. It's set up this way because of the way most magicians work, and how they will only be serving for a limited number of years before working on their own, outside of the Arcadian government's direct control. 

List of Ranks in the Republic of Arcania's military: 
Non-Magician Ranks:

Private 
Corporal 
Sergeant 
Warrant Officer 
Magician Ranks:
Second Lieutenant
First Lieutenant
Captain
Major
Colonel
General – There are only 4 Generals in the army.
There are nine Council Members above the military. 

Magician Classes: 
Class E Magician – Apprentice level magicians whose symbol is a circle. To be classified as a Class E Magician, one has to take a single lesson about magic from a sanctioned academy, be able to cast a Tier I spell, and have at least 10 arcs of mana. 

Class D Magician – Most common class of magician whose symbol is a circle with a star in the center, with one of the five points filled in. To be classified as a Class D Magician, one must be able to cast a Tier III spell and have at least 30 arcs of mana. 

Class C Magician – This is the minimum class to be a major in the military and its symbol is a circle with a star, with two of the five points filled in. To be classified as a Class C Magician, one must be able to cast a Tier IV spell, be able to sense the formation of spell circles, and have at least 60 arcs of mana. 

Class B Magician – This is the minimum class to be a general in the military and its symbol is a circle with a star, with three of the five points filled in. To be classified as a Class B Magician, one must be able to cast a Tier VI spell and have at least 300 arcs of mana. 

Class A Magician – This is the minimum class to be on the council and its symbol is a circle with a star, with four of the five points filled in. To be classified as a Class A Magician, one must be able to cast a Tier VIII spell and have at least 900 arcs of mana. 

Class S Magician – Class S magicians are considered national treasures and do not directly serve under any government no matter how much the governments dislike it, and their symbol is a circle with a star, with all of the five points filled in. However, some of them do sometimes assist the government they used to be a part of before becoming a Class S. To be classified as a Class S Magician, one must be able to cast a Tier X spell, be able to free-cast, and have at least 3000 arcs of mana. 

List of Spell Tiers: 
Tier I

Capacity: Maximum of 2 arcs of mana per spell. 
Summary: Can create small exterior spells, such as a weak barrier, or a fireball. 

Tier II

Capacity: Maximum of 5 arcs of mana per spell. 
Summary: Can create stronger exterior spells, such as a large fireball, or a sound-proof barrier. 

Tier III

Capacity: Maximum of 10 arcs of mana per spell. 
Summary: Can create weak interior spells that directly affect someone’s body, such as targeted healing spells, or curses. 

Tier IV

Capacity: Maximum of 25 arcs of mana per spell. 
Summary: Can create spells on the scale of an entire battlefield. 

Tier V

Capacity: Maximum of 50 arcs of mana per spell. 
Summary: Can create stronger interior spells, such as shapeshifting. 

Tier VI

Capacity: Maximum of 100 arcs of mana per spell. 
Summary: Can create spells that affect the mind, such as mind crush or telepathy. 

Tier VII

Capacity: Maximum of 175 arcs of mana per spell. 
Summary: Can create stronger spells that can warp the mind. 

Tier VIII

Capacity: Maximum of 300 arcs of mana per spell.
Summary: Can create spells on the scale of an entire city. 

Tier IX

Capacity: Maximum of 500 arcs of mana per spell. 
Summary: Can create spells that permanently change someone’s body. 

Tier X

Capacity: Maximum of 1000 arcs of mana per spell. 
Summary: Can create strategic scale spells that might even damage reality.   





Prologue

 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 8 | Day 14
One and a half months after the first trip
I block the other cadet’s pulse of wind by raising a shield of flames in front of my hand as I charge straight towards them.
“Shit!” the cadet grunts as he begins to step backwards slightly in the plain battlefield we’re on.
After getting enough of the distance between us closed, I drop my shield and activate another spell, causing a burst of flames to explode out from behind me. This gives me a major speed boost as I narrowly dodge the remainder of the cadet’s wind pulse and bring my sword about towards his neck, just for the battlefield simulator’s safety function to activate at the last minute.
I pull my sword back as I watch the cadet teleport out of the BFS with a grimace on his face before hearing the announcer declaring, “And the winner is cadet Nathan Fox, making his win loss ratio for the semester a clean forty wins and three losses!”
Hmm. Not bad.
I make my way over to the platform as the walls of the BFS around me begin to turn transparent, showing me the cheering faces of the many cadets in the room.
My eye twitches at the sight, but I soon find myself lowering down into the preparatory area beneath the BFS.
At some point, the other cadets stopped showing me animosity and instead started sucking up to me in the hopes that I’d give them the spell. And it’s been really annoying.
I quickly grab my stuff from the room before leaving out the back door to avoid the crowd, just to immediately run into Aidan and Amelia, who are both waiting on the other side.
“Howdy,” Aidan says with a salute and a grin on his face. Meanwhile, Amelia just gives me a faint smile and a nod.
“With today’s win, I should be in the top ten cadets competing in the arena for our grade,” I declare while adjusting my grip on my rifle’s case.
“That’s good,” Amelia says as we begin to walk over towards the talent level 3-4 dorms, “now you just have to make sure you keep that position all the way through the last couple weeks of this semester, and the entirety of next semester.”
I groan at the thought of how many duels I’ll have to fight in during that time.
The two next to me chuckle at my expense, but I pay it no mind as we continue walking.
Eventually, we make it to our dormitory – or to be more accurate, my and Aidan’s dormitory – before going inside.
I glance at Amelia, who is still walking with us towards the stairs of the dorm.
As it turns out, she is allowed to go anywhere on the entire campus grounds with no restrictions.
Talk about favoritism.
But from what I’ve heard, she visited the academy several times before even getting into middle school. So…
My thoughts are interrupted as I hear Sophia and Cyria’s voices coming once we reach the second floor and begin making our way towards my and Aidan’s room.
“And then we-” Sophia cuts off the moment she and Cyria turn the corner of the hallway leading to our rooms and sees us. “Hey!”
Cyria looks at me and nods before glancing at Amelia and frowning slightly.
I nod back without saying anything. Meanwhile, Aidan just leaves me and Amelia to go hug his girlfriend.
They really do make a good couple. Even if their lovey-dovey stuff gets annoying sometimes.
Especially when she comes to stay for the night.
I’m just glad we have soundproof walls.
I proceed to walk past the lovebirds in the direction of my room with Amelia still walking next to me.
“It’s good to see that he’s found someone,” Amelia says after we get far enough away that neither of them can hear us.
Without saying anything back, I nod my head in agreement.
Ever since Aidan’s mother passed away, he’s been lonely. Even if he doesn’t openly show it.
But thanks to Sophia, he seems to be getting back on track again.
A couple more minutes pass by in silence as we walk through the hall before Amelia eventually asks the same question she’s been asking for a while now, “Have you figured out what you’re gonna do about my aunt?”
And just like with the last few times she’s asked, I answer, “No. For now I’m just going to have to deal with her.”
Until I leave the school at least.
I keep my eyes off of her as the thought runs through my head.
It’s just too bad that I don’t know how exactly I’m going to be leaving the school. Just that the doctor said that I would be leaving at some point around the end of the academic year.
“You know you’re not going to be able to keep that attitude up for your entire time in the academy, right?” she says with just as much exasperation as usual. “Not unless you want to be dragged along by her. And I don’t want that for you.”
“Don’t worry,” I tell her with a light wave of my hand as we finally reach my and Aidan’s suite. “I won’t be dragged along by her.”
Not when I’m already being unwillingly dragged along by that damned doctor, who I’ve recently realized was the fucking Class S space magician. It only took the sight of the man appearing through a purple portal for me to realize it.
Why a Class S magician is working as a doctor in a children’s clinic is beyond me, but just the thought that I’d been meeting with him on a regular basis for so long…
A shiver runs down my spine at the thought while I open the door to my and Aidan’s suite of rooms, revealing the living room area.
Also, I’m not sure why the doctor stopped trying to hide his identity from me.
Maybe something happened that I’m not aware of?
I shake my head at the thought before turning to glance at Amelia, who is closing the door behind her, and then walking up to the tv.
Might as well check the news.




Chapter 1

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-
News and Surprise
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 8 | Day 14
“Hello, I am Julia Sanders, and I’m here with the latest news covering the recent Class S Split,” a news reporter immediately begins talking with a map behind her in some sort of nice and expensive room once I turn on the tv, making me raise my eyebrows at the timing of it. “As a recap for the those of you who haven’t already heard-”
“Meaning those of you who are living under a rock,” another voice, a male one this time, suddenly chimes in as the reporter is trying to talk.
The reporter proceeds to ignore his words as she continues speaking, “-the Class S magicians of every single nation have entered into a temporary non-aggression pact with each other, stating that they will not be used to fight the battles of the nations for them.”
“Some less willingly than others,” the male voice chimes in again, followed by the appearance of an old man who joins the reporter next to the map.
Julia Sanders glances at the man and says, “True enough. Some of the more nationalist Class S’s wished to continue leading their nation as they were but were forced into this by the rest of the Class S’s that did agree to join the pact.” She then turns back to the camera and adds, “Furthermore, this change has caused a massive increase in the budgets of both the military and the academies of the Republic thanks to the increased need for magicians to fight.”
“Which Aunt Alexis is extremely happy about,” I’m suddenly distracted from the tv by Amelia’s voice, drawing me to look back and find her rummaging around in my and Aidan’s fridge as if she owned the place.
I raise an eyebrow at that before turning back to the tv and saying, “I’ll bet.”
Just wish she wasn’t strong-arming me into fighting in the arena. Even if it has been rather helpful thus far. What with getting the idiots targeting me off my back and getting me a lot more dueling experience.
At that thought, the map shown on a screen floating behind the reporter changes to show the terms of the nonaggression pact signed by the Class S magicians.
“No one knows who the first Class S magician was to suggest the pact, but by now every single one of the known Class S magicians have signed it,” the woman’s voice continues, just for the screen to change to show a video recording of the Chairman of the Republic coming out of a limo and walking down a pathway into a very large and strategic building. “However, what everyone is talking about even more than the Class S magician’s current actions…”
The reporter’s words pause right at the same time as the recording freezes on the Chairman’s face before continuing, “…is how Chairman Artorius Hunter is responding to the situation.”
I move over on the couch as Amelia sits down next to me.
“Or to be more frank,” the reporter continues as I lean back against the back of the couch, “how Chairman Artorius Hunter isn’t responding to the situation.”
Oh?
That’s a little worrisome. Although it’s also not really my problem.
Not unless the doctor decided to drag me into it.
Which I kind of doubt he would even bother dealing with it himself unless he had to.
At that thought, my id card begins to chime, indicating a phone call. So I get up from the couch and make my way to my bedroom, leaving Amelia to lounge around on the couch watching the tv as I close the door behind me and pull up my id card.
Dad?
Wonder why he’s calling.
I answer the call while sitting down on my bed and setting the card to float in front of me.
And the first thing I see on the video is the image of my dad’s pale face as he rushes to say, “Nathan, we have a problem.”
My eyebrows instantly jump up at that, but I ask, “What’s wrong?”
“I can’t tell you everything about it at the moment, but know that your mother and I will be safe. Even if you can’t contact us for a long time,” he continues rather cryptically.
I furrow my brows at that, only to hear crashing sounds coming from the other side of the call, followed by the warping sound of a portal opening and the hanging up of the call without any other warning.
The fuck?
I wait for several minutes in the hopes that he calls me back, but it never happens. And eventually, I hear a knock on the door, followed by Amelia’s voice, “You still in a call?”
Right as I’m about to shout back in answer, my id card rings again. But when I look at who the caller id is, I freeze.
What the fuck is he calling…
Oh.
“Yes!” I shout back to her before immediately answering the call to see the doctor’s emotionless face appear in the video feed.
I glare at the video, just taking in his surroundings which appear to be my home before opening my mouth to speak, just to have my eyes widen in shock as a portal appears in front of my bed.
“Wha-” I begin to shout, only to remember Amelia in the other room and chomp down onto my tongue to stop myself.
Not even a second later, the doctor steps through the portal and quickly notices the blood dripping out of my mouth from my tongue.
He stares at it for a few seconds before eventually stating, “Do not worry about your parents. They are safe.”
My mouth drops open at his words, but I close it again a second later after realizing that he’s just-
“So do not make a fuss, and continue your day as normal at the academy,” he continues, still with an emotionless look on his face before suddenly tossing something onto my bed and stepping back through the portal.
-making sure I don’t do anything he thinks might get in his way…
I stare at the now-missing portal for several seconds before sighing and turning to the bed.
If there’s one good side to that man, it’s that he never lies. So if he says that mom and dad are fine, then they are.
A frown spreads across my face at the sight of a small orb that is now lying on my bed – the very same item that the doctor tossed before leaving.
But… what’s that?




Chapter 2

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-
New Terminal
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 8 | Day 14
I narrow my eyes at the small orb for a few seconds, only to be broken out of my thoughts by the sound of another knock on the door, followed by Amelia’s voice once again.
“Are you sure you’re okay? I thought I heard the start of a shout…” she tentatively asks from the other side.
Without wasting a second, I quickly grab the strange orb and place it into my pocket, ignoring the odd tingling sensation that goes up my arm after making contact with it, before rushing to the door and unlocking it.
“Yeah, don’t worry,” I tell her after opening the door. “Dad was just surprised by how well I’m doing in my duels.”
Which is technically true. He was surprised when he first heard about that.
Although not necessarily for the reasons she might think.
I think he was more surprised by the fact that I was dueling in the first place.
Anyways, she narrows her eyes at me for a second before sighing and saying, “If you say so.” She then hoists her bag strap over her shoulder and turns around while saying, “I’m heading out anyways.”
“Alright,” I tell her with a single eyebrow raised.
Not sure why she even came here in the first place. Especially considering that she only stayed for a very short period of time.
“See you tomorrow!” she calls out over her shoulder while leaving the small suite of rooms.
I lock the door after her before waiting a few minutes and entering my room. I then reach into my pocket to grab the orb again, just to not find anything there.
“The… heck?” I mutter while looking around at the floor of my room.
Where did it go?
After not finding it anywhere in my room, I move to the living room area and begin searching there.
Several minutes go by with no success before I eventually give up and sit down on the couch with my arms sprayed out on either side of me.
Well, that’s just great.
I reach up with one hand to run my hand through my hair to calm my nerves, just to notice something on the palm of my hand that definitely wasn’t there the last time I checked.
Uh… what is that?
For some reason, a small red circle is imprinted on the center of my palm – one of the same color as the small orb that the doctor tossed onto my bed. It has what looks like small sparks of red energy coming off of it, along with what appear to be red veins streaking out through my hand with it as the source.
“Are you kidding me…” I mutter while staring at my palm out of both irritation and curiosity.
Several seconds pass by before I realize that it’s still there despite my immortality turning my body back in time.
Just how the heck did the doctor manage to do that?
Did he have a breakthrough that he didn’t-
Actually, he’s probably had plenty of stuff that he’s learned about my condition that he hasn’t told me about. So there’s no reason to be surprised now.
At least this explains what that tingling sensation was earlier. Although I’m kind of surprised that it didn’t hurt.
After all, it looks like whatever the orb was that he gave me burrowed into my hand somehow and is still there.
Sounds like something that would hurt.
I’m also glad that she didn’t see my-
Wait, could she have seen my palm and just not point it out?
My brows furrow at the thought, but I’m distracted as my palm begins to heat up before a flame bursts out from it, making me stumble backwards in surprise. However, the flames just follow me and form a small screen above my hand that looks eerily similar to the screen on the id cards, making me narrow my eyes.
Did that bastard of a doctor really insert some sort of magical terminal in my hand?
Why the hell would I-
The screen suddenly changes to show the doctor’s face as clear as day, once again making me stumble backwards from surprise.
“What the hell is going on?” I ask him, barely hold myself back from shouting.
Leodmir just stares at me with his usual emotionless face as he answers, “This is a custom-built magi-tech terminal that allows a one-way connection to the hypernet, unlike that id card of the academy that uses a two-way connection. You’ll need this to keep in contact with me after you leave the academy.”
I open my mouth to speak, only to get shot down as he says, “You won’t be able to contact your parents with it, or anyone else for that matter. So don’t even bother trying.”
I close my mouth again in response before furrowing my brows in thought.
“Is there any particular reason for it? Other than the fact that no one will be able to tap into our calls,” I ask him, hoping to get some more information out of him.
And surprisingly, it actually seems to work as he answers, “Yes. The reception for your id card won’t be able to reach where you will be going after leaving the academy.”
My eyes widen at that, but the doctor just says, “Try to find a glove to cover it up,” and hangs up the call before I can say anything.
I’m then left staring at a home screen made out of flames with several different applications scattered through it.
He really just… seriously?
I mean, yes, this is normal for him. But seriously?
Just drop a random piece of what looks like brand new, breaking-news technology on me and not even bother explaining anything about it except for why?
That’s just…
I take a few seconds to think of something before letting out a sigh and beginning to mess with the screen, which responds to my fingers just like the other screen. Surprisingly without actually hurting me from the flames.
Guess it’s up to me to find out what this thing can do.
I glance down at my palm, which is facing straight up.
And to find some gloves.




Chapter 3

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-
Punishment
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 8 | Day 14
After quickly finding a pair of gloves – getting a full pair just so that it doesn’t look weird only having a single glove on – I lay them both on my bed and refocus on the new terminal in the palm of my hand, making it activate with just a single thought.
Which is rather convenient.
The home screen of the terminal has several different symbols, and whenever I hover my finger over one of them, a name and basic description appears over them.
I move my finger from one symbol to another, revealing various different applications such as a messaging one, one for calls, one for the internet, and a lot of other basic applications.
That is, until I get to the Code Simulator application, which is usually too processor intensive to run on a simple terminal.
How the hell did he… actually, he’s the leading figure on magi-tech creation. So I guess I shouldn’t be surprised.
I continue searching through the applications before finding quite a few other applications that normally wouldn’t be able to run on a personal, mobile terminal like this. Such as the device to lock down coordinates in a plane when one wants to create a spatial storage spell.
Although from what I can tell, there is also an application on the terminal that tells the doctor exactly where I am.
Which is a rather big invasion of my privacy, but the doctor probably doesn’t care. After all, I’m pretty sure he thinks of me as his lab rat.
And unfortunately, I can’t take the thing out. Considering that it’s inside of… my… hand.
I stare at my hand for a second before looking around my room for something sharp.
Let’s see if I can’t take this thing out of my hand and put it back in whenever I actually need to u-
My thoughts come to a screeching halt as a wave of burning pain radiates throughout my body from the terminal, seemingly fed by my own mana.
I grit my teeth to stop myself from shouting out in pain, only to hear a beeping sound coming out of the screen of the terminal, followed by a robotic voice, “Any attempts to remove the terminal will be met with punishment.”
The pain continues for a couple of seconds, and during the process, I feel all four of my limbs completely unable to move. However, as soon as the pain fades away, I regain my feeling and gasp in a breath of air.
Holy fucking shit… I probably should’ve expected that.
I glance at the terminal in the palm of my hand before sighing and climbing back up to my feet.
How did that thing even know what I was thinking? I’m pretty sure space mana shouldn’t be able to read a person’s thoughts.
Unless the doctor had a Special type mana user help him with making this terminal… but would that man really ask for help?
I narrow my eyes at the thought before reopening the terminal again and continuing to explore its features.
If I can’t take it out and store it somewhere, only putting it back in when I actually have to use it, then I might as well see what secrets it might hold.
Who knows? Maybe it might be possible to hack it somehow.
Even if that’s not very likely.
 

 
Within a highly secured lab in The Barren Pass
“Now that he has a taste of the punishment for it, he’ll not likely try that again,” Leodmir says with his hands held behind his back and his eyes glued to Nathan’s parents, who both have furious scowls on their faces.
Neither of the parents say anything, leaving the doctor to turn around and focus on the screen showing Nathan’s face and room.
“The camera will only be active when the subject has the terminal open, so I won’t be able to see and hear everything,” he explains further to the parents before crossing his arms.
All three of them watch as Nathan fiddles with the terminal for several seconds until the doctor uncrosses his arms, turns back to Nathan’s parents, and says, “You two will stay in this building for the foreseeable future. If you try to leave, then you’ll not likely make it to any sort of civilization outside of The Barren Pass.”
Both Julia and Jason Fox gasp in shock at the mention of where they currently are, but the doctor ignores them and continues, “The only reason I saved you in the first place was for the test subject’s mental health, so if you two want to dig your own graves, then go ahead.” He then raises a hand and snaps his fingers, causing several dozen small balls of blue and purple light to appear around them as he adds, “But if you disrupt any of my experiments, then you’ll be dealt with harshly. With no concern for my test subject.”
The two continue to scowl at him for a few seconds before Nathan’s father says through gritted teeth, “Understood.”
Doctor Leodmir Archeron snaps his fingers again with a nod, making the spatial mana disappear in a flash, and turns back to the screen while watching Nathan navigate through the features some more in an attempt to familiarize himself with the system before trying to hack it.
‘Let’s see if he can figure it out…’ the man thinks with his eyebrows furrowed slightly at the screen.
Meanwhile, Julia and Jason both make their way out of the room, leaving Leodmir on his own.
Once the door shuts behind them, they look at the robots glowing with a faint purplish blue light passing through the hallways.
“Are these…” Julia begins to mutter, only for Jason to finish, “Magi-tech robots.”
Julia looks between the robots until they all turn a corner in the hallway and leave their sight before she says, “But those shouldn’t even exist…”
Her husband nods his head and adds, “From what I’ve heard, having an AI smart enough to run the robots messes with the magical circuits running through it, and no one has found a way to bypass that problem.” He then turns to look at the closed door behind them and thinks, ‘No one but that man.’




Chapter 4

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-
Declaration of War
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 8 | Day 21
A grin spreads across my face the instant I feel my ninth mana arc splitting, leaving me finally with ten total mana arcs.
I almost didn’t make it before the final exam…
As soon as I open my eyes, I find a lot of the cadets in the class staring at me along with the instructor – who has started treating me just like she originally was during the first few weeks of the semester.
“It would appear that all of you have now managed to get the required number of mana arcs before the end of the semester,” Instructor Dawn Suess says with a light nod of her head. She then starts looking at each student in the room while saying, “Now all most of you have to worry about is the final exam.”
I notice her eyes linger on a couple of students – the ones who haven’t been doing as well in class despite their average or even above average mana arc training speed – as she says, ‘most of you’, but I ignore it to close my eyes and feel my newly split mana arcs again.
It was taking so long to get that last arc that I was beginning to wonder if I could even manage to do it before the end of the semester.
I let out a sigh at that thought.
Good thing I did, otherwise I would’ve failed a class in what might just be the only full semester I have at the academy. And that would just be embarrassing.
My thoughts are interrupted as a bell rings throughout the entire room, taking everyone’s attention away from their mana arc training as a voice says, “Attention students and faculty. Gather immediately in the Arcane Square for an announcement by the Chairman of the Arcane Council.”
The intercom then cuts off, leaving me both confused as to why the Chairman is here, and curious as to how they have an intercom in the instructor’s personal classrooms. Which – judging by the face Dawn is making – probably isn’t something they like having either.
That or she knows what the announcement is about and doesn’t like it.
After several seconds of hearing the whispered conversations of the cadets, Instructor Dawn finally claps her hands and says, “Well you heard him. Everyone head to the Arcane Square.” She then glances at me and adds, “And Cadet Fox, you go to the Tower Officiator after the announcement to be reclassified as a Class E magician.”
I nod my head with a faint smile before I start walking down towards the portal entrance.
Whatever the Chairman has to say, I’d be willing to bet that it has something to do with why he’s been so quiet lately despite the S Class magicians’ actions.
 

 
It takes nearly an entire hour before everyone manages to make it to the Arcane Square, which is the very same area that I entered the Academy from in the first place, with the portal within the large gate surprisingly open at the edge of it.
Once everyone settles into a slightly ominous silence, the sound of someone passing through a portal can be heard and we’re all left staring in shock at a man surrounded in a red and black energy that’s holding him up in the air somehow, far above our heads.
And that man is the same one that I’ve often seen on TV.
The Chairman of the Arcane Council.
My eyes narrow slightly from my place standing with my arms folded behind my straightened back amidst the other cadets who are all filed in neat rows.
Is he… using his mana without the use of a spell?
“He’s become an S Class magician…” I hear someone nearby me mutter, just for that very same phrase to make its way around the square, causing a disruption amongst the cadets.
The Chairman doesn’t let this last for long though and swipes his arm to the side, making the anti-magic mana around him spread out around all of us in a thick dome, quickly silencing all of the students. He then snaps his fingers, leading the mana to begin slowly spreading throughout the area enveloping us all.
I cover my mouth with my hand even though I know it won’t likely hurt me as the Chairman begins to speak in a loud voice that seems to echo throughout the entire Academy, “As of today, I have become one of the strongest magicians in the world. An S Class magician.”
Many of the cadets around me begin to shiver slightly in fear due to the pressure he’s holding over us, but I tolerate it without much trouble. Although that’s mostly because I’m used to the pressure of an even stronger S Class magician.
“Things are going to be different from now on,” he continues while spreading his arms out and grinning. “The council can no longer keep this Republic safe from all of the many nations surrounding us, so I will be doing my best to see that the Republic continues thriving! Under my control, it will grow! No, we all will grow! And the Republic will become the sole ruler over the entire continent!!!”
The man is practically shouting by the end of his speech. To the point that it’s starting to hurt my ears.
But his speech seems to be serving its purpose, considering the many power-hungry cadets that’ve started cheering for the man. Even though most of the instructors don’t seem too pleased with the man’s actions.
My eyes narrow even further as a thought comes to mind.
He can’t be…
“But first, there is still one group that stands in our way!” he continues shouting, confirming my thoughts. “The other S Class magicians have started standing up against the Republic and the other nations, and if they aren’t dealt with soon, then they may attack us from behind during the middle of the war!”
My mouth opens slightly in shock at how paranoid the idiot is, only for me to close it quickly before someone sees. Not that it would matter much if they did.
I look around the thousands of cadets – most of them being the ones from the talent levels 1 and 2 dormitory – before eventually finding Amelia, who also doesn’t seem too happy with the man’s words.
And judging by the faces being made by the others around me, neither are they.
“The S Class magicians are a problem for me to handle, but you can all assist in the wars between the Republic and the other nations,” he continues, the grin on his face only growing larger as he speaks. “So from now on, every cadet here who participates in our wars between us and the other nations will gain military merits, assistance in their magical training, new, higher tier spells, and even special magi-tech items that can help you train faster!”
The hell? Now he’s bribing us?
I turn to look at Cyria, only to meet her gaze and find a frown mirroring my own in it.
This… might not end well. The anti-magic magician may very well be able to hold off a few of the S Class magicians despite only having just become one himself – considering how he could always hold off several magicians of the same class as himself in the previous classes, from what I’ve heard at least – but to be able to fight every S Class magician in the world?
I really can’t see this ending well.
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“Just answer me this one simple question,” Sophie says rather sternly from her place on the other side of the room next to Aidan as I continue lying down on the couch with my eyes closed. “How the hell do you expect to do well during the internship when you failed your Magical Warfare class?!”
“War against regular soldiers is differ-” Aidan begins his usual excuse as to why he is perfectly able to go, despite the real reason for him wanting to go is to be there for Sophia, only to be cut off again by his angry girlfriend who shouts, “No it is not!”
Tired of hearing this conversation for what must be the umpteenth time, I put my headphones on and press the play button on my id card’s music player, making a relaxing classical piano song begin to play on my headphones mixed in with some rain sounds.
I still can’t believe that we’ve had like one week off since finals and we’re already starting our internships for the Winter.
We have two entire months for the break, but we only get one single week off outside of the internships. It’s just so sad.
Although if it were up to me, I wouldn’t have signed up for it in the first place.
But not only do I not really have much of a choice, what with Amelia’s aunt breathing down my neck still, but the majority of the student body here is doing internships. Which is a massive increase in people even allowed to do internships since the previous years.
My thoughts are cut off as my music pauses for a second and my id card vibrates, indicating that I’ve gotten a message. So I open my eyes and focus on it, just to find a message from Anabel Walker – my swords training instructor and torturer, and the supervisor over all internships – announcing that all of the students participating in the internship are expected to meet at the Arcane Square in one hour.
I close my eyes for a few more seconds, hoping to get a little bit more rest before going on this internship, just to feel my left hand vibrate, originating at the red terminal in it.
Holding back a groan, I get up from the couch, glance over at the two who I can tell are obviously still arguing, despite the fact that I still have my headphones on, before going into my room and closing the door.
I then walk over to my bed and lie down while raising my left hand in front of my face and pulling the glove off, making the terminal immediately appear above it with a flashing message from the doctor.
A message whose contents make me furrow my brows in confusion.
‘The time will come soon. Be ready.’
The… time?
Does he mean the time when I leave the academy? I thought that wasn’t going to happen till closer to the end of the second semester…
Wait. Did the Chairman’s advancement push that forwards?
I stare at the message for a few seconds before it automatically deletes itself, just like any of the other messages that the doctor has sent me have done.
That’s the only reason I can think of for him pushing it forwards…
I continue staring at the terminal for a few seconds with my music still playing before eventually frowning.
This thing has been really annoying. And all it’s been doing is causing me trouble, since I can’t even use its features in public. Or even reveal it in public.
After thinking about it for a bit, it wasn’t really that hard to figure out how he managed to get it to stay in my body. After all, he is a space magician. And half of my condition is caused by spatial mana.
Add that to his magi-tech, and it makes sense.
And the reason he doesn’t want me even so much as trying to cut it out is likely because it won’t stay taken out. It’ll just reappear in my body again.
After all, he is just a spatial magician. So he can’t use time mana.
In fact, no one can.
There has never been a time magician in existence.
Wait a second…
My eyes widen slightly as I reach a realization, only to narrow again as I hurriedly open the messenger on the terminal and send the doctor a message.
‘If a time magician existed, would you be able to get rid of my immortality if you worked with them?’
Several minutes pass by with the only noise being that of the rain and music playing from my headphones until a response finally comes from the doctor.
One that makes a mixed look appear on my face, confusing me in the process.
‘No. As I’ve stated before, the time and spatial mana have merged into your body. Permanently. At most we would be able to trick it to include something else that would be considered by the magic as your body, if I were to work with a time magician. And that’s a theoretical assumption.’
I’m not sure if I should be more surprised by the fact that he actually answered me, or the fact that I feel… relieved?
Putting aside the many issues this condition has caused me, and the fact that it basically ruined my life, I actually feel a little relieved at that. Knowing that it’s not possible to fix.
My brows furrow more and more as I try to figure out why I feel this way, only for the latter half of his statement to finally register in my brain.
He would be able to trick the magic to make something… wait, that must be what he’s done with the terminal!
The doctor used spatial magic to trick my body’s spatial mana into thinking that the terminal is part of it. But since he can’t use time magic, he can’t trick the time magic causing my reversal to return it to my body at top form if removed.
I think.
After a few seconds of thinking about this, I eventually let out a groan and sit up from my bed.
Whatever. All of this is just my guessing and the doctor’s theory. None of it is or can be proven.
Not to mention that I could be entirely wrong with my guesses.
At that thought, I get up from my bed and walk over to the door, just to open it and find the two still arguing.
“If you’re coming, then you better start packing,” I tell both of them with a frown before going back to the couch, grabbing my own suitcase and weapons, and heading towards the door while the other two begin to scramble as well.
Guess it’s time to see what the military is really like.
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Once we arrive at the Arcane Square, I immediately find Anabel standing at the front of a large group of cadets while talking with a man that I don’t recognize whose wearing the uniform of a colonel. But what really attracts my attention is the active portal within the arch behind her.
If I remember correctly, we’re supposed to head straight to the military headquarters of the Republic before splitting off into the bases that each of us will be stationed at for our internships.
So the question is, will that portal take us directly to the headquarters, or will it just take us outside of the Arcadian Gate?
My answer comes about half an hour later at the appointed time, after a bunch of cadets arrive when Anabel suddenly activates a spell before slamming her fist into the ground, causing a crack to form on it while shocking all of the cadets in the square due to the noise it makes. Meanwhile the man next to her seems rather pissed at her, considering the glare he’s sending her as she beings to shout, “It’s now 07:00. If any student isn’t here yet, then they will be taken off of the internship list and given a punishment personally by me when we get back!”
A shiver runs down my spine at the mention of a punishment from her before I remember that she can’t exactly do the things she’s done to me to the other cadets.
“Against my desires, the Chairwoman has decided to have you all portal directly to the headquarters for your assignments right away,” Anabel says with a glare plastered on her face. “So get your asses in the portal before I lose my patience and kick you all in myself!”
My eyes widen in shock at how violent she sounds right now.
Normally she just acts violent without saying it. Or she just bluntly says something without any of the anger in her words that’re there right now.
The cadets quickly file through the portal without much order to them, making the colonel at her side look angry enough that I’m starting to worry he might get an aneurism.
But I ignore the poor guy to walk through the portal myself before appearing high in the air above a very large, and very loud base on top of some sort of floating platform. This one has a much different design from the academy but is still just as large as it only with a more modern layout. It has large, metal walls surrounding it in a star shape, with a tower at each corner of the star, and one enormous building at the center of the fortress.
There are also several smaller buildings scattered throughout the area between the large one and the walls, but as soon as the cadets stop filing through the portal and Anabel and the colonel walk through themselves, the portal closes behind them and the platform we’re on begins to lower itself down to the ground.
When I turn to look at the others, I find Sophia kneeling down and watching the platform at our feet lower with a look of awe on her face. The platform seems to be made out of some sort of solidified light, so if I had to guess-
“External Light Barrier, borderline Tier IV, and likely created by a powerful light magician,” Sophia mutters, speaking out loud what I was about to think.
This is obviously not Anabel’s doing, and the colonel was on the other side of the portal, so it couldn’t have been one of them…
I look down at the fortress in the direction the platform seems to be going before noticing a woman who I’ve seen on the news quite a bit in recent years.
“Amelia,” I mutter, catching her attention before nodding down and saying, “your cousin’s here.”
She lets out a groan the instant she looks where I am looking and finds her cousin standing in a clearing at what looks like the front entrance of the headquarters. Maria Luna – Alexis Luna’s daughter – has a bright smile on her face as she stares up at us with her hands held out in front of her and a large spell circle floating in front of her hands.
It’s honestly hard to miss her considering how much the news has been flipping out over her advancement to Class B. To the point that many of them have been going on about how she will become one of the next generals.
Although there are just as many news stations who disagree and are still supporting one of the other two colonel Class B magicians for the position.
But the main reason why I know her is that she was the only family member of Amelia’s that I had met during our time in school. In fact, she was the one who originally spilled the news about who Amelia was. After of course covering her body with an illusion for years to hide it whenever she went to our school events to support her dear cousin.
I focus on Amelia, who is actually hiding her face from her very clingy older cousin.
It was always rather amusing to watch their interactions.
Well, until Maria started picking me up from time to time back in eighth using her magic. Which made me extremely uncomfortable for obvious reasons.
I mean, who the hell picks up an eight-grader like a little kid? Especially when the eight-grader is about the same size as the girl picking him up!
It drove me crazy!
I was just glad she stopped doing that when we reached high school.
At that point I could just enjoy watching her embarrass Amelia. Even if she would still hug me and Aidan every time she visited.
Although now that I think about it…
I glance at Aidan, who is currently holding Sophia’s hand as she continues to geek out over the spell.
Just how will those two react to her?
Sophia is obviously already lost in her spell, but I wonder how she will react when she sees how familiar Maria is with Aidan?
My thoughts come to a halt once we get close enough to the ground to hear Maria shouting, “Ameliiaaaa!”
This’ll be interesting.
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Amelia continues to look away from her cousin despite her excited shouting as we land on the ground, with the platform vanishing from beneath our feet. However, the many cadets around us participating in the internships obviously notice the giddy Class B magician and her target, so dozens of whispered conversations begin to come up from around us.
That is, until Maria notices Anabel and immediately stops, focusing her attention entirely on her as she says, “Anabel. I didn’t know you were the one supervising the students.”
Wait. What?
I blink in surprise at that before looking between the two and feeling a very tense atmosphere building around them, with several of the cadets close to the two actually beginning to step back and build a bit of distance between them.
Huh. Didn’t know they knew each other.
The two continue to stare at each other for a few more seconds before Anabel frowns and says, “It’s not like that’s something hard to find out. You must’ve just been slacking again. Like always.”
My eyebrows raise slightly at the stern tone she’s taking.
And they’re obviously not on good terms.
Before their little verbal war can continue, the colonel clears his throat and says, “Since the cadets have arrived, I will be handing them off to you, colonel Luna.” He then quickly makes his exit as if trying to avoid getting in between the two women.
Maria looks at him for a second before turning back to focus on the cadets as if Anabel wasn’t here. She seems to scan through each and every cadet’s faces, including mine, Aidan’s, and Amelia’s, before refocusing on Amelia and smiling.
She then begins to speak as if talking to everyone in our group despite not taking her eyes off of her younger cousin, “I’ll be escorting all of you to the portal hub. On the way there, I expect you to form up into your groups so that I can assign each of you by group to your internship destinations.”
A few seconds pass while the cadets begin to whisper before Maria turns around and snaps her fingers, making a large, golden magic circle appear in front of her, where various little arrows emerge above the ground pointing into the main building.
“Well,” she says while turning around again with a smile, “follow the arrows to find the portals!” Maria then continues in a quieter tone so that only the cadets in the front of the group, myself and my group included, can hear, “In the meantime…”
Amelia immediately tenses up as the other cadets begin to follow the arrows, followed immediately by her cousin vanishing from sight before appearing in front of her just seconds later as she envelops her in a hug.
I raise an eyebrow at her blatant act of ignoring her job, which as she said earlier was to ‘escort’ us to the portal hub and not to just point out the way. But Anabel seems to just be happy to get away from her as she follows the arrows along with the other cadets.
Not that she’d be able to do much against her. Not considering that Anabel is just a major whereas Maria is a colonel despite being a little bit younger than her.
I purse my lips for a second before glancing at Cyria – who actually doesn’t look too surprised right now – just to nod my head at her and slowly begin to make my way after the other cadets.
Please don’t let her remember me. I really don’t like hugs.
As if on cue, I feel her hugging me from behind while saying, “Where do you think you’re going little birdie?”
Shit.
“Please let go,” I tell her while trying very hard to ignore the stifled laughter I hear coming from the others behind me. “And stop calling me that. Why do you even do that anyways?”
At least she didn’t do this in front of everyone.
Thankfully for me, she lets go of me after a few seconds and says, “Because of how adorable you were when I used to-”
“Okay, that’s enough,” I stop her mid-statement while turning around to see Cyria with a very curious look on her face, likely wanting to hear the rest of it. “Just stop calling me that.”
I can let the hug slide, after all we haven’t seen each other for a while. But there is no way I’m letting someone call me ‘little birdie’ at my age.
Although I didn’t exactly like it back then either.
I turn to look at Amelia with a frown before saying, “Please control your cousin.”
Maria just laughs at that as she moves over to give Aidan a hug, to which he reciprocates. Meanwhile Sophia just stares at Maria with a look on her face that makes it clear as day that she wants to bombard her with questions about her magic.
Guess it was stupid to worry about their relationship. Especially when Maria has her magic to sate Sophia’s curiosity.
“I wish that were possible,” Amelia mutters with a frown of her own before asking her cousin, “I didn’t know you’d be the one greeting us here. Weren’t you supposed to be on the front lines at the Grand Warzone?”
Maria lets go of Aidan before sending a cursory glance towards Cyria and Sophia while answering Amelia’s question, “I was. But mom called me back for this.”
I frown at that and ask, “She called you back just to greet us, guide us to the portals, and assign our internship destinations?”
“No,” Maria says while focusing on me again, “she sent me to be you and Amelia’s chaperone during the internship.”
My eyes widen at that before I hold myself back from swearing.
Are you kidding me?
I knew each group was going to have a chaperone following them to their base to make sure that they were treated the same way as a normal magician in the military, but seriously? Her?
And right when I was happy that Anabel wouldn’t be able to chaperone due to her status as the supervisor, too.
“We should probably catch up with the others,” Cyria suddenly interjects, bringing Maria’s attention to her again, only for Maria to stare at her for a few seconds. She then glances between me and her a few times, gives Cyria a thumbs-up for some reason and turns around to begin walking towards the others while shouting back, “You heard the lady! Let’s move out!”
I blink in confusion at their actions before deciding that it isn’t important and following after her next to Amelia.
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By the time we get to the portals, the rest of the groups are already formed up in the center of the large, circular room hosting dozens of different portals.



When I look around the room at each of the portals, I find a name located above them. However, several of them are larger than others, and each of those have the names of important bases that I recognize from class.



After looking around the room a bit, I focus on Maria, who is walking up to the front of the other cadets while nodding her head towards the end, where a spot for a group is missing.



Taking the hint, I lead the others over to that spot. And the moment we take our place amongst the groups, Maria shouts with her hands held behind her back, “Enter!”



Not even a second later, dozens of officers begin to file into the room with each of them being at the very least a major in the military.



I look through them for several seconds as they form a line behind Maria before focusing on her again as she speaks, “These will be your chaperones during this internship. I will now start announcing which officer will be assigned to which group.”



Maria immediately starts calling out cadet names, their chaperoning officer, and their assigned base, meanwhile, I turn to look at where Anabel is standing off to the side of the room with a glare directed straight at Maria.



Yeah, those two definitely have a history.



Eventually, Maria finishes assigning officers to groups by stating, “And as I’ve already mentioned to them, I will be chaperoning the group consisting of Nathan Fox, Amelia Marshall, Aidan Hawkins, Cyria Argent, and Sophia Inverno to the main base located on the Grand Warzone.” She then turns to frown at Anabel and says, “Additionally, your supervisor, Anabel Walker, will be going from base to base to check up on each group throughout the six weeks you will be undertaking your internship.”



My eyebrows raise slightly at our assigned base.



That’s interesting. We’re being assigned to a main base?



It’ll certainly be a change of pace from the little field trips Leo has been taking us on, which were all to regular bases.



Maria looks through the cadets, each of whom – excluding my own group – is shaking hands with their assigned officers, before she shouts, “I expect you all to pass through your portal within five minutes. Dismissed!”



We all salute to her in response before she glares at Anabel once more, just to start walking over towards us with a smile on her face.



However, the smile doesn’t last long as Anabel begins approaching us as well and arrives at just about the same time as her. She then proceeds to ignore Maria to talk to me, “Since I won’t be able to train you over the period of the internship, I expect you to find the time to train yourself whenever you have the opportunity.”



“Understood,” I answer her with a nod.



She nods back before looking at Maria with a frown and adding, “And don’t let any of her habits rub off on you.”



“I think that’s enough of that, major,” Maria says at that while openly glaring at Anabel.



Anabel just snorts and walks away to a different group.



I can’t help but raise an eyebrow at that, but I stop the moment Maria turns to me with a mixture of irritation and worry expressed on her face and asks, “What did she mean by that? Has she been training you?”



“Yep,” Amelia answers for me, making me turn to look at her just to find a smirk on her face as she continues, “she’s been training him for hours each day on his swordplay for months now.”



Maria gasps at that as I turn to look at her again before she says, “Please tell me she’s joking!”



I purse my lips and slowly shake my head no while saying, “She’s not.”



“Why in the inferno filled pits of hell would you ever accept her training! Are you okay?!” she asks while moving around me in circles with worry clear as day on her face.



The others look confused at her outburst, which makes sense considering that they’ve never seen her teach before, but I just shrug my shoulders and say, “It’s fine. Her training has been a massive benefit to my swordplay.”



And besides, it’s not like I can tell her that the Class S space magician assigned her as my teacher.



After making a few more revolutions around me, she eventually stops right in front of me with a conflicted look on her face, only to sigh. She then turns to look at the others before saying, “Let’s head to the base.”



We all salute and exclaim, “Yes, ma’am,” before following her over to the largest portal arch labeled ‘Arna Fortress’ – which is the largest and most important fortress owned by the entire Republic with the only exceptions being that of the headquarters and the academy itself.



On the way though, I can’t help but notice a couple of the chaperoning officers staring at me as we pass by.



My brows furrow at the sight, but I continue walking without giving them any attention.



Were they giving me attention because we’re with the colonel? Or could they have something to do with the doctor’s message that he sent before we left the academy?



Because if it’s the latter, then it means that I might never go back to the academy.



I can’t help but frown at that thought before glancing at the others in my group.



The doctor hasn’t mentioned anything to me directly about how he’s planning on taking me out of the academy, but if it’s going to happen during the internship, then it’ll likely involve a fake death. And that would hurt the others, even if half of them are already numbed a little bit to death from losing at least one member of their family to war.



I continue looking between them for a few more seconds, only turning back to the portal we’re approaching when Cyria notices my attention.



A few seconds pass as we continue walking towards the portal with the other groups around us beginning to head towards their own before I let out a sigh.



It’s highly possible that I might never see Anabel or Leo again after today. Which feels weird to know considering just how much time I’ve spent training with them over the past several months.



“Is everyone ready?” Maria asks once we reach the portal before passing through after she sees us all give her a nod in affirmation.



Each one of us passes through the portal one by one until I’m left with Cyria, who has been staring at me since she noticed my gaze earlier.



“Let’s go,” I tell her before passing through it myself.







Chapter 9

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-
General
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 9 | Day 7
The very first thing I hear after passing through the portal is an incredibly loud explosion that has my ears ringing for a split second before they stop again due to my healing.
I quickly turn my head to look up, above the walls of the large, black fortress around me to see the smoke falling down the side of a flickering barrier around the fortress. However, the flickering of the barrier doesn’t last for long, and it stabilizes again. Just for another fireball to strike it and make it go back to flickering before I see several magicians flying straight out of the fortress with their different types of spells to chase after the attacker.
“Looks like we have bad timing,” Maria says as she narrows her eyes at the barrier that is once again stabilizing. She then turns to look at us and the closing portal behind us while saying, “Let’s just leave that to the magicians here. We have to meet with the base commander first.”
“Yes, ma’am,” we all declare with a salute before following her as she begins to walk towards the large building located at the center of the fortress, which looks oddly similar to the HQ.
We pass by dozens of regular soldiers and magicians alike on the way to the building, with the lower Class magicians all rushing straight towards the fortress’s entrance. And even when we get inside of the building, it’s full of activity with soldiers running around everywhere.
Maria just ignores it all though and continues leading us through the building all the way towards the back on the second floor, where we eventually stop in front of a door. She then knocks on the door and raises her voice, “Colonel Maria Marshall reporting with the interns!”
A few seconds pass in silence before an answer comes from the other side, “Enter,” followed by a clicking sound coming from the door.
Maria proceeds to open the door and walk in while indicating for us to do so as well. However, when I walk in, instead of finding myself in a regular office like I was expecting, I instead find myself in a very large and very fancy looking bedroom with what looks like an office setup at the very back consisting of a dark-wood desk decorated with expensive-looking magi-tech objects and an expensive looking chair.
My mouth drops open slightly just to close again as I focus on the man on the other side of the desk. The man is someone I’ve seen at least a dozen times before on the tv. He has a full beard with some graying in it, a thin mustache, and the same black hair and blue eyes as Cyria.
The healer general.
I didn’t realize he was in charge of this fortress… oh. That makes sense then.
If I remember correctly, Afvalder – the radiation specification class S light magician – was the one who was originally running this base. At least, whenever he decided to show up, that is. And since the Class S magicians are ‘on strike’, they probably had to replace him here.
“Dad?” I hear Cyria mutter in confusion, but I ignore her to instead salute the man alongside the others. I then see Cyria rushing to salute him as well after getting over her surprise.
The healer general doesn’t even bother looking up from the documents that he’s writing as he says, “I’ll get with you in a minute. Find somewhere to sit,” obviously not having heard his daughter’s voice from the other side of the room.
“Yes, sir!” Maria says while giving Cyria a faintly surprised look, apparently not having realized who she was.
I look around for a moment before taking my seat on a nice looking recliner and opening up my id card’s interface to continue working on my next spell.
Several minutes pass by in silence as the general deals with paperwork before I eventually hear his voice again as he asks, “Cyria?”
I look up again to find him staring at her with surprise on his face.
“Yes, sir?” she asks as if addressing a superior officer and not her father.
The general clears the surprise from his face and focuses on us as a group again as he says, “You’ll all be working on this base as a squad with the same permissions as a regular magician squad for the foreseeable future. Your supervising officer, colonel Maria Marshalls, will be assigning you a daily schedule that will consist of daily training, patrols, regular duties, and a mission every other day.”
He then nods towards Maria and adds, “If you have any questions, then you should ask her. And if any of you die during this internship, your families will be compensated, and your body and equipment will be returned to them if possible.”
I purse my lips slightly at that reminder about my family, who are currently being held by the doctor.
Although, at least they don’t just toss us into action and not do anything if we die like they used to.
Actually, I think it was the current Chairman that changed that rule, giving more benefits to the regular soldier and magician. Even if that was just to get the people’s vote for the reelection.
The general looks at his daughter and gives her a faint nod with an even fainter smile that I only barely catch before looking down at his desk again and stating, “That’ll be all. You’re dismissed.”
We all give him a salute before filing out of his… office? Bedroom?
Either way, once we get out, Maria immediately lets out a sigh of relief before pulling out a sheet of paper from her spatial storage spell and handing it to me.
“This is your schedule for the time being,” she says with a smile, only to glance at Cyria and ask, “you’re Cyria Argent, right?”
Cyria doesn’t look surprised by the question and simply nods her head, to which has Maria’s smile growing wider. The colonel then turns to look at Sophia, then at me, Amelia, Rebecca, and Aidan and says, “I’m glad you found a good group,” before she turns around and begins to walk down the hall while calling back to us, “Follow me to find your rooms!”
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Surprisingly, we’re all given a shared suite for our rooms, with two rooms in the suite. One for the boys, and one for the girls. Both of them have six different beds, with a pretty large amount of space – enough to fit six people relatively comfortably each.
From what Maria explained, the suites are meant for magician teams, since most teams are all five or six people. But almost immediately after she explained that, she left, leaving behind nothing but a “Get yourselves settled and I’ll be back in an hour,” before vanishing out the door.
I stare at said door for a few seconds before making my way towards the room with a blue door frame with my few personal items. And once I get inside, it doesn’t take me long to put everything away next to the first bed closest to the door.
Just a few seconds after I finish, I hear the door opening again to reveal Aidan as he walks in, likely having just finished chatting with Sophia.
“Guess you already picked your bed then,” he says before looking around and deciding on the bed directly across from mine, which is also next to the door. He then begins to put his stuff away – which consists of a single bag for spare uniforms and his weapon maintenance equipment – while saying, “Didn’t expect to see Maria here.”
I close my eyes and sit down on the bed to focus on training my mana arcs as he continues to speak.
“When was the last time we saw her?” he asks, seemingly more to himself than to me, “A year ago, maybe?”
The sound of shuffling items can be heard from his bed for a few seconds before stopping when Aidan says, “Finished.” I then hear his footsteps approaching me as he asks, “Do you think the internship will be anything like the trips your teacher had us going on?”
“Probably,” I answer him while opening my eyes and getting off of the bed. It’s only been a few weeks since I got my tenth arc, and generally it takes about ten to eleven days for the newly split arcs to develop enough to be trained again.
So there hasn’t been as much progress on the next arc as I’d like, but it’s moving forwards nonetheless.
“Let’s go check on the others,” I tell Aidan while walking around him towards the door.
One bright side about having four sixths of our group being girls is this rooming situation. Having one large room big enough to fit six people all just for two is quite nice.
Although the idea of sleeping in the same room as Aidan, who I know for a fact snores, isn’t a pleasant one.
Not to mention that I can’t do as much in regard to testing dangerous spells while he’s sleeping in the same room as me…
I shake my head at that thought before opening the door and walking into the common room to find the girls already out there and watching tv.
“As of yesterday, at ten AM in the morning, the Class S magicians from the nations of Arcania, the Collective Kingdoms, Entaria, and the White Kingdom have all officially rebelled from their nation’s leadership!” is the first thing I hear once I step into the room, making me do a double take towards the tv with my mouth parting slightly in shock. However, I close it again at the second part, “What’s more is that all of them have also kidnapped Juan Sequani, the only Class S magician of the Natra nation, and sealed him in a separate dimension!”
“Holy shit…” Aidan mutters as I stare at the tv screen showing a woman seemingly in her thirties pointing at a picture of what must’ve been some sort of natural disaster. The picture has scorch marks everywhere – likely from Juan, since if I remember correctly, he should be a fire magician – burning everything within several kilometers to ash.
But what’s even more shocking than that is the sight of space distorting slightly everywhere, making it difficult to judge the distance depending on what you’re looking at. And at the center of the area is some sort of purple and blue box, which is likely where the entrance to the separate dimension is, stopping anyone from freeing him until the man manages to free himself.
Which’ll likely happen eventually, but not for the duration of this rebellion of theirs.
“Archibald Winters – the man acting as the public figurehead of the rebellion – released a statement about the kidnapping, explaining that it was done to ‘keep the patriotic sovereign of Natra out of matters that don’t concern him’,” the woman continues while showing a picture of the man himself, who I have a lot of difficulty seeing as the real leader of this rebellion. Which is probably why the news reporter said public figurehead instead of leader when addressing him.
In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised if the leader was the doctor. But at the same time, I guess I would.
If I remember correctly, he is supposedly the most powerful magician in the world right now, with the only possible exception being the Chairman who only just now advanced. And that’s only due to the natural advantage of an anti-magic user over exterior magic users.
But even then, the doctor should just be able to overwhelm him with mana to deal with him.
Anyways, he also doesn’t seem like he would want to lead them.
Unless…
Wait… could this really be just a distraction? Or is he actually mad at the nations?
If he were just doing all of this to distract them from his little ‘experiment’, aka me, then that would make sense. Although it would be rather sad for the rest of the world to be dragged into it.
I shake my head at the thought.
The man is too mysterious. I don’t understand much about him outside of his psychopathic nature and his obsession with immortality and his experiments.
“But,” the news reporter suddenly continues with a severe look on her face, “unlike what the populous expected, the nations themselves are all increasing their wartime expenses and rushing further into war between each other instead of working together to deal with the threat.”
My eyebrows raise slightly in surprise.
That’s not a very smart move. But then again, Hardlight still has their healer Class S magician, while Arcania now has the Chairman as another Class S magician. So it’s possible that the Chairman is just using this as a way to push forwards through the other nations while he can since he can at least defend himself from the other Class S magicians a little bit.
I look down at the floor while scratching my chin in thought.
Such a dilemma. I just hope this doesn’t affect us too badly.
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We end up spending the rest of the day touring around the base with Maria until nightfall, where we’re sent to the mess hall for dinner. Which turns out to be a pretty big disappointment if you ask me.
“Stop sulking already,” Aidan says while sending me an odd glance as we make our way towards our suite of rooms with the girls, “so they didn’t have mint ice cream. It’s not the end of the world.”
I glare at him for his comment, only to keep silent at the realization that he’s baiting me.
He clicks his tongue at that, proving me right.
Not even a second after that though, Cyria frowns at me and asks, “Why do you like mint ice cream so much anyways?”
My lips twitch slightly at the question, but I continue walking and simply answer with, “Because it reminds me of good memories.”
Good memories that were the only things that let me keep my sanity during some of the doctor’s experiments… although I’m still a little surprised that he even let me have mint ice cream during them.
Maybe it was to keep me sane?
After all, it’s easier to order around a sane person than an insane one.
Plus an insane person would probably find it difficult to advance as a magician.
My comment seems to leave the others feeling slightly awkward considering the strange silence that fills the hall as we walk, but it ends the second we enter our suite and Aidan lets out a loud groan while stretching.
I raise an eyebrow at him before starting towards our room and waving my hand at the others, “Night.”
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Two days later
“Three.” I whisper quietly through the miniaturized communication card plastered behind my ear to the others as I watch the battlefield from a nearby plateau through my sniper rifle’s scope. The battlefield itself is consistent of several different plateaus dropping down into various different narrow canyons, each with a powerful river at the bottom of the canyons and rope bridges leading across the canyons between plateaus.
“Two.” I continue right when the enemy magician begins to cross the bridge with his light element barrier protecting his body. Meanwhile, the rest of my team are all scattered across different plateaus in two different groups.
I glance at Rebecca, who is wounded, by Cyria’s side at the end of the bridge that the enemy magician is crossing, whereas the other three, Sophia, Aidan, and Amelia – who had apparently decided to join our team officially at the school at some point despite not being in the same class as us – are all rushing across a different plateau finishing off the other surviving member of the enemy magicians’ team.
“One.” I finish right as I infuse mana into one of the gems on my rifle and pull the trigger, sending a flaming bullet straight for the wooden, rope bridge.
The instant the bullet hits it, it explodes, setting the bridge on fire just a few meters ahead of the enemy wind magician, who is already at the center of the bridge and seems to be quickly regretting his decision.
Without taking my eye off of the scope, I watch with a frown on my face as the bridge quickly snaps, leading to the magician to fall to his death below in the canyon.
After a few seconds of silence, I turn my scope to the other three, just to find them already tying up the magician with anti-magic cuffs – which were a rather convenient item mass produced by the Chairman that blocks a magician whose wearing them from using any magic externally.
It’s also a rather new addition to our little nation – and to be honest, a new addition to the world itself, since he’s the first Class S anti-magic magician.
Makes me wonder if death might become just slightly less common place since people can finally begin taking magicians prisoner.
After all, we’re all taught to off ourselves with as many soldiers as possible instead of getting captured. So death amongst magicians is basically a guarantee if you don’t win.
“The water magician is secured,” I hear Aidan say through the comms before another voice – that of our current supervising officer, Captain Nichols – comes over it right afterwards, “Affirmative. Please meet up with your team leader and head back to base.”
“Roger that,” I respond before getting up from my spot near the edge of the cliff. I then drape my rifle’s strap around my shoulder and begin making my way towards the rendezvous point. However, not even ten seconds later, I feel a burst of pain coming from my back, making me fall down to my knees just for the pain to quickly fade away as the bullet wound heals itself and forces the bullet straight out.
“Sniper confirmed!” I shout into the comms while dropping to the ground and pulling my sniper right back out of the case again. “Damned bastard waited for me to put up my rifle right before revealing themself!”
None of the others ask how I’m doing, since at this point they’re just used to me shrugging off any attack thanks to my ‘fire regeneration spell’.
Considering how the sniper doesn’t shoot for over a dozen seconds, I’m guessing whoever they are, they’re shocked at the end result of their shot that would’ve killed a normal person.
I grimace as I pull my rifle back around my shoulder and quickly look through the scope in the direction of the shot, just to find the sniper standing on a cliff over a kilometer away, right next to some sort of cave.
So they hid in the cave until everything settled?
I can’t really tell if they’re stupid or smart. They abandoned their team, leaving them to die or get captured, but ended up coming out to pick off our team’s sniper, which would also allow them to pick off the rest of us without being found thanks to this terrain.
Terrain that really is a sniper or other ranged attacker’s dream. At least when it comes to lower Class magicians who can’t simply fly or jump across the canyons.
The sniper themself looks rather panicked, and also just as young as us despite the average age of his team being a couple of years older.
I narrow my eyes while taking aim, meanwhile he finally begins to regain his situational awareness and takes aim at me as well. But before he can do anything, I take my shot using another infused bullet, putting a piercing bullet straight through his chest from my slightly higher vantage point.
“Damnit,” I mutter while watching him lose his grip on the gun.
I meant to shoot him between the eyes for a quick kill…
Guess that means more practice for me.
“Opposing sniper is eliminated,” I state through the comms before getting up again and adding, “let’s continue to the rendezvous point. But make sure to keep a barrier up in case of any snipers.”
Something I probably should have said before, but my ‘regeneration’ got me a little too confident to the point of forgetting… which I’m sure Captain Nichols will likely lecture me about later.
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As soon as we get back to the base, the first thing I find is Captain Nichols glaring at me from the meeting room.
“So did you learn your lesson?” she states with her arms crossed in front of her chest.
I nod my head and answer, “Yes. I should’ve been more careful after initially failing to find a sniper or long range hitter amongst their numbers. Instead, I gave them an opening to shoot at any one of us.”
She continues to glare at me for several silent seconds before the glare softens and she nods. “Correct. You not only put yourself at danger, but you put your entire team in danger. If it weren’t for the sniper already knowing your position from your previous shots, then he very well could have targeted one of your teammates instead. Which would’ve gone much worse than them targeting you.”
Captain Nichols doesn’t give me a chance to say anything after that and simply begins to address us as a group instead, “Other than that, you all did quite well out there. And that’s saying something, considering how this should only have been your third mission here with us.”
Surprisingly, she turns to look at me and adds, “Even with this blunder, you’ve shown some pretty impressive leadership skills despite your average talent in magic.”
My eyebrow twitches at that.
Was that a compliment or an insult?
I know she is a little bit hung up on talent levels, but seriously…
Out of nowhere, a screen appears in front of the captain’s face from her terminal before her eyes narrow slightly.
“Looks like another mission has popped up,” she mutters, only to uncross her arms and swipe away at the screen, causing it to spin around as she adds, “and this one is a priority mission.”
Alert
Major opposition expected at the Forgotten Pass.
All available magicians not currently assigned to a mission are required to participate.
Rewards will be granted based off of performance, with a small bonus for participating interns.
My eyes widen in astonishment at the mission location.
The Forgotten Pass…
I clench my fists slightly, drawing a little blood as my nails dig into my palms. However, after just a few seconds of this, I take a deep breath and relax again before anyone can really notice my actions.
Anyone except Cyria, that is.
But despite this, she doesn’t say anything and simply stares at me with a questioning look on her face for a few seconds before returning to looking at the captain.
Shit… I messed up.
That place still has some crappy memories, and I would really rather not go there. But it also doesn’t look like I’m going to have a choice.
Another notification appears on her terminal beneath the alert stating for all available magicians to report to the portal hub before nightfall.
Great. So it’s a nighttime mission as well?
I’m still not the greatest when it comes to shooting at night… sure the night vision scope helps, but it’s just not the same as shooting in the day for some reason.
“As a result of this change in schedule, you’re all free for the rest of the day until the mission,” Captain Nichols says with a frown before nodding towards us and declaring, “just make sure to report to the portal hub by 1800. If any of you are late, I’ll see you having extra early morning training the day after tomorrow.”
She then looks each of us in the eyes before declaring, “Dismissed,” performing an about-face, and leaving the room.
I glance at the others, each of whom is already talking about the mission, just to find Cyria still looking at me.
Yeah, she’s not going to be forgetting that. Not any time soon at least.
I wonder if it might be possible to get excused from this mission?
With that thought in mind, I quickly begin to make my way towards our suite with the others following behind me.
 

 
Or not.
I glare at the screen floating above the glowing terminal implanted in my hand.
You will participate in this mission.
“Not even bothering with niceties…” I mutter without taking my eyes off of it. However, it vanishes the instant Aidan opens the door to the room, along with the glow of the terminal in my hand.
I turn to look at him, just to find him giving me a worried stare.
Wait, could he have noticed it as we-
“I know you’re probably worried about returning to the Forgotten Pass again, what with that accident and all, but you have magic now. So don’t worry,” he quickly says almost as if in a rush, stunning me for a moment.
Oh. That’s right.
I almost forgot that mom fed him and his family an excuse that I got injured and frightened during the battle at the Forgotten Pass before running back home while bleeding. So he probably just thinks the place is traumatic for me or something.
Which in hindsight, it kind of is. So that’s not entirely wrong, I guess.
Although dad got a little mad at her for telling them in the first place before he had to convince Aidan’s family to keep quiet about it. After all, if the Council ever found out that someone was in the middle of a covered up reality warp then they would clearly track me down to find out if anything happened to my body.
Not really sure how he managed to convince them though. Not without giving away anything.
Regardless of the misunderstanding, I can’t help but smile at him as I say, “Thank you.”
At that moment, a slight shaking in my hands that I hadn’t even realized was there stops. And Aidan smiles at the sight of it.
“On that note,” Aidan begins, a slightly mischievous look growing on his face that makes me begin to feel suspicious, “let’s have some mint ice cream!”
My eyes widen and my jaw drops open as he pulls out a small tub of mint ice cream.
I quickly get up from the bed and grab it before opening it and asking, “How did you-”
He interrupts with a laugh and says, “Maria, of course!”
Right. It makes sense that she’d be able to get it.
My smile grows ever so slightly wider as I grab a spoon that he hands me and begin to dig into the ice cream.
As I’m doing that, I glance up at Aidan, just to notice the others hiding behind the partially opened door behind him, making me raise an eyebrow.
Guess they were all worried about me. Even if they didn’t all know exactly what was bothering me.
A slight feeling of warmth spreads through my chest at the thought.
I guess I really do have friends.
But also, why is the doctor so hell bent on sending me on this mission that he would give me a direct order to participate…?
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“Attention!” the Healer General shouts from a floating platform above the portal hub as he looks out over everyone. We’re all currently standing in a block formation in the center of the portal hub. And when I say that, I mean everyone. Including the higher officers, and even Anabel for some reason.
Makes me wonder if she was dragged into this because she happened to be here supervising us.
“Doctor Leodmir Archeron-” I flinch ever so slightly as the general says the doctor’s full name “-has opened a portal directly into the Forgotten Pass from the enemy’s side of the Warzone, giving them a direct path to our border with the Warzone. The purpose of our mission is to close that portal at any cost.”
An incredibly tense atmosphere radiates throughout the portal hub at his statement, drawing fear out of everyone here as everyone understands just what that means.
A Black Class Mission. An emergency that has to be completed at all costs, where any lives lost completing said mission are expendable as long as they achieve the goal.
It’s also the magicians and soldiers of the Republic’s worst nightmare to ever get sent on.
And my team is being sent on it as students… is this even legal?
I can’t help but wonder about that, but in the end it doesn’t matter what I think. Just what the Chairman and the council thinks.
Although I get the feeling there are several individuals on and off the council that are just as pissed by this mission and us being on it, such as Amelia’s mother and aunt, and the general who is currently staring pretty hard at his daughter with a frown on his face, who is standing right next to me.
After several seconds of silence, the general eventually clenches his fists and says, “Your individual officers will apprise you of your specific orders once we arrive. Now move out.”
“Yes sir!”
 

 
Not much later, I find myself gritting my teeth so hard I think I chipped a few of them multiple times before they healed themselves as we walk through the familiar mountain range not too far from my parents’ house. Which if what I heard a little while ago was correct, is probably just a pile of rubble at this point.
Thinking back on Captain Nichol’s orders, I can clearly tell that she doesn’t like this mission or our presence here anymore than we or the general do. At least, that’s if her orders are anything to judge by.
‘You are a scouting party, so do nothing more than scout. Find the location of the portal alongside the Class C magicians and their corps, and head straight back to report to the forward base before they make contact.’
Whether things will go well or not, I have my doubts. Very large doubts at that. But who knows. Maybe I might just be being paranoid.
I doubt it though. Not when the doctor explicitly ordered me to come here, and not when the doctor is behind this whole mission in the first place.
It’s obvious that it’ll be my last day in the military.
Where I’ll be going after that, I’m not sure, but that much is clear at least.
I glance at Aidan before pursing my lips, trying not to think about the location we’re at right now.
Should I tell him about my suspicions, including my powers? Or maybe just say goodbye?
We continue walking up the mountain for a little bit, and I spend most of that time pondering if I should say goodbye or not. However, right as I think I’m about to come to a decision on that topic, I realize where we’re going.
And it sends a shiver down my spine. Along with an urge to punch the doctor.
Please tell me he didn’t open a portal at that very same cliff that I was at when the accident happened…
We continue walking closer and closer to the cliff, making a cold sweat begin to drip down my body – which I honestly didn’t realize was possible – and stopping me from even thinking about talking to the others. Because I don’t think I’d be able to right now.
“Nathan?” I hear Aidan whisper incredibly quietly, catching my own and Cyria’s attention, “Are you okay?”
Before I can answer, the highest ranking officer of the group sends a message out to us all, stating for every sniper to go find a vantage point over the upcoming cliff.
I freeze for a second at that before stiffly replying with a ‘Roger that,’ and glancing at Aidan, just to point at my device’s screen which has him frowning.
‘Goodbye,’ I mouth to both him and Cyria, surprising them for a moment as I turn around and quickly make my way towards a particular tree that I remember being large and thick enough to work as a scouting post.
I vaguely hear both of them asking something from behind me, but I ignore it to continue forwards. Since I highly doubt I’ll be able to say anything back to them right now.
Ever since the accident, I’ve avoided the Forgotten Pass like the plague. Even if I’m technically immortal, the idea of being here just… it makes me feel like reality might warp again at any moment and do something much worse to my body than already has been done.
 

 
Back with the other members of Nathan’s group, after Nathan left
Aidan narrows his eyes at his rapidly retreating friend’s back.
“I feel…” he begins to mutter quietly, only for Cyria to finish with a frown, “like we should stop him?”
He glances at her in surprise before turning back to see Nathan vanishing from sight behind the trees.
“For some reason,” he says with a frown matching her own, “yes.”
Meanwhile, unbeknownst to the two or the others in their group, Anabel can be seen at the midway point of the Republic forces watching Nathan go with a frown of her own.
“Stay safe,” she mutters with a frown before adding in her thoughts, ‘he better not slack on his swordplay.’
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I can barely stop my hands from shaking thanks to habit after I’m fully set up on the large branch of a tree. But the sight of the cliff through the scope still has me taking in a cold breath of air. One that quickly leaves me as I also register the sight of an open portal and a few dozen magicians camped outside of it.
“Cadet Fox reporting in,” I mutter into the comms while examining the ranks and Classes of the magicians, “thirty-one magicians currently spotted outside of the portal with the minimum Classification being Class C, and the maximum being Class B. Awaiting further orders.”
Several seconds pass in silence as I keep watch on the magicians, using them as a way to keep my mind off of our current location before a response comes in on the comms.
“Hold your position until we advance, wherein you must retreat back to base,” I hear a voice that I wasn’t expecting respond. The same voice – that belonging to the commanding officer of our vanguard forces, Colonel Milson – continues a few seconds later, “the rest of the cadets are already falling back, but we need you to stay for a little longer.”
Before I can ask anything about why they’d want me – a Class E magician – to stay on the front lines while the other cadets have already left, the line goes dead, and I can’t get it to connect anymore.
“Shit,” I mutter, “this is the doctor’s doing, isn’t it?”
It only takes looking up above the magicians at the portal barely a minute later to get my confirmation thanks to the sight of an enormous portal opening above the mountains. Then, coming out of a second portal just beneath the first is the doctor with his usual expressionless face on display.
I quickly turn my attention back to the magicians at the cliff, just to find them all going on alert at the doctor’s appearance before turning again to look at the Republic forces to find them doing the same.
Guess no one was privy to the doctor’s actions beforehand.
The doctor is still wearing that very same black and white lab coat over his purple suit as he always is, but surprisingly, he doesn’t have the lab coat buttoned up this time. And that makes me realize just why it’s always buttoned up.
Because on the underside of the lab coat is some sort of portal.
Has he seriously been wearing some sort of magi-tech lab coat all this time?!
Suddenly, my comms beep again, reconnecting to the Republic forces as a voice comes through the line to all of the soldiers, “Doctor Leodmir Archeron, the only Class S space magician known to have ever existed, has appeared on the battlefield armed and ready for battle. It is highly recommended to retreat as quickly as possible if you value your lives.”
The connection then cuts off almost immediately after they finish speaking.
Do I recognize that voice…?
I pull my sniper rifle over my shoulder before beginning my climb down the tree while trying to remember where I recognize…
Oh. The Healer General.
Guess he isn’t in the doctor’s paybooks like the colonel is. Or maybe the colonel was just being threatened?
Either way. Same result.
“You’ve all interrupted my experiment,” I suddenly hear the doctor’s cold, emotionless voice echoing throughout the entire mountain range with so much impact that it knocks me down the rest of the way to the ground from the tree. “Take your punishment and be gone.”
Just a few seconds later, I hear explosions beginning to erupt from all around the mountain range. And when I look up, all I can see are purple flames for as far as the eye can see. Flames burning down the trees. Flames burning down the Class B and C magicians who can’t seem to do shit to stop it. And purple flaming rocks shooting down from the enormous portal above us in every direction.
Hmm. Well, shit.
How is he even making flames? I’m pretty sure a space magician shouldn’t be able to use fire.
Unless it’s somehow possible to do it by messing with space itself? These flames are purple after all, which is part of the color of spatial magic.
Then again, he could’ve just used space magic to grab some burning rocks from somewhere.
I look around my surroundings, just to find flames everywhere, cutting off any possible escape route I could use. Then I look up again and find a purple flaming rock shooting straight towards me.
Huh. Guess he’s going to act like he killed me after all.
I close my eyes in expectation of being teleported out any second now, but all I feel is the heat growing stronger and stronger as the rock continues shooting towards me. Eventually I open my eyes to find it almost here, and I still haven’t been teleported out yet.
Are you fucking kidding me? Is he really going to blast me with that rock?!
My answer comes quickly as it impacts the ground where I’m at and a pain worse than anything I’ve ever felt before flashes for an instant followed immediately after by everything going dark.
 

 
The sky, where the Leodmir is floating
The doctor emotionlessly watches the forest scattered across the mountain range burn along with most of the soldiers and magicians within it, only to glance off towards the West, where he senses an approaching Class S magician.
‘So that chairman brat is finally coming?’ Leodmir thinks to himself while putting his hands in his pockets. ‘Took him long enough.’
He then glances down at a particular crater, where nothing can be seen but charred ground and the remains of the purple meteor the doctor had tossed at Nathan.
‘That should get rid of his academy uniform,’ he thinks while watching tiny specks of blood begin to appear out of seemingly nowhere before joining together. This process continues for a few minutes, all of which the doctor is watching with more interest than he’s shown for the massacre he had just conducted. However, after a couple more minutes, he turns his head with a frown to the side and speeds over to meet with the approaching Class S magician so that he doesn’t discover Nathan.
 

 
The outer base located over a kilometer South of the Pass.
“The ID you are trying to contact no longer exists.”
The words echo through the small corner that Nathan’s team had taken for themselves after arriving at the base. But none of them are happy for having survived. Instead, they can all be seen staring off at the burning mountains with dread on their faces.
“No… he can’t be dead!” Amelia eventually shouts before trying to rush over there, only for Aidan to hold her back. Initially, she fights him; trying to get out of his arms to rush over to the mountains. But after a little time passes, she eventually gives up and collapses into his arms while crying.
Not even a second later, Aidan starts crying with her.
Meanwhile, Cyria can be seen staring off at the purple flames with an empty look in her eyes.
 

 
Nathan
It’s dark.
That’s the only thought I can really think of for I don’t know how long.
I can’t feel anything. I can’t see anything. I can’t even hear anything.
It’s almost as if I’m in some sort of void where I’m the only thing that exists.
That is, until the pain registers.
A mind numbing pain that has me wanting to scream. But I can’t scream for some reason.
The pain continues for what feels like an eternity before I finally regain my sight, followed soon after by my hearing and my other senses. And the first sight that greets me is that of a flaming forest from within a purple crater.
I find that I’m naked for some reas-
Oh. That’s right.
That fireball or rock or whatever probably incinerated my clothes along with me.
My eyes widen sluggishly as I think about my sword and rifle, only to close again at the realization that they’re probably gone.
I continue lying here for a few minutes before opening my eyes and attempting to get up.
It takes a lot of effort at first. Almost as if I were a newborn trying to move for the first time. Except with the muscles to do so.
But as soon as I finally manage to climb to my feet, I find a portal opening right beneath them.
“Shit,” I mutter a lot quieter than I had planned to as I find myself falling into the portal, just to reappear on the other end of it, still falling until I land on my butt on what seems to be dead grass. Before I can gather my bearings though, a bunch of stuff falls on my head after me. And when I look to see what it is, I find one set of clothing that looks like some sort of black outfit made of simple enchanted leather, what looks like an improved version of my sniper and my sword, and a map. One that looks rather worn down and is probably outdated.
But what catches my attention more is the groaning and clacking of something that I hear around me. That and the place that the map is a map of.
I raise my head to find myself in a meadow full of dead trees, grass, zombies, and skeletons.
“Are you fucking kidding me?” I mutter.
The doctor dumped me into the Kingdom of the Fallen.




Chapter 15

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-
Kingdom of the Fallen
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 9 | Day 9
Here I was thinking the bastard would take me somewhere to train me or experiment on me. What I wasn’t expecting was for him to just dump me in the most dangerous place in the world.
A kingdom abandoned by every nation after the only magician controlling the element of death – a Class S magician at that – self-destructed, turning it into a wasteland suited only for the undead.
I grit my teeth at the thought of living here for who knows how long before quickly climbing to my feet at the sight of two dozen zombies and skeletons all slowly lumbering their way towards me.
“Sure, just throw the immortal guy into the most dangerous place on Aria,” I mutter to myself with quite a bit of heat.
He didn’t even give me any food or water. Is he just expecting me to starve over and over again while here?
I mean, I can probably find water here without too much issue. Even if it’s likely gonna be tainted and will poison me with every sip before I heal again. But where am I going to find food?
Does he just expect me to eat the damned undead?!
The undead continue to approach me, but I just let them for several seconds before eventually raising my hands and making a large spell circle appear above me. I then channel a large amount of fire mana into it while scripting the spell with a grimace. Once I’m finished just about five seconds later, a large wave of heat erupts from the spell circle, followed shortly after by an explosion of flames that goes outwards away from my body to burn all of the undead without much trouble.
Too bad it leaves me panting on the ground thanks to using up the majority of my mana.
I glance at my mana arcs, just to find them quickly repairing themselves from my over draining.
Okay, I’ve only been here for like a minute or two and I would already be dead without my immortality… I’m honestly not sure if that’s a testament to how weak I am, or how crazy the doctor is. Either way though…
I look around at the ashes left over from the undead before looking at my clothes and weapons, which my fire managed to avoid despite the spell being massively and dangerously overloaded. Which is something the instructors told us to never do if we didn’t wanna self-destruct like a certain death magician did on this very same continent.
Although I guess I don’t really blame him for doing that. Even if the half a dozen Class S magicians who were trying to kill him were doing it with good reason.
Putting those thoughts aside for the moment, I begin putting on the black outfit that the doctor tossed in after me. I then go ahead and check out the weapons to make sure they’ll work for me before looking up again at the sound of more zombies slowly entering the meadow from a creepy forest made out of dead trees not too far away.
Seriously? I’m almost out of mana…
This is going to be a pain.
Good thing the zombies are slow though.
I look down at my outfit, which now that I’m wearing it and getting a closer feel of it, looks like it’s actually a combination of enchanted leather and Kevlar. The leather was obviously used because the enchantments on it were biolocked – which means that they can only be placed on something that is or used to be biological in manner – and its covering my torso area. Meanwhile the Kevlar part of the armor around my limbs and any part that requires more mobility.
The entire outfit is black, and honestly looks kind of cool. But now’s not really the time to admire the armor.
I reach into the pockets just in case he left something in there, only for a smile to cross my face as I feel some sort of metal device. But the smile fades away again once I bring it out to find a simple remote.
“The hell?” I mutter while turning it from side to side.
The remote is also black in color with some obvious magi-tech embedded inside of it. It has glowing veins of deep purple running around it before connecting on a large red button in the center of the remote.
Hmm. Interesting.
And because the first thing to do when you get a button is to push it, I do just that.
After all, I’m immortal. What could go… wrong…
My thoughts trail off as I find a spell circle appearing above the remote that then begins to drain my mana before opening a spatial portal to the plane of fire right in front of me that has me gaping in shock.
So… he gave me a storage item?
I blink a few times before glancing at the undead still walking towards me.
Huh.
Okay, maybe losing my… well… everything I had on my person wasn’t so bad after all. Not if I get this in return.
The pain still wasn’t worth it though.
Anyways, I toss the sniper rifle case into the spatial storage along with the map before pressing the button again to close the storage while drawing my new sword from its shiny black and red sheath. This sword – unlike my last one which was pure silver for the blade – actually has streaks of what look like tiny red veins running through the silver metal, signifying that it’s clearly enchanted for a fire magician.
And if the sword is this nice, then the rifle probably is much better than my old one as well.
I strap the sheath into my new belt before turning to the undead and raising the blade.
The sword will be a lot more effective against undead at this close a range than a rifle, so…
Time to put that required class back in high school about the undead to good use.
Never really thought I’d ever do that in my life though.




Chapter 16

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-
Hunger and Meeting
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 9 | Day 9
I glare at the zombie and skeleton corpses in various states of disarray before taking my stuff and walking towards the opposite direction of the creepy forest. Because it’s pretty damn obvious there isn’t any water there, at least if those dead trees are anything to go by.
Then again, I could be wrong. But the undead also seemed to have come from it, so that’s not a good sign either.
As I’m walking, I take a moment to glance at the remote in my pocket. The device is probably the only magi-tech device that I’ve ever seen blatantly show the exact program used in the spell it activates. Which is obviously for me to study to make my own spell from it.
I look up again without stopping in my trek across the dead meadow.
It would be nice if I could just straight up copy the entire spell to use, but it wouldn’t work since that’s a spell used by a device and not a human. So all I can really take from it is the base design and the coordinates that I’ll need for the spatial storage.
Time begins to pass as I walk with only the rare few undead showing up to die on the end of my sword, but I still don’t find anything. Outside of the dead forest that seems to be running along the edge of the entire seemingly endless meadow and is where all of the undead appear to be coming from.
Eventually, I feel discomfort begin to grow in my body from hunger and thirst. One that repeatedly goes away before appearing again, making it even more disconcerting.
I grimace at the feeling but attempt to ignore it for as long as possible. But eventually, I just give up on walking across the meadow after not finding a single thing for hours.
Just how damn large is this meadow?!
I look out over the dead meadow – which looks even creepier since it’s almost midnight right now – before glancing at the dead forest.
Well, I don’t know if I’d be able to get any sleep while feeling this discomfort, so I might as well try the forest. It’s not like I really need any sleep anyways.
And who knows. Maybe there is food and water in there?
 

 
The Arcane Council Chambers
Year 2849 | Month 9 | Day 10
An intense silence fills the chamber as what was once ten individuals lining the seats of the council now only have eight seats filled, with both Blake Winters and Victor Umbra having abandoned them for their family’s Class S magicians despite Umbra’s original support of going after them. Now, the Class S anti-magic magician can be seen glaring at the two empty chairs while deep in thought.
After several minutes of silence pass, he eventually begins rather slowly, “We have to do something about the doctor.”
Lilith Marshall and Alexis Luna both just glare at the man, clearly unhappy with what happened to Amelia and her team after having been forced to join the hellhole of a battle. Meanwhile Lucas begins to open his mouth, but is cut off before he can say anything by Marcus Ashford as he says, “And how are we supposed to do that? Unless you know how to capture a space magician?”
“One that doesn’t include putting my daughter in danger or sacrificing her best friend again,” Lilith says, still glaring at the Chairman without letting up in the slightest.
Marcus glances at her with a frown before closing his eyes and thinking, ‘Right. Leo’s student was killed in that battle.’ He then opens his eyes again and joins the two women in their glaring at the Chairman.
“On that note,” Marcus adds, “did you know that interns were stationed at the base when you gave the order for every able body to join the battle?”
Artorius glances at Marcus and narrows his eyes at the man’s tone before shaking his head and stating, “No. I did not.”
The current head of the Ashford family opens his mouth to retort, but Artorius continues while glaring at the screen in the center of the room, “In fact, I rather explicitly stated for none of the interns to be sent to the main base on the Grand Warzone. But it would appear someone interfered with my orders before they could arrive.”
This revelation sends shock reeling through all of the gathered council members.
“Then… who interfered with it?” Alexander Griffin mutters, only to add, “Was it the doctor? But why?”
“Why else but to get rid of our future generation?” Artorius growls out with a frown before glancing at Marcus and raising a brow as he asks, “Though I’m a little surprised you were the one to bring up the interns. I would’ve expected you to disregard them entirely.”
Marcus doesn’t appear fazed by this. But Alexis answers the Chairman’s question in his place, “I think that’s likely because his son’s apprentice was one of the casualties in the disaster.”
A grimace makes its way on Marcus’s face at this.
“Oh?” Artorius prods while raising his brow even further.
After a few seconds, Marcus answers, “From what I’ve been led to believe, the boy – Nathan Fox – was talented at creating and working with new spells. And my own son worked on a spell that used the boy’s own genetic disease to heal him from most wounds in an instant.”
Artorius leans forward in his seat slightly at that.
“The boy was my daughter’s best friend all throughout middle school and high school,” Lilith adds with another glare sent towards Artorius.
The man simply ignores it as Alexis looks at Marcus and adds, “He’d built up a bit of a reputation at the academy thanks to that spell. Although I didn’t know how it worked. What genetic disease did he have?”
Marcus glances at her with an indifferent look but answers anyways, “The disease is so rare that it hasn’t been designated a name yet, but it basically slows down a person’s aging.”
This surprises most of the people in the room before they all glance at each other.
‘That’s right…’ Lilith thinks to herself while furrowing her brows, ‘I do remember Amelia mentioning that he had that back when they were in middle school.’
The other council members begin muttering amongst each other, startled by the fact that the first magician to have been found with the disease also died before he could grow as a magician.
“It’s unfortunate,” Artorius says before standing up from his seat and walking over to the map of the Barren Pass, where the Class S magicians are currently known to be, “but we have bigger issues to deal with at the moment.”
Everyone except Lilith, Alexis, and Marcus nod their heads in agreement with him, but the man continues speaking despite their obvious discontent.




Chapter 17

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-
Dead Tree
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 9 | Day 10
Well… I guess I had already assumed that the water would be contaminated, but this…
I grimace while staring at the dark colored water releasing a black miasma. A miasma that’s clearly seeping into the surrounding trees and fauna.
Okay, now the question is whether it’s more comfortable to drink this slop or to go without water.
With just a single second of hesitation, I kneel down in front of the water and cup it with my hands. Only to immediately yank my hands out again as my hands themselves begin to blacken from the miasma.
Yeah, I guess that’s to be expected.
I wince for a second at the numbing chill spreading through my hands before watching it slowly fade away and turn back to normal.
Yep. Guess I’m going to be going without water for a while. And probably food too, considering how everything I’ve seen so far is undead.
I climb back up to my feet and turn to look through the forest at the sound of another groaning zombie. My hand instinctively reaches for my sword’s handle before I draw it out and begin walking over towards it.
These undead are getting annoying.
With a sigh of self-pity, I swing my sword and decapitate the zombie, sending its head flying into the miasma-infested pond next to me. It lands in it with a loud splash before sinking beneath the surface as the rest of the zombie’s body falls to the ground.
“This better not be my life for the foreseeable years…” I mutter to myself while sheathing my sword and bringing out the terminal in my hand to continue my work on my anti-light spell. The one I’ve been working on for a while to counter light magic.
Although it might be better to just leave that on the backburner for later since I doubt there will be any light magic users anywhere near here. But at the same time, I feel as if I’m about to finish it. So I’ll be able to move on to a more offensive spell after it.
I frown at the script running through my terminal as I walk through the forest.
The spell itself works by trapping a large flame in a barrier and constantly feeding it oxygen at an incredibly fast pace, to the point that a small vortex of space manifests around the barrier where the oxygen is being dragged in. The flame will continue to burn at an incredibly fast pace – much faster than should be naturally possible – to create as much soot as possible, which is then compressed further to make a bomb that can be used to smother light magic. And right now, the only part of the spell that still needs some work is the part that boosts the spell over to the target.
I continue typing away at it before glancing up at the sound of another groan and drawing my sword.
It would be nice if these zombies would leave me alone though.
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 9 | Day 12
A couple of days pass with little to no change in this seemingly endless forest. Over this time, I end up settling into a pattern of spending sixteen hours walking and scripting for my spell, another six hours focusing purely on training my mana arcs, and the last two hours sleeping. And while this isn’t exactly a comfortable life, what with almost always being awake for days, my immortality makes it doable without any real issues. Outside of feeling mentally exhausted while not being mentally exhausted. Which feels weird.
From what I understand though, mental stress and exhaustion is built up from chemicals released in your brain. So all I’m feeling is extreme boredom and irritation with only a small amount of stress that clears away just as quickly as it comes.
Now though, I find myself staring at something rather bizarre.
I blink twice to make sure I’m not seeing things.
Is there really an enormous dead tree standing here? With a door at its base?
Because that’s not normal.
The tree must be at least a hundred meters in height, but somehow I never saw it until it was right in front of me. Which probably equates to some sort of magical hocus pocus.
I look around the tree for a few moments, just circling it before eventually stopping in front of the door made of equally dead wood.
Hmm. So this is not normal, but it seems interesting.
I grab the doorknob and open the door, revealing a large, open room similar to that of the entry hall of the dormitory back at the academy. Except made out of dead wood with miasma filling the hall. And with a lot more floors.
Looking around the building which really does not look like the inside of a dead tree, I realize that the miasma seems to be coming from one particular hallway in the tree. And before I can go to investigate it, I hear a tiny voice whispering along with the miasma that’s currently stinging me with a sharp and cold pain practically everywhere on my body as I walk.
“Come….” “Come to me…” “Follow the flow…”
My eyes narrow at the voice, but I shrug and follow it anyways.
This might be interesting. Certainly more interesting than wandering around in a dead forest for days on end.
With that thought in my mind justifying my probably stupid actions, I walk down the dead hall, following the miasma towards its source. Which ends up leading me to another door made of dead wood.
I open the door to reveal what looks like a large glass cage in the center of an even larger room. And inside of the cage is some sort of skeleton with black and purple flames burning in its eye sockets as it stands in the middle of ashes without any clothes on.
“Huh,” I mutter out loud as I meet the skeleton’s eyes. “Hello there.”
The flames in the skeleton’s eye sockets grow slightly, as if it were surprised by my greeting.
This’ll definitely be interesting.




Chapter 18

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-
Robbing a Skeleton
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 9 | Day 12
Silence fills the room for several seconds as I examine the cage holding the undead creature. Its walls are completely made of a strange glass with some sort of glowing green energy coating it that reaches all the way to the ceiling, and it’s standing on some sort of gray base. Meanwhile, on the side of the cage facing me is a series of ten keyholes that almost make me pity whatever is locked inside.
Eventually the creature responds to me, “Greetings, young one.”
I raise an eyebrow at that as I walk around the room, just taking in the oddities of it. Most particularly the desks, various other normal cages that are empty, and a few lab tables and vials scattered around the place making it look like some sort of lab.
Honestly makes me wonder if this guy got trapped in a cage within his own laboratory or something.
When I glance back at the creature, I find it somehow looking at me incredulously despite not having any facial expressions.
Just how did it manage that?
“How you still live despite passing through the forest of miasma and its illusion outside of this tree aside, you don’t seem to be afraid of me,” the being says, seemingly unsure of how to take me.
Well, it’s kind of hard to die as an- wait a second, did he just say illusion?
“You mean there’s an illusion outside?” I ask, finally stopping in my walk around the cage.
Because that would certainly explain why it took me two days of walking to find anything.
The skeleton just stares at me for several seconds in what I can only assume is judgment before eventually asking, “How did you arrive here?”
That’s an easy question to answer. Also, I feel like I’m more carefree now… is it because I’m on a continent that’s already been abandoned by most of human society?
Yeah, that’s probably it.
Also the fact that this dude is obviously sealed away and can’t do anything to me.
“I walked,” I answer him before going back to walking around the room.
“Seriou- you know what? Nevermind.” The creature says, having given up on asking me that particular question most likely. “What do you say about helping me get out of here? I would reward you well.”
Without looking back at the creature and instead looking closer at the things inside of the odd vials, I answer, “That depends. Who are you and why are you sealed inside of a glass cage that’s most likely infused with life mana?”
Because life mana is the only thing I can think of that would seal away whatever undead creature he is. At least if the miasma around here and releasing from him himself is anything to go by.
The creature doesn’t say anything for a few seconds before answering, “You know, if I wanted to, I could ki-”
I cut him off, “You could kill me right now blah blah blah, which would in turn end up trapping you here likely for eternity considering how old all of this stuff is. And then where would you be?” After finishing saying that, I put down the vial I had picked up before wiping the dust and cobwebs it had on it onto my pants leg and looking at the skeleton again while tilting my head ever so slightly as I finish, “So please answer my questions. Otherwise, I’m leaving.”
The skeleton’s jawbone literally drops open in a comical display of its shock, but I keep my face completely neutral as it gathers itself back up again.
I said that, but I’m not actually sure how powerful this thing is. Considering that it was locked up for what must have been a long time though, it’s probably strong.
As if answering my question, a wave of miasma pierces through the life mana on the cage to fill the room, making my flesh begin to melt off a little bit just for it to be forced back into the cage again by another surge of life mana from the cage itself. I then wait a second for my flesh to heal back up – happy that miasma only affects biological matter and not my clothes – to ask, “Are you done? Or will I be leaving now?”
The skeleton just stares at me with its bony body frozen in shock.
I give it a few seconds that quickly turns into minutes before sighing and going around to collect the vials. Because who knows? One of the things inside of them might be useful someday. Even if not for me.
It surprisingly takes until I’m just about done dumping them all carefully into my new spatial storage before the skeleton speaks again.
“Seeing as you’re clearly not normal, I will allow you to hear of my story.” I barely stop myself from scoffing at the skeleton’s clear arrogance that makes me wonder if it’s the same with all intelligent undead or just this one. “My name is Adalwolf Giese.”
I continue stuffing the last vials carefully into the storage before closing it up and glancing at the skeleton, who I find staring at me in silence.
“That was a short story,” I tell it before waving and beginning to make my way out of the room since it’s not talking anymore, “Have a nice day!”
“WAIT!” the skeleton shouts, his voice reverberating throughout the tree.
I stop at the entrance to the room before turning back around with an eyebrow raised as I ask, “What is it now? You stopped talking so I just assumed you were done.”
Although in reality he probably assumed that I would recognize his name or some stupid-
“Did you not hear me? My name is Adalwolf Giese!!” he repeats, making me want to roll my eyes. But I hold myself back. After all, it would be- “The only death magician in existence and the absolute ruler of the Kingdom of Giese!”
This time my mouth parts open in surprise, only to close again.
The previous name of the Kingdom of the Fallen – before it, well, fell – was the Kingdom of Giese. And the ruler was the death magician who blew themselves up. Although the man’s name was somehow lost to the ages, everyone kind of assumes that the higher Class magicians might just be hiding it.
But…
“You’re supposed to be dead,” I state in a bland tone before giving his skeletal and obviously ‘dead’ body a once over and repeating myself, “dead dead.”
The skeleton’s flames flicker out before reappearing, as if it had just blinked. It then asks, “Excuse me? How could anyone possibly kill a death magician? It’s just not feasibly possible.”
Now it’s my turn to blink in question at that.
“Whenever a death magician dies, the death mana within their body is used instead to keep them alive. And as long as they manage to stay in a place full of miasma and train their mana arcs, they will be able to exist for eternity,” he explains after seeing my confusion, before adding, “which is exactly what happened to me once those damned Class S’s teamed up against me. They then sealed my corpse away in this cramped cage for eternity. In my own damned laboratory!”
Huh. So I guessed right earlier.
He was sealed in his own lab.
Well, that’s a pity. But considering the amount of atrocities that the king of Giese committed before being taken down, he probably deserved it.
“Interesting story,” I tell him with a nod, which somehow seems to make the skeleton perk up a little. But he lets out a stutter of shock after hearing my next words, “Well, Imma leave now. Have fun in there!”
I then turn around to leave the lab with my loot on hand.
So it was a good idea to follow the creepy whispering after all.




Chapter 19
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Star Trainer Device
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 9 | Day 12
I completely ignore the screaming skeleton behind me, along with the repeated flares of miasma that come out from the direction of his cage before slowing to make my way down the hall.
Maybe there might be some other stuff here to steal?
Actually, this could make a decent home to live in. I wouldn’t have to deal with the annoying undead constantly bothering me outside, and I could train my mana arcs in peace.
The only problem would be that it’d be boring as hell. And I’d still have no food or water.
So I would be starving and dehydrated all the time. Which would be unpleasant.
Then again, who knows? Maybe one of those things I stole might help with that. Most of the vials didn’t have any labels telling me what the contents were – or rather the labels they did have were too worn to read – but there were a couple that I kept in my pocket that did.
At that thought, I bring both of them out. One has a faint green glow, while the other has a black one. Neither of which looking very safe to consume.
But the labels on them make them sound important, so I kept them.
The one with the green glow has a label saying ‘Mutagen’ on it. Which sounds interesting, although I doubt it’ll do much for me.
The main reason I kept it was honestly the tiny hints of magic I sense in it. Several different elements of mana to be exact. Space, poison, time, death, and one other I don’t recognize.
I do make sure to hold it carefully though, mostly to not lose whatever is in it but also to make sure it doesn’t get on me. After all, who knows? It has both space and time mana in it. So it could possibly affect me.
After spending a few minutes just looking at and studying the mana within the green vial, I open my spatial storage again and gently set it down inside before focusing on the black vial. This one is labeled as simply as possible.
Death.
And the thing is literally just chock full of a bunch of death mana.
Doesn’t sound healthy, but it might be a nice weapon to throw at someone if needed. Although I doubt the one I’d be throwing it at would feel the same.
Anyways, I put that in there as well while still walking through the hallway until I end up at the stairs and begin climbing up them to the second floor.
I do hope that there’s some water or at least food in here somewhere. Preferably not poisoned or tainted at that.
 

 
Nathan
Okay, so I guess food and water was a bit too much to ask. But at least I got this.
I can’t help but stare at the odd star shaped dial on the floor. It looks just like what I remember from the textbooks in class, so I’m pretty sure it’s what I’m thinking of.
Which means that my mana arc training should be easier from now on and take a tad bit less time. So that’s a plus at least.
But food and water would still be nice.
I look back out the door of the room through the hall, still ignoring the whispered swear words entering in my ear from the skeleton downstairs, before closing the door and entering the star. And almost immediately, I feel all of the mana arcs in my body that are currently trainable being strained from the warping of mana within the star itself.
This little device should drastically increase the speed of my training, since I don’t need to use any of my current arcs to train the other arcs, making me able to train them all at once. The only issue with that is that it’ll make me unable to use any of my mana while they develop after splitting, since all of my arcs will be newly split ones at that point. Unless they don’t split at the same time that is.
A grimace paints itself onto my face at the uncomfortable feeling spreading through my body from the star, but I just lie down and fall asleep under the strain anyways.
The last thing I hear before everything goes dark is the skeleton whispering, “You will free me one day.”
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 9 | Day 16
Over the course of the next few days, all of my mana arcs split, leaving me with twice as many arcs as I had prior to leaving the academy for the internship. With twenty of them, making me honestly rather happy to have been left here.
Or I would be happy if I could get rid of this nagging hunger and thirst. But I guess I can’t ask for benefits with no pain or discomfort.
Speaking of discomfort, that star is much worse than starving and dehydrating myself, regardless of its benefits. And the skeleton’s whispers don’t help.
I wonder if it would be possible to make my annoying roommate shut up?
“You’re wondering about how to shut me up again, aren’t you?” said roommate suddenly whispers to me, distracting me from my own distraction away from the spell I was trying to create. It’s only been a few days of living with the thing, and I’ve mostly gotten used to it speaking to me at random.
Fortunately it stopped trying to threaten me into releasing it after the first two nights, but then it just started trying to spark conversations or just plain mocking me from time to time. Which really doesn’t sound like something one should do to their only possible benefactor.
Not that I’m ever gonna let the annoying thing out.
Anyways, I did manage to find a couple of other things spread out throughout the dead tree, but not all that much that I can use. The most useful things – outside of the star trainer device and the vials of unknown stuff – were the spell scripts and research written out. And even those weren’t too useful, since they’re all for death mana and not for fire.
But there are a few things I can glean from them, so I took them and stored them in my storage, nonetheless.
“If you were to let me out, then I’d teach you how to improve that spell of yours,” the skeleton says, returning to his ‘complimentary’ mode, where he tries to butter me up with rewards and stuff to let him out.
The skeleton really does have several screws loose if it thinks it’s little whirlpool of different moods and ways to treat me will accomplish anything.
I continue to ignore the thing while narrowing my eyes at a particular section of the script on my terminal.
Huh. Not sure how I missed that.
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I can’t help but break out into a wide grin as my latest spell finally works. This one is a fragmented fireball. It flies out before exploding a certain distance determined by a variable in the script that I can change with ease on every use, where it turns into five more fireballs that go out at angles which are also determined by a separate variable.
“So you finally figured out the simple spell, did you?” a certain skeletal roommate’s whispered voice echoes into my head. “You’ve been here for 34 days already, and you’ve only been able to script three spells in this time?”
Just like always, I ignore the bonehead to focus on my terminal. Over this time, I’ve spent most of my time training my mana arcs with the device or scripting new spells, but I also spent a decent chunk of time working on breaking into the terminal’s systems. But I haven’t had that much luck so far, outside of cracking the encryption on a couple of documents that were on it that I’m pretty sure the doctor wanted me to decrypt.
“If you keep ignoring me, then you’ll never find out what those vials do,” the skeleton whispers temptingly in my ear, raising my interest. So I lift my head from my terminal before looking off in the direction of the skeleton’s lab a few floors below me.
“Tell me what the mutagen does, and I’ll stop ignoring you,” I ask him, not really expecting him to answer. But to my surprise, he actually responds with, “Come to my lab and I’ll tell you.”
I stare at the floor for a few seconds before deciding why not and getting up.
It can’t hurt to take a bit of time to rest my mind.
 

 
“What am I looking at?” I mutter after reaching the lab to find the skeleton lying face first on the ground in the middle of the ashes, which I can’t help but assume is his own.
Is he still aliv- err, undead? Okay, I’m not sure what term to use. But is he still there?
“Don’t mind this great one,” the skeleton says without getting up from the floor. “As promised, this one shall now tell you what the great Mutagen does.”
I blink twice in confusion.
Is he going to keep referring to himself with such arrogance and superiority while lying face down on the ground? Because that’s not a very… nevermind. He’s gonna answer my question, so I shouldn’t judge him right now.
I can leave that till after he answers.
“That substance was created in my lab with the help of two other Class S magicians, one of which was a poison magician and the other a space magician who are now both long dead,” the skeleton begins, surprising me a little by the revelation of another space magician besides the doctor. Even if this one is apparently dead now. “The poison magician and I both used our own mana in its creation, while the space magician opened a rift to the plane of time to draw out time mana from it and merged it with their own spatial mana.”
Interesting. Whatever it does, it must have a strong effect on whatever drinks it.
“We made three different vials of the mutagen, but we weren’t able to nail down any exact effects of it,” he continues.
“Why not?” I ask with a frown while walking up to the cage before kneeling down.
A few seconds pass, following which the skeleton begins to float into the air. He then answers, “We tested two of the vials. The first failure of the two tests of them turned a human into some sort of half human half serpent incomplete shapeshifting monster. They had two forms that they could shift between and gained strength far beyond a regular human being without using mana to enhance their bodies.”
My brows furrow in confusion.
If they gained so much strength, then why was it a failure?
“I’m sure your tiny little mind is wondering why that would be considered a failure,” the skeleton says rather condescendingly, making my eye twitch with irritation while rotating its body to land on its feet in an eerily slow manner. “The test subject would randomly shift back and forth between the forms, and neither form was purely human. One of them was fully serpent, while the other had a combination of several claws, a tail, and scales coating random parts of their body with no real balance to the human and serpent parts. But the final part of the failure was that it made their body age faster and require the flesh of the living to sustain itself.”
Oh. Yeah, that would be a pretty big failure.
“And the other test subject?” I ask, not really sure if I want to know the answer considering how poorly the first one worked out.
By now the skeleton is standing in the center of the ashes again while staring at me with the flames in its eye sockets.
“That one had a completely different reaction to it. The test subject – also a human – turned fully into a beast. They transformed into an enormous bear, spanning over three meters in height, but lost all of their intelligence in the process,” the creature explains, and I can damn near hear the frown in its voice despite it not having a face to frown with. “We ended up coming to the conclusion that since none of us can actually direct the time mana used in the concoction, we can’t control what it does. So we had to stop using the time mana entirely.”
I frown at that before looking down and crossing my arms.
So the mutagen has no set effect, outside of it having something to do with transforming the consumer into a beast in some way. Which means it’s not something I ever want to try.
Not that I’d planned on it to begin with.
Especially since I don’t know what it might do-
My thoughts are cut off as the skeleton’s eyes flare slightly and it says, “But with that spatial and time mana within your body, who knows what it would do to you?” in a not-so-friendly sounding tone.
Uh, that doesn’t sound nice. So, I’m gonna leave now.
“Thanks for the info,” I tell him before immediately turning around and leaving. I’m not too surprised that he knew about the time and space mana in my body, considering that he is a S Class magician despite him being locked up.
Surprisingly, the skeleton stays silent as I leave. Which is a first.
But he’s still locked up, so it’s time to go start scripting a new spell.
Also, I know there's another element in that mutagen besides those four, and he didn't mention that. So it makes me wonder why? And what is it?
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I grimace after taking a shot with my sniper rifle at a distant zombie. Sure, the shot hit it, but I missed its head despite it being only a couple hundred meters away. And that’s not something I would’ve missed just a month ago…
Damn it. I really should’ve kept practicing my shooting instead of focusing entirely on my magic.
I change my aim at the sight of the zombie rushing in this direction with an arm missing before shooting again and taking it directly in the forehead.
At least I put in time to work on my swordplay over the last month. So there’s that.
But it was kind of hard to get the time to work on my shooting considering how focused I was on training my mana arcs – which have reached a total of thirty now, which is the same amount as a Class D magician even if I don’t qualify spell-wise yet – and how I’d have had to leave the tree to go train my rifle instead of just running drills in the tree for my swordplay.
Either way though, Leo would kill me if he knew.
Which makes me wonder. Will I ever see him again?
Because I’m starting to wonder how long I’m gonna be starving myself out here in this dead forest.
My thoughts trail off as I find another zombie to shoot at.
 

 
The instant I step into the tree tower again, the voice of the ever annoying skeleton enters my ears, “Welcome back, child. Did you have a pleasant time with my children?”
My eyebrow twitches in irritation at his insistence on calling me child. It started ever since he told me the story about the mutagen a few days ago, and he hasn’t let up since. As if he’s mocking me or something.
Despite my clear irritation with him, I humor him by answering, “Yes. Shot several of them to catch up on my shooting skills.”
Which reminds me. I still need to figure out what the hell is up with this rifle. Unlike my original rifle, this one has a gem located on the magazine – which I’ve learned creates bullets from my mana after converting the mana to metal mana and forging the bullets – along with a gem that I can’t figure out the purpose for on the side of the rifle, one on the very end of it which extends the barrel, and another one I can’t figure out the purpose for on the other side of the rifle from the first one I couldn’t figure out.
Both of the ones I can’t figure out are blue and purple in color though, so I get the feeling they might only take in space mana or something. Which means they’re useless towards me.
Unless I somehow figure out a way to make use of the space mana being generated in my body, which I highly doubt will happen. At least not until I can manipulate mana directly.
“Wonderful!” the so-called-king responds with a jubilant attitude clear in his voice, which I could’ve sworn wasn’t this clear the first time I spoke to him. But maybe I’m just imagining things. I have been constantly pushing myself without any food or water for over a month, and even if my body doesn’t care, my mind does. “Now, head down to my lab and this one will continue your lesson on encryption. We’ll then move on to the security basics of the hardware behind the terminal.”
I just nod my head at that and immediately begin making my way towards the source of the miasma.
The entire reason I started humoring him. Because I can’t stand the idea that I’m being tracked and watched by the doctor. And who else to teach me how to deal with the terminal in my hand but a Class S magician?
As for the documents the doctor left in the files I managed to decrypt? Those were details on some Tier 2 and Tier 3 spells, such as a couple of basic spells for beginners working on those Tiers and instructions on how to start designing my own.
“Come on. I don’t have all day,” the skeleton suddenly says, for some reason trying to rush me into coming faster with a crappy excuse.
Excuse me, but you do have all day. Considering that you’re locked in a glass prison.
It takes me a couple of minutes to navigate the halls to his lab again before I come in to find him floating in the middle of the cage again. But I ignore that to walk over to the cage and sit down while activating my terminal, bringing the flaming screen above my open palm.
“On another note, young one,” the skeleton continues while floating around in a circle in the cage like a child himself, “would you like me to help you with those Tier 2 spells you’ve been working on for the past couple of days?”
My head jerks upwards to meet his flaming gaze as I blurt out, “How did you know-” only to cut off again as I force my mouth shut.
I never worked on those spells inside of this lab. So how does he know about them?
I know the guy can sense me wherever I am in the tower somehow, but is he also able to tell what exactly I’m doing at any time? Because that might just be as bad if not worse as the doctor’s constant gaze.
After several seconds of silence, with the only noise being that of the crackling flames in the death magician’s eyes, I eventually answer, “Yes. I would.”
The skeleton’s creepy laugh echoes through the lab for a few seconds before he says, “Then I will do that after this lesson.” He then immediately dips into the lesson we stopped in the middle of earlier about encryption.
I can’t help but feel tense whenever I’m learning from him, or even in the same room as him though. Because for some reason, I can’t help but feel as if he sees me as a test subject. Particularly for that mutagen of his.
In fact, I have to reassure myself multiple times every time I come into this lab just to feel safe doing so. To the point that if he wasn’t helping me so much, and if this place didn’t have that damned immovable star diagram, then I’d have left long ago to stay away from the crazy magician.
But the benefits are too much to pass up. So here I am.
I spend the next few hours or so listening to the skeleton’s lectures before something about the cage stands out to me.
Is it just me, or is the life mana in that cage at a lesser concentration than it was the last time I looked?
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Immediately after I notice it, I casually turn my gaze back to the skeleton as he continues his explanation of different methods to attack symmetric key encryption, “Another possible method of attack would be to use a brute force method, which would try all possible keys until you end up getting an intelligible translation from the encrypted file in plaintext.”
I nod my head while continuing the notes I’ve been writing in my terminal, still not showing any indications of having noticed the change in the cage as I do so.
If I’m right about the cage’s life mana decreasing, then the death magician must be doing something to break out of the cage. But if that’s the case, then why didn’t he do it before I got here? Because at the rate it’s decreasing, it would’ve had to… wait a second…
My eyes widen slightly as I come to a realization.
The star diagram. It should have an energy source somewhere in the tower, but I’ve just been using it without paying attention to what source that might be.
How would it be drawing from the cage though? Or more accurately, why would it be drawing from the cage? I highly doubt the people who designed this place had the cage in mind as a power source for when they designed… oh.
The skeleton was the one who owned this tower, so it’s possible he designed it. Which also means it’s possible for him to change it and other things in this tower. And considering how he used that miasma blast on me the first time I came here, he might just be able to do that even from within the cage.
“That’s enough for today,” I’m interrupted from my thoughts by the skeleton who I quickly find lowering to the ground again before waving his bony hand at me in a shooing motion.
Seriously? That’s rude.
I get up from the floor while closing out my notes before walking out of the room, in the direction of the star diagram.
Time to see if I can’t change the source of power for it.
 

 
After staring at the dial for several minutes, I find that I have no idea how to mess with it at all. No way to change its source, no way to even find out how to mess with its script.
It’s rather annoying.
I narrow my eyes on the machine before glancing back in the direction of the lab.
Despite having lost a lot of life mana, the cage should still have around 70% of the capacity it had when I first arrived. Which was over a month ago, so I should be able to continue safely using it for a while without even getting close to freeing him.
But am I willing to risk it to get stronger faster?
I alternate my gaze between the lab and the diagram for several seconds before nodding my head.
Yes, I am.
Once the cage reaches about 30% capacity, I’ll go ahead and take the diagram with me to leave this cursed forest. Assuming I can find the way out.
With that thought in mind, I begin heading back to my room, just to realize something.
He said he would help me with my Tier 2 spells after the lecture, but didn’t say anything about it when the time came…
A hint of fear radiates at the back of my mind before I turn around to head back to the training room again, just for a large wave of miasma to spread throughout the hallway towards me, shaking the building in the process. Then a very familiar voice echoes in my ear, “You thought I wouldn’t notice?”
Oh shit.
I break into a sprint, entering the training room and closing the door again right before the wave reaches me. A loud slamming noise echoes from the door after that, likely from the miasma, and I quickly rush over to the diagram.
I’m taking this with me. Even if I can’t use it without figuring out how to change its power source, I’ll at least be able to study it.
“A door won’t help you, child,” the skeleton’s voice resonates throughout the room despite the lack of miasma in here as I stuff the star-shaped dial into my spatial storage. But right before I manage to close the storage, a bolt of miasma shoots straight through the door, past me, and into it where it engulfs the mutagen and yanks it back into the fog of miasma.
Seriously?!
I bolt for the other side of the room where the other door is located before slamming it open and rushing down the hall towards the main entrance area, and more importantly, the stairs. Just seconds later though, I hear the door exploding behind my back as the wave of miasma follows me.
Well, this isn’t good.
Imagine making it out of Arcadia to train on my own without being captured and experimented on just to be captured and experimented on by a long-thought-dead bag of bones.
Not a pleasant idea.
I continue running while occasionally putting up a fire barrier behind me, only for the barrier to be shattered without much resistance. But I very nearly run out of mana thanks to my mana arcs all being in development right now from the training device.
Which in hindsight might have been what the skeleton was waiting for.
“Keep running, little one,” the voice continues with a cackling laugh as I make it into the main room, just to find it filled to the brim with a thick fog of miasma. “See where it gets you.”
That guy is getting on my last nerves.
I use the last of my mana reserves to coat myself in a barrier of fire before jumping off of the balcony down towards the entrance, uncaring of the damage the fall and the miasma could bring me. And apparently this surprises the old skeleton, as the miasma freezes in place for a moment as I push through, feeling the pain of it devouring my flesh in the process. But the pause doesn’t last long as the wave of miasma spills into the room as I’m falling.
I grit my teeth at the pain of my flesh constantly being devoured and remade as I continue to fall until I faintly feel an impact on the ground. One that I can only barely tell happened thanks to the pain from the miasma.
Why didn’t I see this earlier! The bastard kept dropping hints that he would be trying something, but I never expected him to be able to actually do something so soon.
In my thoughts, I expected him to wait months before trying something.
I let out a grunt as I feel the miasma growing thicker, and before long, I find myself pushed up against the wall, so I navigate around towards the entrance from where I am at the wall until I find the door. But the moment I open it, I hear a shattering sound, followed by a sudden searing pain on my shoulder as I fall through the door onto the ground.
The pain is much worse than anything I’ve ever felt before. Even having my arms cut off hurt less than this!
What the fucking hell is this pain?!
I scramble to my feet as soon as my body finishes repairing itself from the damages and rush to close the door while sending a glance at my shoulder, only to find a familiar green liquid eating through the armor that’s still there, with only a small amount of the stuff actually touching my shoulder and turning it stark white in the process with veins of glowing green running through the pale skin.
Well, that’s not good.
I quickly grab a large stick from the ground and begin pushing the mutagen off of my shoulder, but the parts that had managed to touch my skin are already somehow inside of my shoulder, causing the searing pain in it to grow stronger and stronger. And after a few seconds of this, I find myself falling to the ground, just to hear the sound of a door creaking open. The one I had just barely managed to close.
Then the sound of a very familiar voice.
“That was a bit of a waste, but some of it seems to have taken hold. If you’re still sane by the end of this, I’ll even let you go free. After I sample your blood a li-”
Everything goes dark before I can hear the rest of his statement.
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Hunger.
This is the first thing that I feel as I regain consciousness and let out a groan.
The feeling isn’t like the hunger that I’ve felt before. Instead, it’s a light burning feeling in my stomach. Not too overwhelming and easily ignorable if I try, but still quite uncomfortable and tempting, nonetheless.
“I can tell you’re awake, child. Open your eyes.”
A familiar voice grates on my nerves, albeit without the power I used to sense in it.
So I open my eyes, just to frown as everything seems a little bit clearer. Brighter. And in a lot more detail than before.
The heck?
It’s at this moment that the memories of what had happened before losing my consciousness flood back to me. And more precisely, the memories of the mutagen.
Oh.
“Unfortunately, you wasted quite a bit of the mutagen in your escape attempt, so it didn’t have anywhere near as large an affect as I’d hoped,” the skeleton who I find standing in front of me from my place on some sort of wooden counter says. The undead magician is now wearing a dark black robe with streaks of red running through it, with a deep cowl pushed back. And his tone honestly sounds like he’s scolding me for trying to run away from his attempts to capture me. As if I were some child running away from their tutor.
I try to push myself up, only to end up underestimating my strength and shooting up way too quickly.
“The hell…?” I mutter while glancing at my hand.
Why am I so strong? Also, is my skin paler than normal?
The skeleton clicks his tongue – which shouldn’t be possible considering his lack of a tongue – and snaps his bony fingers, causing a pitch black rift to open up to what I’m assuming is the elemental plane of death, which for some reason feels comfortable to be near. He then has a mirror of all things floating out before it moves in front of me. Showing my new appearance to me.
My mouth drops slightly at the sight of my bright red eyes and slightly sharper canines. But other than that, I actually don’t notice any differences. Aside from my paler skin.
Okay, that’s not as bad as I was expe-
Suddenly, the corpse of a small animal follows the mirror out of the rift and the moment I smell its aroma, my hunger flares just slightly and I instantly have the urge to eat it. At the same time, my image in the mirror changes. My eyes are now releasing a faint red glow, and black veins are beginning to crawl down my face.
I rip my eyes away from the mirror and the animal corpse through sheer willpower to glare at the skeleton, who simply nods his bony head while typing away at his terminal, which I’m wondering where it came from.
“Death mana has given the test subject vampiric traits despite being alive, Space and Time mana have managed to let the effects bypass the subject’s unchanging body,” the skeleton mutters out loud, but I throw my fist towards the monster with a lot more strength than I’d have thought possible. And even more strength than I used earlier. However, the skeleton just ignores my fist that strikes him in the chest. Or rather, strikes a barrier of death mana that I didn’t even know was there and does absolutely nothing beyond sending a wave of air out in every direction from the impact. “And the poison mana has made the results permanent and fully spread throughout the test subject’s body.” He then looks up at me as if I hadn’t just attacked him and says, “Despite the lacking quantity of mutagen exposed, I feel satisfied with this experiment. You are now free to go as I’ve already collected samples of your blood.”
My eyes widen in shock at his words, only for a confused look to spread across my face.
What?
He… how?
The skeleton begins to walk away while calling back, “I used death magic to trick your body into believing the samples of blood were dead and needed to be replaced instead of reattached.” He then walks out the door of the room, which I’m just now realizing is his lab, just without the cage in it.
Right before the door closes on its own behind him, I hear him muttering, “Now I just need to figure out how to recreate the child’s circumstances on someone el-”
I blankly stare at the closed door for several seconds, not moving a muscle the entire time. But eventually, my hunger for the dead animal meat snaps me out of my funk and I find myself turning to stare at it, only for the sight of black veins running across my skin and my glowing eyes to snap me out of that as well.
Are you fucking kidding me? First it’s reality itself, and now a mad scientist… are you fucking kidding me?!
My body is not a plaything for you to change as you please!!!
Out of pure anger, I slam my fist on the counter, vaguely noticing my eyes flaring even brighter in my reflection in the mirror as a large portion of the counter shatters from my fist and leaves me falling to the floor myself. After that, I simply put my head in my hands and let out a mute scream, venting out all of the anger and frustration at everything that’s happened to me throughout the past years.
 

 
It takes me over half an hour to calm down back to my usual level. But after I do, I finally take a moment to look down at my clothes, which are the exact same as they were before I went unconscious. Without any of the damage that they sustained during my escape attempt.
At least the skeletal bastard took the time to fix my gear.
I raise my head to look around the lab before finding my weapons and the device to open my storage both sitting piled up on the floor in the corner of the room.
And he didn’t steal anything. Just experimented on my body and then left me alone after it succeeded.
After confirming everything is as it should be, I turn back to the mirror and poke at my new canines. If I remember correctly, vampirism is an undead trait that allows an undead monster to feed off of the blood and or flesh of another living creature to temporarily grow stronger through it before going back to normal after the blood or flesh is used up as fuel for their extra strength. But at the same time, they gain a hunger for flesh and blood and need it to live. And the hunger only grows with time until it’s unbearable enough that even the sentient undead that aren’t inherently aggressive towards humans can’t help but attack them at first sight.
I frown at that before glancing at the dead corpse and holding myself back from tearing into it.
Since I didn’t need food before, does that mean I don’t actually need to sate my hunger? My hunger never really grew beyond a certain point before now, so maybe I can just ignore this vampirism?
I’ll just have to wait and see.
With that thought and a grimace to go along with it, I affirm my sword’s sheath and rifle’s strap to me before getting up and beginning to head out of the lab.
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Surprisingly, I don’t find the bastard on the other side of the door. In fact, I don’t even find the miasma that used to be coating the walls and floors.
Did the skeleton withdraw all of his miasma after getting free? And how did he even get free in the first place?
I frown as question after question pops into my head, but before long I decide to make sure that he didn’t mess with my terminal. But the moment I touch it, making it begin booting up, I realize that he somehow turned it off. Which is something I could never do.
Interesting. I’m in half a mind to ask him how to do that before eventually finding a way to seal him back up.
Stupid death magicians and their stupid immortality.
Not that I’m one to talk.
I can’t help but notice that the raging hunger has abated slightly after leaving the presence of the corpse, so that’s a plus. But the idea of being hungry for dead flesh in the first place, much less living flesh is… rather… what?
My thoughts trail off as I find a portal appearing in front of me the instant my terminal finished booting up, making me stop walking. Then the doctor steps out of the portal with a scowl on his usually emotionless face.
That can’t be good.
To make matters worse, I hear the skeleton’s voice reverberating through the halls before he even arrives just seconds later, “Who dares break into my abode?!”
Oh. Right. The doctor was spying on me through my terminal, and probably wasn’t very happy to have someone else messing with his experiment.
My eyes widen at this before a faint smile appears on my face at the thought of him avenging my loss of humanity for me, only for it to be wiped away the instant the doctor’s smell enters my nose, giving me a strong urge to bite him. One that leaves me feeling disgusted just at the thought of it.
The doctor seems to notice my change in expressions, only to then be startled by the physical changes to my appearance and the black veins going down my face from the bloodlust I’m settling into right now.
I grit my teeth to help hold myself back from doing anything I’d regret right as the doctor turns to look at the skeleton with a look I haven’t seen before since the first time he found out about my immortality.
One that makes my stomach drop in fright.
“Are you the one who did this to my test subject?” the doctor asks in an equally authoritative and interested tone to the skeleton without answering the death magician’s question. Which seems to piss the skeleton off for a moment, only for the anger to dissipate from his gaze once he notices the doctor’s direct manipulation of the space mana around us and realizes his Class.
Why doesn’t the doctor appear surprised that the skeleton exists? Or does he not know who he is?
The skeleton responds without using the power I felt earlier in his voice, “Correct, but you have it wrong. He was my test subject.”
Was?
And just like that, the interest in the doctor’s face turns cold again as he manipulates the spatial mana in the surroundings to grow wild, slicing things apart at random. Including me.
I grunt while falling to my knees as small blades of purple mana cut straight through me over and over before I slowly drag myself away from the two. But just a couple of seconds later, a thick aura of death mana – which is the first I’ve seen of it outside of those vials – spreads out to combat the spatial mana. And the death mana surprisingly begins to heal me even faster than my immortality, making me question what the hell is going on.
I’m also not the only one to notice this, as the two Class S magicians stop glaring at each other to look at me with curiosity in their eyes. But they quickly turn back to each other as the skeleton says, “My experiments on the child were a success. But how did yours turn out?”
The doctor actually winces at that, apparently having been cut pretty deep by his words.
He has a point.
Wait, I shouldn’t be agreeing with either of them. Just let me out of this hellhole, pleeeaase!!!
The doctor says something in response to the skeleton, but I stop paying attention at this point and continue crawling down the hall until I can walk again and quickly break into a sprint. I rush out of the hallway and don’t even bother with the stairs, just jumping straight down to the ground below where I actually manage to land on my feet, albeit with a little bit of pain and a faint creaking sound from my bones that heals rather quickly.
Huh. Guess this strength is coming in handy after all.
Right before I open the door to leave, I hear the skeleton’s voice echoing in my ear rather quietly, “Take this as a reward for freeing me from my cage.”
My eyes widen at that, both in fear and curiosity, but I slam the doors open and begin rushing away from the large tree with abandon, not bothering with understanding what he meant by that. At least not until nearly half an hour later, when I finally come to a stop and realize that something’s missing.
Holy shit. Holy fucking shit!
The terminal is gone… the skeleton must have destroyed the terminal entirely when he used that death mana!
Did… did the skeleton just free me from the doctor? Mostly, that is. Considering that he still has my parents.
Wait, there’s still the storage device…
I reach out to grab it, only to find that it looks different from before. And when I activate it, I find that it’s been set to a different set of coordinates entirely, albeit still in the fire plane.
Did he change this out with another device? Or did he rewrite the script himself?
I don’t… what… huh? Is that skeleton not a complete jerk after all?
And he even moved everything I had in the storage to this new one… including the star diagram that I took from him.
Is this his attempt at paying me back for experimenting on me without my permission? Or is…
His last words to me replay in my mind.
So he was repaying me for freeing him, not for experimenting on me? That’s…
I blankly stare at the storage device for several seconds trying to think of something, anything, that would fit my thoughts on the matter. But nothing comes to mind.
And out of nowhere, I find the illusion around me of the dead forest suddenly shattering, following which I end up standing in the middle of a clearing. One with actual greenery.
Did he just kick me out of his illusion trap? Also, is this really still the Kingdom of the Dead? Because it doesn’t look very dead to me…
Question after question after question continues to fill my mind, but I ignore them all to focus on the here and now. And on the irritating sensation of thirst that I’ve been feeling for over a month now.
I want water.
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The two Class S magicians continue to stare at each other while their mana fights in between the two until eventually, the doctor stops, making Adalwolf stop his death mana as well. The doctor then mutters, “This is pointless,” and turns around while opening a portal. But right before he reaches it, he stops as a look of shock appears on his face.
At the same time, the skeleton’s eyes burn brighter, as if he’s acting smug as he says, “You only now noticed?”
A look of pure rage crosses Leodmir’s face as purplish-blue mana bursts out of him, and he turns around to glare at the skeleton. But despite his clear anger, he doesn’t say anything.
“Nothing to say in response, old man?” the skeleton says with the flames in its eyes flaring slightly when he says, ‘old man’, directly pointing out the doctor’s age, and therefore the amount of time he still has left to find immortality before his own mortality catches up with him. “I’m sure you still have the boy’s family as hostages, but you can’t exactly do anything to them if you can’t even contact the boy, now can you? Can’t lose your bargaining tools after all. Not unless you want him to never show up again till the day you keel over.”
The doctor grits his teeth before stomping his foot, sending a large bubble of spatial mana all around him that blasts through the walls of the tree. But just seconds later, a powerful miasma begins to leak from the tree itself in order to fight it back. And while the miasma is still too weak to stop it, the addition of Adalwolf’s death mana changes that and stops the mana from doing anything else.
“So tell me again,” the fallen king says while floating into the air and controlling the miasma and death mana to slowly push the spatial mana back inwards towards the doctor. “Just whose test subject was he?”
‘Damn death magicians!’ the doctor thinks with his teeth still gritted before walking through his portal and returning to the Barren Pass, knowing that it’d be pointless to search through the miasma-filled continent for a single person.
Adalwolf stares on as his death mana and the miasma of the treant he’s standing in close in and converge right where the portal was the moment the doctor’s spatial mana vanishes. And after a few seconds of this, he turns to look in the direction he had sent Nathan before muttering, “Got to pay off that debt and piss off the old man in one move.”
He continues to stare for nearly a whole minute until the massive treant wobbles, making him look down at the tree and say, “It was worth it. Absolutely worth it.”
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 10 | Day 22
It only takes me a few minutes to find a river with drinkable water, and I end up practically inhaling it instead of drinking it. To the point that I start coughing, even though I wasn’t actually dehydrated or anything. Seeing as that’s impossible.
I continue drinking the water in such a daze that it takes the sound of someone clearing their throat for me to notice the ten or so men standing across the river, each with guns trained on me. The men are all dressed in what looks like regular, non-magi-tech armor of black Kevlar, and none of them have any signs of their affiliation.
Uh…
I grimace as my bloodlust reacts to their scents, making the black veins reappear on my face and likely making my eyes glow red.
“Is it an undead?” one of the men whispers to another in a voice that I’m pretty sure I shouldn’t be able to hear. And another one quickly whispers back, “It’s drinking water. Undead don’t do that.”
They continue to whisper to each other without taking their aim off of me, so I take the moment to stand up straight and wipe off my knees. Which only seems to convince them a little bit closer to the conclusion that I’m not undead.
Just a little though, as one of them asks, “Undead or not, it still seems to have bloodlust.”
Wait, they know what bloodlust looks like? Actually, scratch that. Why are they here? How are they here?
Shouldn’t this continent be full of just the undead?
“Ex-” I begin, only to be surprised to find that my voice sounds deeper than normal before I take a deep breath and clear my throat, making my bloodlust calm down as they all begin staring at me again, “Excuse me, but who are you?”
They all just stare at me. Then, after several seconds of silence, one of them – the one looking kind of like a leader – asks, “I’m pretty sure we should be asking you that. Or maybe we should be asking what you are?” He adds the second part while staring at my face as I see the black veins and shining red light fade away in my reflection on the water.
We all stare at each other for several more seconds, with many of the men’s gazes locking onto my magi-tech armor before one of the men steps closer to me, making their scent grow stronger and driving my bloodlust back just slightly. Not too much, but enough to make a faint glow shine from my eyes again.
“Guess I might as well start,” the leader eventually says with a frown after coming to the conclusion that I’m not gonna be talking. “We’re hunters from the nearby city of New Hope.”
A few seconds pass in silence before I ask, “What’s that?”
His frown grows deeper at this, but it just turns confused when he sees me wiping down my armor of the grime it had gathered from my trek over here from the large tree. Then it turns shocked once I clean my shoulder, revealing the insignia of the Republic of Arcadia.
“You’re… with the Republic?” he asks in a slightly shaky voice, only to shake his head and add in a quieter tone that I still hear perfectly clearly through my enhanced senses, “No… probably just found the armor somewhere from the war…”
So he’s afraid of the Republic? I guess that would make sense, assuming they’re who I think they are.
Remnants of the Kingdom of the Fallen from before it fell. The kingdom that was supposedly wiped out by the Republic.
It’s really the only explanation that is viable here.
But he seems to think it impossible for me to actually be with the Republic?
I frown at that before scratching my chin as the leader raises a finger towards one of his men and says, “Watch over him and make sure he doesn’t leave.” He then turns to me, adds, “We’ll be talking between ourselves for a moment,” and walks away with the other eight, leaving the one he singled out to stare at me with his gun raised and his finger on the trigger.
Huh. These people certainly aren’t soldiers, I can tell that much.
“What do you think we should do?” I hear one of the men ask from within the trees to the leader.
Okay. I think I could get used to my enhanced senses.
Although how I missed them approaching in the first place is still beyond me.
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I just stare at the men from my place on the other side of the river as their private conversation reaches my ears. While trying to ignore the delicious scent of the man still staring me down with a gun.
“If I had to guess,” the leader mutters, “I’d say he’s probably some poor soul who stumbled into the Dark Forest and ended up being changed by the miasma inside of it or something.”
Huh? That’s a thing?
Miasma is nothing but a byproduct of death mana. It doesn’t have the power to mutate someone. Only poison mana can do that when conjoined with another type of mana. Like that skeleton did to me with poison mana and death mana.
“You sure that’s possible?” another one asks, sounding nervous. The leader then turns to him with a shrug and says, “That’s the only explanation I can think of for why the man’s lost his memories and has bloodlust.”
Wait, wait, wait… lost my memories? Do they really think I lost my memories just because I don’t know what their little city is?
As if hearing my thoughts, another one asks, “How are you so sure he’s lost his memories? He could be a spy acting like he doesn’t know our city so that he can get in and sabotage us for Darkin.”
Okay, misunderstandings and random guesses or not, this is getting me a lot of knowledge.
Despite my joy at that, I can’t help but grit my teeth due to the intoxicating scent coming from the man. So I back away a couple of steps, which prompts the man to tighten his grip on the gun and say, “Don’t move!”
The others seem to hear his shout and glance back, just to see me with my arms raised to placate the man. If for no other reason than to get more information from them as they speak.
That said, I don’t know these people, and would rather not come to blows with them. Even if I’d be the clear winner, seeing as I don’t sense any mana from them. Meaning that none of them are magicians.
Which also prompts the question of why they’re out here if they’re not magicians. It could mean that whatever cities these people are talking about don’t have magicians. It could mean that magicians are rare and aren’t used carelessly. Or it could just mean that whatever city these guys are from is just a weak one, assuming there’s more than just this Darkin thing and their city.
“I don’t think he’s a spy. His reaction was too natural, and the fact that he looked genuinely surprised at our appearance points towards him not having expected us,” the leader says before glancing at me. Or more accurately, at my crimson eyes, which have stopped glowing now that I’ve gotten some more distance between me and the man, and now that the wind has changed direction to blow towards him. “Not to mention that sending some sort of mutated man with bloodlust as a spy doesn’t sound like a smart plan.”
He has a point there.
And the others seem to think that as well as the rest of the resistance towards believing me to have amnesia fade away. So I guess I just got a convenient excuse and method to get information here.
“What should we do about him then?” one of the men asks with a glance in my direction, only to find me still with my arms raised.
The leader scratches his chin before glancing at me as well and saying, “Well, I think we should take him in. He would likely make for a good hunter, considering his weapons that I’d hope aren’t just for show.” He then turns to look at the others again as he adds, “But that’s of course after we quarantine him for a few days to make sure he isn’t a threat somehow or is infected with a virus or something.”
Seriously?
Guess if they do that then I can just… actually, there isn’t anything I can do. My mana arcs are still developing again, so I can’t train them for another couple of weeks. And without my terminal, I can’t work on my spells. In fact, I completely lost access to the spell I was working on before since it was stored in the cloud on the terminal. So unless I get another terminal, then I won’t be able to access it. Or any of my other spells for that matter.
The other ones I have memorized though, so they’re not a problem at least.
After a little bit more debate between the men, they all eventually decide on doing what the leader suggested and quarantining me for a week before having me work as a hunter for them. Then they make their way back to us and offer that very same thing to me, to which I act as if I hadn’t just heard them and tentatively agree with them.
One benefit to being quarantined like this that I’ve thought of is that it’ll give me time to come to terms with my changes. To everything, really. The fact that I’m no longer directly under the doctor’s thumb, or the skeleton’s, or anyone else’s. Even these men, I could easily get away from if I wanted to.
The fact that I’m no longer human stings a little, but I’m not sure if I could’ve been considered human before either. Not considering my immortality.
Something else that’ll be nice is that – thanks to my new hearing – I should be able to get plenty of information about these people and our surroundings while quarantined. As long as they don’t put me too far away that is.
There is still one more obstacle before that though. Because I will not be giving them my weapons.
I press the button on my storage spell, causing the rift to the plane of fire to open up, shocking the men before I put my weapons into the portal and close it back up. But even after that, most of them are all just staring at me.
There’s no reason to hide that I’m a magician, and if it really does make it so that I can’t continue with the plan, then I’ll just run away now and spy on them. But I’d rather keep good relations with them. At least until I know what the situation around us is.
“You’re a magician…” the leader mutters, the only one of the men to not be shocked into silence. Although he is pretty clearly still shocked.
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None of them say anything for a while after that until a zombie horse enters the clearing and they’re snapped out of their stupor by the sight of me shooting it in the head with a fire mana bullet spell, burning its brain to a crisp and sending it collapsing to the ground.
Out of nowhere, half of the men suddenly bow down to me and simultaneously state, “We’re sorry for any inconvenience we caused you, lord!” Meanwhile the other half looks conflicted – as if they aren’t sure if they should do the same or run away.
I blink in surprise at this before tilting my head.
That was a rather sudden change. And what’s with this lord thing?
I stare at them for a few seconds before shrugging and asking, “Would you mind answering some of my questions?”
If they’re just gonna throw themselves at my feet, I might as well get my answers now instead of sitting inside of some wherever they were planning on putting me for days on end. After all, it’s not like I need to sit alone somewhere for days to adjust to my new changes.
“Yes, lord magician!” the leader practically shouts, making me feel a tad uncomfortable. And it doesn’t help that the wind has shifted again to start blowing their scents in my direction, making my bloodlust begin to act up again.
I grit my teeth before saying, “Move over a bit first.”
They all look up with confusion spreading across their faces until they see the black veins and glowing eyes on my own and immediately understand, moving over so that the wind is blowing their scents a little downstream of me.
“Thank you,” I tell them with a faint sigh of relief. “Now, I’m guessing you all know about my memory loss, correct?” I state, playing up their own theory a little bit to get more information out of them.
After seeing them nod their heads, I continue, “Well, I would like to know more about this place. Both the political situation of wherever we are, the situation of the city that you spoke of, and anything else you might think I’d need to know.”
The leader hurriedly nods his head and says, “Of course, lord magician!” He then stands up and points off in the direction they came from, “Just a few clicks south and you’ll find our city, New Hope. It’s a place meant for people who are trying to get out of under the thumbs of the many magician run cities around here.”
Magician run cities?
“Magicians themselves have become a rarity around here, since the magicians running the cities tend to kill off most of the people who are born able to use mana,” the leader explains for me. “And the ones that aren’t killed off – unless they’re of some use to the magician or a member of their family – are never taught how to use magic or given a caller device in the first place.”
I blink at that.
“What’s a caller device?” I ask him before noticing his face grow a little confused at that. But the confusion clears up quickly as he explains, “It’s something that was made by the Fallen King before his death that allows magicians to cast spells at the cost of their life force. Isn’t that what you’re…”
He trails off as he realizes that I’m not wearing any device noticeably on my person. Then his eyes widen in shock.
“You can’t be… are you really from the Republic?!” he exclaims, making whispers raise from amongst the others, and even having a few of the men who hadn’t knelt begin pointing their weapons at me again.
I let out a sigh.
Guess I couldn’t hide it after all. But who would’ve guessed that they’d have their own device for casting spells?
“And if I am?” I ask, curious as to how they’d react since it’s obvious I won’t be able to lie myself out of this anymore.
His eyes grow even wider, and he actually begins shaking. But some of the others have entirely different reactions and begin shooting me. Which becomes annoying considering that they’re shredding my armor and clothes.
I blink in surprise at that thought.
Is it just me, or does this hurt less than it used to?
Do my changes include pain reduction? Because if that’s the case, then I might have to actually thank that bastard skeleton in the future. After I kill him for turning me into something that hungers for flesh and blood in the first place.
Anyways, all of the men’s eyes begin to bug out as they watch my wounds reverse themselves almost immediately after opening. Which is to be expected.
I’m tired of hiding my immortality at this point. I’ve been stressing out over this shit for way too long now and I kind of just want to find somewhere to relax for the first time in months. But I still have to deal with these idiots. And then I have to grow stronger in order to save mom and dad, not to mention even being able to leave this continent on my own in the first place.
I let out a sigh at that thought before crossing my arms and saying, “Guess that’s answer enough then. Please continue answering my questions. What’s the highest class magician that you know of on this continent?”
None of them say anything. So I simply use my flare acceleration spell to give me a boost in jumping across the river, which ends up with me landing behind them instead of at the edge of the river next to them where I had planned on landing.
Another issue with gauging my new strength…
My bloodlust begins to kick in a little bit stronger at our proximity, but it’s still being held back a bit thanks to the wind blowing at my back towards them.
“Answer my questions already. I’m getting sick of this,” I tell them, being bluntly honest with how I feel right now.
After a few seconds, the leader stutters out, “A C-Class B m-magician.”
And now they’re terrified of me. Great.
At this point, considering that they shot at me, I don’t think I’d even feel anything towards killing them anymore. Of course, if they hadn’t done that then I would’ve. But not anymore.
“Speak up clearly,” I order him with a frown, still gritting my teeth ever so slightly to reign in my bloodlust. Because the last thing I need right now is to lose it and start eating one of them.
And so, the man begins speaking without stopping while the others are frozen stiff.
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Fortunately for me and my patience, the men all become rather loose-lipped after I unconsciously let out a growl while holding back my bloodlust. So it only takes around five minutes before I get everything I need out of them before letting them go.
But right as I’m about to let out a sigh and consider everything they’d said, I feel pain blossoming from my back at the sound of a rifle firing. And then my self-control snaps. I immediately find myself rushing straight to the one that had shot me who’s already at the tree line before tearing out his throat with my teeth and feeding off of the blood that comes out, feeling a faint satisfaction upon doing so. But after noticing that his pulse has gone dead, I come back to myself and realize what I’d just done.
I try to cough out the blood a few times, but nothing seems to work, and I end up falling to my knees on the ground with my hands clenching into fists so hard that my nails end up digging bloody holes into my palms that immediately heal.
“Damnit…” I mutter after a few minutes, just to look up at the realization that the others had all run away. Damnit.
Several more seconds pass before I notice that the hunger in me is gone. But for how long, I can’t guess.
I stay on the ground for a few seconds as I both come to terms with what had just happened, and I consider everything that the men had told me before they made their escape.
First, the Kingdom of the Fallen is separated into various independent cities, each ruled by a magician. And the closest city with a magician nearby is the city called Darkin, which is ruled by a Class C dark magician.
I should avoid that city, even if I don’t think the magician running it will be too much of a problem. Magicians at this point aren’t much of a threat to me unless they’re Class B or higher. Or, to be more specific, I don’t think a magician would be able to capture me unless they’re a Class B or higher. Or just working in a group of Class Cs.
Second, the skeleton’s dead tree was inside of a place called the Dark Forest, which all the people here seem to know is that it’s a place filled with miasma that no one has ever escaped alive. As for how they jumped to the conclusion that the miasma changed me into what I am now? It’s apparently because no one crosses the river, as it’s considered some sort of border into the dark forest’s domain that blocks the few undead who make it out from going to the inhabited cities. So they just assumed that I came from the dark forest, whether I was turned into this there or not.
Not really sure how their thinking works there, but it doesn’t really matter.
I finally climb to my feet and look around, just to begin sprinting off in the direction opposite to the one that the hunters ran in so as to avoid coming into conflict with them again. While trying very hard to ignore the sight and smell of the corpse.
The third thing that I learned is that the survivors of the kingdom – whether magicians or not – hate the people of the Republic. With a passion.
Which in hindsight should be obvious, considering that the Republic was one of the largest players in the kingdom’s destruction.
After running for several minutes through the woods, I notice more miasma surfacing on the ground, which brings up the last thing the people mentioned. The part about how miasma is spread throughout the entire kingdom at varying levels, with the cities placed specifically in the areas with minimal miasma.
I ignore the miasma though to keep running.
Miasma is a contradicting substance in and of itself. It relies on living things to grow in substance, while also killing off the living things in the process. It does nothing but kill, but it needs life to maintain itself.
But at the same time, it can’t do anything to nonliving things. So the only thing it can do to me as I run is basically nip at my skin, giving me a light burning sensation on my legs as I run through the thin miasma covering the ground, without damaging my armor at all.
And speaking of my armor, I stop for a moment to cover it all with dirt and mud to hide its origins from the people here. Or at least to make it look like some long lost artifact that I managed to find so that they don’t suspect me of being someone actually from the Republic.
I pause at that thought.
Am I still technically from the Republic? I’m probably listed as deceased in the official records in the Republic, so I’m not actually sure about that anymore…
I look down at the Republic’s crest on my armor for a few seconds before eventually grabbing it and ripping it off the armor entirely.
That nation is bullshit. This entire world is screwed to hell and back.
I frown, ignoring the constant burning sensation from my legs.
Maybe I could change that? Just get rid of the higher ups of the Republic and the other stupid nations.
Or I could also just ignore it all, save my friends and family, and find a nice island to live on for eternity. Which doesn’t sound bad either. But someone’ll eventually find me.
My frown deepens as my thoughts run in circles, always back to ‘cleaning up the nations higher ups’ for one reason or another, whether selfless or selfish.
Eventually I shake my head to clear the thoughts away and begin continuing through the miasma-filled forest.
Nothing I can do right now as a pseudo Class D magician anyways, so there’s no reason to think about it now.
Although one thing I know I want to do is to find some way to get rid of this bloodlust. The enhanced physical capabilities and senses are nice, but I really don’t want to have to worry nonstop about draining people dry of blood. Or worse. Eating them.
A shiver runs down my spine at the thought.
I let out a sigh now that I at least have a semblance of a plan for the future. Now if I can just find a village not ruled by a magician. Or maybe one ruled by a Class D one that I might be able to kick out and take over.
Because it would be rather nice to have a city to call home while I’m here.
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After a day of searching, I manage to find a nice place to settle in. For now, at least.
It’s a small forest several dozen kilometers away from the Dark Forest, and has a rather low degree of miasma. Just enough to make someone a touch sick from staying here for too long.
But in my case? That’s not a problem. After all, that’s only after it builds up a bit in their body. And it can’t build up in mine.
My original plan of searching for a village to take over was put on hold by the problem of not being able to find a village. So I’m left staying here for the time being.
I can’t help but drool at all of the fruit I have placed in front of me though.
Despite having eaten the fruits still growing here a couple of times since reaching this place, I can’t get enough. After all, I was starving for over a month. And even if that didn’t cause any actual problems in my body, it’s still a huge mental strain.
Not to mention that the fact that I can eat this fruit at all means I can still eat regular food and stuff that’s not just meat. So that’s a plus.
I scarf down the various types of fruit – most of which I’m not familiar with – before turning my attention to the cave I found next to the river. It’s located dead center in the small forest, and since it has the river, I’ll have a nice and mostly fresh – considering the miasma – source of water. As for the fruits, I’m pretty sure the only reason they’re still growing is because they’re growing too high on the trees here to be affected by the low amounts of miasma. And the river water is helping keep the trees alive by countering parts of the miasma.
After a few seconds of looking around, I decide to try making a new spell through adjusting my barrier spell, just to end up reaching for my terminal and finding nothing there.
Oops.
I narrow my eyes at that before shrugging, walking into the cave, and stopping right inside of the entrance.
Doesn’t mean I can’t still experiment. Although I should probably take off my armor first.
I look around for a second before going further into the cave.
Yeah, I would rather not end up burning the only clothes and armor I have or blowing it up by accident.
So I continue walking further and further into the cave, just to end up finding something rather surprising.
Is this… a village? Inside of a cave?
An abandoned one at that.
Why is this place abandoned?
The village – if I can really call it that – is set up in a really large cavern, with several different huts spread out around the cavern along with a few other tunnels, some of which seem to lead to other rooms inside of other caverns. But the entire place is barren of any people and looks like it’s been this way for quite a while.
I proceed to walk through the abandoned village for several minutes, just checking out each hut one by one before finally focusing on the large tunnel at the back of the village.
By the looks of it, whoever left did it in a rush. Considering that all of the huts are still filled with belongings. Although no food for some reason.
Maybe the villagers took it due to the scarcity of food in the miasmic areas?
I look down at the floor, which has even less miasma in it than outside of the cave, before starting down the tunnel.
The tunnel doesn’t really have many discerning features at this point. Just the faint miasma on the floor, which is such a small coating that it’s less than a tiny puddle, and the occasional lantern hanging down from the ceiling. But even those stop showing up at a certain point in the cave, where I notice a strange green gas in the air. It’s so thin that I can only barely notice it thanks to my new and improved vision.
At some point the only reason I can see at all is thanks to my night vision, which is making everything appear to have a slightly red hue to them.
I continue walking for who knows how long before I realize something’s off.
Why does this spot look familiar…?
Then my eyes suddenly narrow as a realization hits me.
Another illusion.
I look around for a second before raising my hand, raising a spell circle and sending a fireball spell flying forward. A loud shriek then echoes through the tunnel as the illusion begins to fade to show me a burning plant just a few meters in front of me with its maw open and ready.
A shiver runs down my spine at the realization that I almost walked into that thing’s waiting mouth.
The plant continues shrieking for a little while before eventually burning out and dying. But despite that, the green gas doesn’t dissipate. Which means that whatever it is wasn’t the thing causing the illusion.
I am definitely starting to understand why the villagers abandoned that perfectly nice village. Which makes things easy for me, since all I have to do is deal with the monsters in this place and I’ll be peachy.
Although I wonder who created these monsters? Since monsters aren’t naturally born. They have to be created through magic and science, and are generally used as weapons in wars.
Why would someone just create monsters and abandon them here?
Could they have been an accident? Or maybe the monsters’ creator was killed?
Either way, if I want to live here then I’ll have to deal with them one way or another.
With that thought in mind, I continue making my way through the tunnel, which only continues to expand into a large cavern with various different levels. And various of those plant monsters as well.
Wait a second.
My eyes narrow in on a bone. A human bone.
Could the villagers not have abandoned the place as I’d thought, but instead been killed by the monsters entirely? And maybe something came and ate their food?
I blink at that thought before a loud roar echoes through the cavern.
That hypothesis is sounding more and more likely by the moment.
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I continue trudging through the dark cave for several minutes before narrowing my eyes at the sight of a strange dark mist covering everything around me. But when the mist touches me, nothing actually happens. So I continue walking for a few seconds, just to hear something very faintly shifting near me.
Without even thinking about it, I launch a fireball in its direction, making another series of shrieks cry out as the dark mist vanishes to reveal another plant monster.
A different type of illusion this time? That’s annoying.
Although I’d still take these plant monsters over humans right now since they don’t have blood for me to end up hungering over.
Right as I’m about to continue walking again, another roar echoes throughout the cave. But this time it sounds a lot closer.
I place my hand on the pommel of my sword before walking further through the cave for another few minutes, just to end up running into another of the plant monsters.
Seriously. How many are there in here? And where are they getting their food if the villagers aren’t here?
 

 
I end up killing three more of the plant monsters before arriving at a wide open cavern, with only a single one of them actually managing to trick me into its mouth. But that didn’t really do much for obvious reasons, and I ended up cutting it open with my sword from the inside.
The cavern I’m in now is incredibly large, with a spiraling path down towards a small area at the bottom.
Surprisingly there doesn’t actually seem to be anything in this room outside of a couple more plant monsters part of the way down the spiral.
As if contradicting my thoughts, another roar echoes directly from the very bottom before a large creature steps out of what I’m assuming was a cave in the bottom that I couldn’t see from my spot here. The creature has two large horns, with two equally large fangs jutting out of its upper mouth, and a size spanning nearly three meters in height. It has a humanoid form despite its size and monstrous appearance of random black spikes sticking out of random parts of its otherwise sickly gray body and is staring directly at me with some rather creepy glowing red eyes.
Although I guess I’m not the one to talk anymore about creepy glowing red eyes, considering my own.
It lets out another roar and jumps, clearing several meters in height before its hand digs straight into the wall and it begins to climb up another layer of the spiral.
I quickly pull my rifle around and aim it directly at the creature, waiting just a second for it to peek its head over another layer of the spiral before inserting my mana into the rifle’s gem and shooting. The flaming bullet then flies straight towards it, only for the monster to let out a loud roar again, making some sort of death mana barrier appear over its skin.
My brows furrow at that and the monster still manages to end up getting knocked off of the wall by the impact of the bullet striking its barrier, but other than that it appears to be perfectly unharmed. In fact, all it seems to have done is making a small crack in its barrier and piss off the monster.
Before the creature can even get back to its feet, I send another shot straight at it with even more mana. This one strikes it in its shoulder instead of its head, knocking it off balance and further damaging its barrier as it struggles to get back to its feet.
Huh. This isn’t that bad.
Just gotta keep sho-
My thoughts cut off when I feel a piercing pain in my back before finding a vine shooting out of my gut in front of me. I cough out a mouthful of blood and drop my rifle, giving the monster a chance to get back to its feet as I turn my head to find a different type of plant monster behind me. Unlike the other ones which had the mouth of a flytrap plant with various blossoms at its base where the illusory mist would shoot out from, this one looks like one large unbloomed blossom, with sharp vines and thorns sticking out from its entire body.
I reach down with my hands to grab the vine before crushing it and physically shoving it with a grunt through my own gut, helping my own immortality kick the thing out. And after it’s out, I fall down to my knees with a burning pain in my gut. One that would probably have left me incapacitated just a year ago, but is tolerable now as I reach for my sword and swing it directly behind me, cutting straight through a few of the monster’s vines.
It lets out a shriek of pain that is echoed by the continued roars of the monster down below, but I ignore them as my wound finishes sealing itself up and I climb to my feet with my sword and a scowl on my face.
“Not sure where you came from, but…” I mutter before bisecting the thing straight across its middle with my sword in a horizontal sweep, leaving its plant fluids to spill out as the top half falls to the ground. I then turn back around just to find the larger monster already on the section of the spiral directly below me.
I look down to find my rifle on the ground and partially covered in the plant monster’s overflowing fluids.
Guess I’m not using that.
I tighten my grip on my sword and burst into a sprint straight towards the edge of the layer of the spiral I’m on, which the large monster just now begins to climb up. And right when I reach the edge of it, I reverse my grip on my sword and hold it in both hands before jumping straight down towards the monster.
Let’s see if its barrier can deal with an Arcadian metal sword to the face.
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As it turns out, its barrier can in fact deal with an Arcadian metal sword to the face. I learn this the moment my sword makes contact with the barrier, making the entire barrier outside of the point of contact vanish before the point of contact suddenly flares with bright red flames and explodes, sending me flying back onto the ledge I had just jumped over. By the time I land back on the ground again though, all of the burns caused by the explosion have already healed and I pick myself back up with a grunt.
Meanwhile the large monster’s hand can be seen reaching over the top of the ledge, so I sprint over to it and stab my sword straight into the center of its hand with ease now that its barrier is gone. The monster lets out a loud roar and loses its grip on the ledge, making my sword drill straight through its palm as it falls to land down below on the next lower level of the spiral.
I pull my sword back out of the ground before moving back to grab my rifle and going back to the ledge to aim as it’s still trying to get back up. Then I charge it with my remaining mana, making several sparks of flames flicker around the barrel of my rifle before pulling the trigger, sending the bullet straight through the monster’s head and silencing it for good.
But just in case, I keep my rifle held up and aimed at it to make sure it’s not dead. I don’t fire a second bullet to match the first though, just because I have to save on bullets. The skeleton and the doctor both packed me up with a huge number of bullets, but it won’t last forever. So it’s better to be sparse in my usage.
Once I’m sure it’s dead, I put my rifle back around my shoulder before jumping down and landing next to the creature.
Let’s see if it has a magician’s mark on it…
I search around its body for several minutes before eventually finding it on the center of its back, after rolling it over. The magician’s mark – which is a mark that magicians use to mark their creations, which in this case is the monster – has a skull and cross bones on it, with little pale green flakes of light floating around it.
I purse my lips in thought for a few seconds before getting up.
Never seen that mark before, so it’s not a historical magician. Or an important one taught by the academy.
It’s too bad I can’t save an image of that mark on my terminal, but at least the mark itself isn’t a very difficult one to remember. And the owner is probably a poison magician. That or a death magician.
The skull and crossbones and the pale green lights attest to one of those two options.
Either one would work, since either one, along with blood specialized magicians, are the best at creating monsters. In fact, I guess one could say that I’m a testament to the death magician’s skill in doing so. Much to my distaste.
I turn my head to look down at the center of the spiral before glancing at the monster one last time and leaving it here to climb down in a more relaxed manner.
Let’s see if there’s anything interesting down here.
Along the way to the bottom, I run into a few more of the viny plant monsters and deal with them just as quickly as I dealt with the first one. And once I do reach the bottom, I surprisingly find a pale green barrier coating the entrance to the cavern opening that the monster left out of. One that is bubbling with some rather disgusting looking liquid.
I look around for a second before finding a rock and tossing it into the barrier, only for it to pass through without any issues. So I then go back to one of the vine monsters and rip off a vine from its body before repeating the process with the vine and finding it quickly rotting while passing through.
Just the sight of it makes my eyes water, much less the smell that has me wanting to rip my own nose off. But the idea that there might be something of use to me on the other side of it – along with the fact that it looks like it only hurts organic matter, leaving my gear safe to pass through – has me sprinting through the barrier as fast as possible. Only to scream my throat hoarse along the way.
By the time I reach the other side, my rotting flesh is already halfway mended despite my lying face first on the ground gasping for breath.
After a few more seconds of pain pass by, I let out a sigh of relief and climb back to my feet while muttering a curse for whoever made that barrier. Even though I was the one who chose to pass through it.
Next time I’m going to dig around it. I don’t care how. Even if I have to blast a hole in the wall to do so.
If I could’ve only blasted away the barrier itself, but it’s clear that there’s way too much poison mana there for my measly amount of mana to do anything. Especially considering that I’m running on empty right now.
After doing a quick check of my equipment to make sure it’s alright, I begin moving down the tunnel I find myself in, only to eventually end up at a door. One with the same mark as was on the monster back there.
A workshop? Or a lab of some kind?
I narrow my eyes at the thought that the magician might still be inside before calming down as I realize that I don’t smell anyone. Which is an odd thought to have, even if it’s true.
Let’s see what this bastard has inside here.
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After opening the door, I quickly confirm my conclusion that it’s some sort of lab. Just like with the skeleton’s lab when I first arrived, various vials of liquid are stashed all over the place. But unlike his lab, this one also has devices that seem to have been abandoned mid production. Meaning that the magician who worked here probably dabbled in magi-tech work as well as alchemy.
I step into the room, just to look down at the sound of a click.
That can’t be good.
Something suddenly drips on the back of my neck as I’m looking down at the floor before a burning sensation radiates from it, making me look up just to find a bunch of what looks like poison splashing down from the ceiling on me. I let out a scream that goes silent when some of it gets into my mouth and throat and ruins my vocal cords, only for me to continue screaming for a few more seconds after they heal.
“Fucking hell!” I shout, making my voice echo down the tunnel. But after that I take a deep breath to calm down and continue stepping further into the room.
I get the feeling that I might just be more emotional or at least quick to anger than I was before turning into this.
Putting that aside for the moment though, my eyes narrow in on a terminal sitting free for use on a desk in the corner of the lab.
Guess it was worth it to come in here after all.
I walk up to it and grab it before turning it on and finding it to be an older model. It doesn’t have the magi-tech connection that the other terminals have, allowing them to connect to the web from anywhere. Meaning that I won’t be able to research how things are doing or contact people. Not that I was really planning on contacting anyone anyways, considering how skilled the doctor is at cyberwarfare.
He’d probably be able to find me rather quickly if I did. Which is also why I can’t access my accounts online either.
What I can do, however, is use the device’s programming and simulation software. So I can go back to efficiently making new spells.
Although I’m still curious as to whose laboratory this is.
I continue looking around the lab for a little bit longer until I stumble upon a hidden door that, instead of finding the switch to open, I simply rip open myself with my newfound strength. Just to end up finding several cages inside of it, each filled with a dead monster.
Did they die through starvation?
Even for a monster, that’s not a pretty way to go out.
Turning my attention away from the monsters for a moment, I find even more vials lined up with a notebook next to them sitting on a desk near the cages. So I walk over to it and pick up the notebook before opening it to find that plenty of pages are ripped out. Despite that, I begin to read the first pages of it that aren’t ripped out.
Fifth Trial
With the assistance of the Nature and Life magicians, I have made a breakthrough.
The trial began as a simple monster creation experiment, trying to see what would happen when a monster who is normally created with a mixture of science and magic is instead created through the combination of three types of magic without the help of science to back it.
None of us had any real expectations for the experiment, as we all thought it to be impossible.
But we were wrong.
So very wrong.
Well, that doesn’t bode well.
And the next page describing what exactly they did is ripped out, along with the remaining parts of the fifth trial pages. The next page available to read is on the sixth trial.
Sixth Trial
The monster is still holding the Life magician hostage to this day, half a month past the original date of the fifth trial.
Nothing we have been able to do has worked against it. And I’m beginning to suspect that a fire magician may be necessary to deal with the monstrosity.
But fire magicians are a rarity nowadays, and that is not a feasible solution within our given timeframe.
Here begins the sixth trial.
A trial to create a monster of the fire element.

The trial begins through co-

Once again, the words are cut off as the tiny notebook’s pages are ripped out.
Despite that though, my eyes can’t help but narrow on the mention of fire magicians being a rarity.
How… what? Why would we be a rarity?
I narrow my eyes at the notebook before raising my head to find another door on the other side of the small room full of cages. But I don’t check it out just yet and instead lower my head again to continue reading the next page still in the notebook, which is about the tenth Trial.
And it’s clear that something went wrong just from the little that’s there.
Tenth Trial
On account of the Nature magician’s death, and our continued inability to save the Life magician, I have decided to try one last trial.
Should this trial fail, then I will abandon this lab and escape before the monstrosity can grow any stronger.
The trial itself is a repeat of the fifth trial, but with various changes to account for the failures of that trial.
Instead o-
Outside of the fact that everything they’re doing seems to be failing – and will likely keep failing, which is clear considering the fact that the magician did in fact abandon this lab by the looks of it – this trial doesn’t exactly tell me much. And there aren’t any more pages left after it, so I close the notebook and stash it in my spatial storage spell before walking up to the door and wrenching it open. Just to close it again in a hurry.
A slamming sound follows from the door, but the monster on the other side doesn’t manage to budge the door outside of a minor tremor.
I think I found the monstrosity the journal was talking about. And the life magician for that matter.
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Yeah, I’m not gonna be opening this door for the duration of my stay here. It’s gonna stay securely shut. And the sight of that shriveled up old man being dragged around by whatever that thing was won’t change my mind.
I nod my head at that thought before walking away from the door.
Whatever the creature was, in the brief time I saw it, it was giving off three types of mana. So it looks like they technically succeeded in their experiments. Just that they don’t seem to have found a way to control it, judging by the shriveled old man in there who I am guessing must be the life magician.
Poor guy.
Not my problem though.
I look around the lab a little bit more, ignoring the banging on the door caused by the monster thanks to the reassuring thought that the door – which looks to be made out of enchanted Arcadian Metal – has been holding up for who knows how long now, so it won’t be breaking now. Especially considering that it still looks to be in good condition.
Although where they got the Arcadian Metal required for it is beyond me.
Despite the experimental subject beyond that door, this place really does look like a pretty good spot to make a home as I train my mana arcs. A very nice place.
I’ll have to make sure to keep a watch on the door though. I would just cause a cave-in here and bury the lab along with it, but there might be something useful to me inside of that room. All I got was a brief glance, but it looked to be full of test tubes. Large ones. Test tubes big enough to fit people in them.
There has to be something of use in there, right?
Either way, it’s not like there’s anyone else here. And that thing can’t hurt me either. So there isn’t much of a risk to ignoring it for now.
And if push comes to shove, I can just run away.
After finishing my last search of the lab, I leave it before stopping in front of the poison wall.
Yeah, maybe I’ll take a nap first. To regenerate my mana.
 

 
The Barren Sea
Year 2849 | Month 10 | Day 23
“Incoming!” a magician shouts right before a large ball of poisonous gas passes through the mist of the massive sea and slams into a hastily drawn up barrier. Right after his shouts, the soldiers on the large battleship rush to their positions. Turrets are raised, magicians push through the soldiers to reach their battle platforms, and the torpedo launchers are loaded. “The enemy is to the south! Magicians, form a barrier to hold off their assault!”
The barrier hastily set up by the colonel is immediately reinforced by nearly a hundred magicians’ magic. Meanwhile all of the other battleships nearby proceed with their own preparation as well, having heard the commotion from the vanguard ship.
Silence suddenly fills the sea as all of the soldiers wait at the ready, holding their positions until some sign of the enemy shows up. Something to show their current position beyond just a stray fireball.
Then, an eerie cackling sound echoes through the night as the poisonous gas that had fallen to the sea level after striking the barrier moves past them to reach the other battleships, where it begins to snake up the sides of the ships and strangles various soldiers until the magicians manage to get it under control by burning the non-magician soldiers that were attacked alive with the poisonous mist. But this just makes the cackling increase in volume. Then a man’s voice echoes through the waters, carrying to each and every battleship. One seemingly distorted slightly with a faintly sinister tone to it.
“Death of one. Death of two. Increase the count, and the deaths pile up.”
The soldiers – both magicians and non-magicians, but especially the non-magicians – all tense up at the voice as it continues talking rather lethargically. As if the man it belongs to were just randomly talking to himself.
“Death of ten. Death of twenty. Increase the count, and the soldiers all perish.”
A thick fog washes over all of the battleships. One that is slightly different from the sea of fog already covering everything.
“Death of one hundred. Death of two hundred. Oh, who am I kidding?”
The voice suddenly cuts off as the magicians on the battleships – each at least a Class D magician – rush to clear out the fog at all costs. Some even using sacrificial spells that cost a price that cannot be restored to clear it out. And some succeed.
But as soon as the man’s final words echo throughout the fog, those who hadn’t already cleared it out find that it’s now too late.
“Let’s just kill them all!”
The fog suddenly turns to a thick red shade, and everyone in the half a dozen battleships covered by the fog suddenly begin seizing up and falling to the ground. Everyone. Even including the Class C magicians and the two Class B magicians.
“Damnit, retreat!! Everyone, retreat now!” the general in charge of this assault – which was supposed to be a secret mission – shouts from his place on the flagship. All of the battleships and the flagship immediately begin to turn around, with many of them turning much faster than should be possible thanks to the help of the magicians on board.
They all then leave the area, with the man who was the cause of the half a dozen recently made ghostships not following. Instead, the man finally appears from within the fog with a sinister grin on his face as he watches the soldiers on the ships his red fog had infested all begin writhing on the ground before turning into abominations of flesh and blood.
But the grin vanishes when he looks up at the vanishing ships and taps his finger to his lips.
“I wonder. Was this enough for the little chairman to come out to play?”
His voice echoes quietly through the area before he shrugs, lets out a short giggle, and turns around while still floating through the air. Meanwhile, all of the abominations aboard the ship that used to be soldiers begin to slide into the water, off of the ship. Then they slowly move through the water after the man.
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My nap ends up taking much longer than I was expecting, and by the time I wake up, I find my new terminal telling me that it’s already been an entire day since I fell asleep. But I guess it doesn’t really matter all that much how much time I waste. Not anymore.
The doctor knows that I’m gonna end up under his thumb again if he manages to catch me. But he should also know that I won’t behave if he makes things hard on my parents. And that would just cause him a lot of problems.
Not to mention that psychopaths generally aren’t all that obsessed with revenge. The doctor in particular seems to be the type of person who’d just shrug it under the rug and deal with it when it comes. Meaning he’d probably rip me to shreds a few times the next time I see him without doing anything permanent, like hurting or killing my parents.
I let out a sigh before walking over to the barrier, narrowing my eyes, and then turning to the wall next to it.
Time to start digging.
 

 
As it turns out, it doesn’t actually end up taking me very long to dig through the wall. Especially with the help of a couple of my sword, using the gem on it to coat it in flames. Thanks to that I was able to dig through the stone as if it were butter.
After leaving the tunnel behind the barrier, I proceed to walk all the way back to the underground village, killing a couple of the plant monsters that I had missed the first time in the process. And once I do reach the village, I find it just as empty as it was the first time I was here. So I head over to the biggest home in the village and begin cleaning it up.
If I’m gonna live here, I should at least make it clean. The house I’ll be living in that is. Not the others.
No reason to if I’m not living there.
It doesn’t end up taking long to clean the house despite its size, mostly because there wasn’t much dirty in the first place. So after cleaning, I move on to going back to the largest open room in the building and placing the star diagram in it.
I look around for a few seconds, then I step onto the star diagram and immediately feel it begin to drain my mana before working, only to not actually do anything thanks to my mana arcs still developing from their last split.
Good. It still works.
And it looks like its new power source is me. Which will limit how much I’ll be able to train with the device, but in the end it’s still very much worth it.
I put the device back into my spatial storage before leaving the house and heading back towards the entrance to the cave.
To set up a decent base, I’ll have to design a few new spells. Particularly some to create an entry barrier, kind of like the poison one later on in the caves. A barrier that will let only me and anyone else I give permission into the caves.
But from what I’ve read, making an updatable spell will require a higher Tier spell than what I’ve been able to do. So I’ll just leave it as only allowing myself through for now.
Overall, doing the spell as non-updatable shouldn’t be very difficult to make. Maybe a few days’ worth of time. But I doubt I’d even be able to activate an updatable version of it until I get more arcs of mana.
I look around the area at the cave entrance before going ahead and covering it up a bit better. Then I leave the cave while marking it on a map that was left on the terminal I took from the laboratory in there. An outdated map at that, considering that there isn’t a miasma forest on it.
Looks like it’s a map from before the kingdom’s fall. Which might actually answer part of my question as to how long ago those trials took place.
After marking my map, I take a brief glance around the direct area around this cave, since I doubt it’s changed too much since the map’s creation. Then I begin to make my way towards the river in search of fish.
Time to stock up a little bit on food. Because I really don’t like the idea of starving all the time like I was in the dead tree.
 

 
Unfortunately for me, as soon as I reach the river and catch a fish with my bare hands, I feel my bloodlust acting up, making me immediately dig into it with my new sharpened canines. It isn’t until I finish the fish down to the bone do I realize what I’d just done.
Did I really just eat the fish raw?
I stare at the bones in my hand for a few seconds before dropping them and lying down on the ground.
Considering that drinking a human’s blood didn’t make me feel sick, even in the time it would’ve taken before my immortality took care of the issue, I doubt eating a raw fish would do that. But it doesn’t make me feel all that better.
Even if the idea of not having to cook my food makes me feel relieved. Because I can’t cook.
Would’ve been nicer to have mint ice cream though.
Maybe one of the villages nearby might have some?
I perk up a little at that though before using that as motivation to get back up and catch more fish. Which I immediately eat again.
Okay, seriously. This is getting annoying.
After catching half a dozen fish and eating them all right away, I realize that it makes great practice at controlling my blood lust. So I continue fishing. And continue. And continue. And keep on fishing until I finally manage to fight my instincts completely.
It isn’t until I reach that point that I realize just how much I’ve eaten. And how I’m not feeling full in the slightest.
How much am I able to eat now?! Did something happen to my stomach? Or maybe…
I close my eyes and focus my magic senses inwards, just to find a wave of death mana inside of my stomach. But before I can even think about it, I see the death mana feeding a tiny amount of miasma into my muscles and organs.
“The heck?” I mutter while opening my eyes and looking at my stomach.
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Is this the vampirism? Or something else?
I know that vampirism drains the life force out of whatever living creature you eat and enhances your body with it temporarily, but since when did it convert the food itself into miasma? Not to mention that having death mana in your stomach doesn’t sound very safe.
My lips purse as I ponder over the situation, but after a few seconds I grab another fish from the river, killing it the instant I grab it. Then I stuff it into my mouth and eat it before checking my stomach again with my magic senses.
Vampirism should only work on living things, since there isn’t any life force in a dead animal. So if what I have is vampirism then…
I stare with my magic senses as the fish in my stomach is dissolved, following which miasma is spread throughout my body, making me feel just a tiny bit stronger. But at the same time, the strength from my previous snacks begin to fade, bringing my strength back down a little bit.
Interesting. Does this mean that I have a variant of vampirism then?
I know that people suffering from vampirism have a desire to eat dead flesh and blood as well, but I also know that it shouldn’t affect them in the slightest. Because vampirism was never an intended effect in the first place. It was always a side effect of experiments. Something discovered on accident, and never on purpose outside of monsters.
Although, there hasn’t been much if any experiments on giving humans vampirism. Or at least, no public ones that I could’ve heard about.
After all, experimenting on humans to give them vampirism is illegal, for obvious reasons.
I frown at the thought before shaking my head.
Whatever it is that’s wrong with me, I’ll just have to figure it out myself.
Maybe I can learn more from watching the process a few more times? Then I can focus on learning to control myself.
I continue fishing with a determined look on my face.
 

 
The Barren Pass
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Julie and Jason Fox both stop working on the robots they were assembling the moment the bell rings in the room. They then get up and begin walking out of the workshop together.
Ever since being kidnapped and brought to the doctor’s lab, both of Nathan’s parents were left alone and told to do what they wanted within a few rooms. So they started fiddling with the spare parts within the room.
“How long do you think we’ll be held here?” Julie asks as they walk out into the hallway before heading towards one of the three other rooms in the blocked off section of the laboratory they’re in.
Jason doesn’t answer until they get near the door for the mess hall, making it open automatically to reveal a large and empty hall filled with dozens of tables, along with a small cafeteria stocked with food that is replaced every week. “I don’t know.”
His wife sends him a glance at that before they both silently walk over to the cafeteria where they begin to cook their dinner.
Neither of them say anything during the entire process, only speaking again after they finish eating nearly an hour later.
“Do you think the doctor forgot about us?” Julie asks with a frown.
Jason looks up from the dishes he was cleaning as he answers, “Doubt it. He probably just doesn’t care about us until we’re actually of use to him.”
Nathan’s mom puts her head down on the counter between the cafeteria and the mess hall with a groan.
“But we’ve been here for weeks now, and he hasn’t even said a word to us since bringing us here!” she says in a muffled tone through her sleeves.
Several seconds pass in silence, with the only sound being that of the dishes being washed and put back on the rack before he eventually mutters, “Yeah…”
 

 
At the same time, in another place within the laboratory
Doctor Leodmir Archeron stands in silence with his hands in his coat pockets as he watches a large screen in front of him from the center of a large room filled with various different terminals on the counters and walls. One showing the image of a man using a black and red magic to eliminate any and all spells coming towards him from the mercenaries hired by the Class S magicians used as grunts in their plans. Each and every spell simply vanishes the moment it comes into contact with the red and black sphere around the man, with a light bolt of red and black lightning shooting out from the man’s body into the sphere each time.
The doctor continues watching the screen for several minutes, just examining the Chairman of the Republic of Arcania as he fights without pause.
‘He isn’t directly attacking them with his magic, only using a spell to block any and all spells and weapons used against him as he kills each of them with a simple pistol,’ the doctor thinks with a frown, only to narrow his eyes on the bullets being shot from the pistol. ‘Not a simple pistol. One whose bullets are infused with anti-magic.’
After making that observation, the doctor turns his attention to the few magicians who are at the back of the building that the Chairman is attacking all by himself. None of the magicians seem all that happy about being there, but none of them are showing any hesitation either. Each of them has a barrier put up of their own mana with either a blade in hand or a gun.
“Attack,” the doctor orders through the earpiece hooked on his ear, making the four magicians immediately rush in to attack the Chairman.
The Chairman doesn’t waste a single arc of mana more than he needs to as he fires several bullets of anti-magic that pierce straight through the barriers and into the magician’s bodies, filling them with holes right away. But one of them manages to hide behind a wall right before he open fired, and as soon as he hears the shots stop, he rushes out with his sword to find the Chairman reloading his pistol.
“Precharged bullets?” the doctor mutters with a slight frown. ‘That’s not a common practice. It’s too wasteful.’
The magician doesn’t stop at the sight of the pistol turning to face him and instead raises his sword while coating it in fire mana before bringing it down and striking the sphere of anti-magic. But the mana coating the blade simply fizzles out, and the blade itself shatters after touching the sphere, sending the magician flying back right as the Chairman shoots his pistol at him again, killing him.
A few seconds pass while the doctor watches the Chairman close his eyes and send a pulse of mana out to scan the surroundings, only for the man to focus directly on the camera hanging from the roof and grin directly at it. He then snaps his fingers, making the pulse of anti-magic mana crush the camera, cutting off the feed.
“Interesting,” the doctor mutters before pressing a button on the terminal built into the counter in front of him and saying, “Experiment One results. The subject is either arrogant, showing his capabilities without any care for how I use the knowledge, or is plotting against us with this information in mind. He is able to cancel out mana using his own mana as a fuel in a 1 to 1 ratio, is skilled with a single pistol, and often uses precharged bullets in combat. Bullets that have been charged with mana prior to the battle’s start, saving time during the battle, but costing a larger quantity of mana in the process of doing it personally and not through a gun.”
The doctor then pushes the button again, ending the recording.
‘More experiments are necessary before the strike,’ Leodmir sends in a message to the other Class S magicians through an encrypted channel.
He then turns around and begins leaving the room while pulling up the terminal attached to his wrist to show an image of the Kingdom of the Fallen. One that has a very small area of it filled in with the number 0.2% over the filled in area.
‘At this rate, it’ll take nearly ten years to scan the entire continent…’ Leodmir thinks to himself with a frown before shaking his head and continuing down the hall.




Chapter 36

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-
New Hope
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 10 | Day 24
In the end I don’t actually end up learning much from watching the process. The only thing that I can visibly tell with my level of magical senses is that the food and water is being converted somehow into miasma, which is then being used by the tissues and cells within my body as fuel instead of the regular nutrients. I can’t tell why this is happening, nor what the exact effects of it might be.
But at this point, I’m a little bit used to not knowing what’s happening in my own body. I’ll just have to figure it out as things go on.
After eating what must be months’ worth of food from the river, and even the fruits around the river, I make my way back to the cave, where I cover up the entrance almost entirely. Of course, not without having stashed a bunch more food in my storage before doing so. Since I’d rather not go back to starving again.
Then I make my way through the tunnel back to the house I claimed for my own, where I quickly set myself up on a bed to begin engineering spells.
This might take a while.
 

 
The city of New Hope
Year 2849 | Month 11 | Day 24
The sounds of daily activity echo throughout the city of New Hope – one of the few cities in the Kingdom of the Fallen that is not ruled by a magician. Amidst these sounds are the honking of an occasional car, the chatter of the people, and even a small band concert located at one small corner of the city.
Meanwhile, at the front gate, several soldiers of the city can be seen standing guard and checking the passes of the few visitors arriving at the city. Most of which are returnee traders who went to neighboring cities to trade their wares.
“So, hey!” one of the soldiers calls out to another after they direct a truck through the gate. The truck has a sturdy build, with wheels built especially for traveling on rough terrain – just like the majority of the vehicles used in the Kingdom of the Fallen, considering the lack of roads between most of the cities. The vegetation having overgrown across them in the many years of lack of maintenance.
A few other soldiers look towards the first one as the man continues, “What do you think about the rumors going around lately?”
The soldiers all share looks with each other in confusion until one of them speaks up – this one being a young woman wearing thin, older Kevlar military garb with long brown hair running down her back, “Do you mean the ones about the vampire in the woods up north?”
This sentence makes a look of realization dawn on the other soldiers faces, and even the driver of the approaching van who has his window down calls out from within his vehicle, “They’re just rumors! I’ve lived here my entire life and haven’t even so much as met a single vampire before!”
The man has an elderly appearance, with short gray hair, and an even shorter beard as he leans his head out over his window.
All of the soldiers turn to look at him before waving their hands in recognition of the old man who is wearing large overalls over a not-so-clean white shirt.
“Fredrick! You’re back!” the captain of the soldiers calls out while stepping out of the guardhouse stationed nearby for the soldier’s breaks. “What’s this I hear about vampires? Are you all talking about those rumors?”
Each of the soldiers nod their heads at that while still making sure to keep an eye on the woods north of the city for any undead that may have made it through the hunters.
“Yep!” Fredrick shouts while stopping his van and grabbing a clipboard one of the soldiers hands him.
“There must be some truth to it, even if whatever it is isn’t a vampire,” the soldier who originally brought up the topic adds in with a frown.
The captain nods his head at that and crosses his arms as he says, “Yeah, those’re my thoughts as well. Especially since I’ve seen the corpse.”
“The corpse?” the old man asks with a frown while turning to look at the captain and handing the clipboard back to the soldier. “You mean something really is out there?”
A look of fright fills the man’s eyes for a second at that thought, but it goes away just as quickly when the captain shakes his head and says, “No. Not anymore at least.”
Just to come right back when another soldier adds, “It could just be hiding somewhere.”
The other soldiers all glare at the guy who said that, and one of them even walks up to him and whispers, “Please don’t scare off one of the few merchants willing to leave the city walls,” in his ear.
This just has the guy shrugging and going silent.
The captain lets out a sigh at that before looking at the old man again, who is now beginning to pass through the gate, having been cleared for entry by the soldier in charge of verifying the paperwork.
“Just be sure to take a hunter with you and you’ll be fine,” the captain says while waving at the old man who is also waving back. He then turns to the one who had spoken and adds, “We already have the majority of our population hiding out inside of the walls. We don’t need more of them doing that. So please watch your mouth.”
‘Even if it is true,’ he thinks without speaking that part aloud before turning around and making his way back to the guardhouse.
After the man closes the door to the guardhouse, the other soldiers all turn to look at the woods across the clearing from them in silence as there are no other visitors at this moment.
Several minutes pass by with the silence extending in length until eventually, the first soldier to speak earlier breaks it by asking a question that has all of the others turning to stare at him.
“Right, the reason I brought up the rumor in the first place was to ask something. What’s a vampire again?”
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I nod my head in satisfaction as I cross my arms looking at the lovely barrier in front of me. It is made of compressed flames, meaning that the heat from the barrier won’t leave the barrier itself. Meanwhile the barrier will avoid me whenever I get close to it, opening up in the process to allow me inside. But anyone else who tries to pass through will likely end up becoming dinner for some random undead who happens to pass by.
Unless they’re a magician with their own barrier spell up that is.
But considering the rarity of magicians around here, I doubt that’ll happen.
With one final nod at that though, I walk straight through the barrier into the tunnel before continuing on further into it. And as I walk, I open up my terminal to show the other spell I’ve barely managed to create during the past month.
Unlike the barrier spell, this one is a much simpler one. Hence how I was able to make it in just about a week and a half ish.
This one is an offensive spell. One that spews a vast amount of flames in an inputted direction, with an inputted radius set within a certain parameter of possible radius.
Or in other words, a flamethrower spell. Which is exactly what I’ve named it.
The idea to make this spell came from my time having to blast through the wall around the poison barrier. Because it took way too long without having a constant stream spell like a flamethrower, leaving me stuck with using fire blasts and blowing myself up over and over again.
Then again, I’ve mostly gotten to the point where I don’t care much about pain anymore. Just my work on the flamethrower spell is a testament to that, not to mention the barrier. After all, I had to test if it would let me through or not. And until it started working, it didn’t.
Safe to say I’m glad my armor is fireproof, even if it doesn’t necessarily protect what’s inside of the armor from the heat of the flames. My clothes weren’t though, so I had to loot the clothes left here by the old villagers who abandoned the cavern village.
I continue walking through the tunnel until I enter the village and zero in directly on my home. Or what’s been my home for about a month now.
After I enter the building, I make my way to my meditation room, which is basically just a really large and open room where I can place my Star Diagram on the ground.
I take a deep breath, standing at the forefront of the room, before letting it out. Then I repeat the process twice more and bring out the diagram from my spatial storage, placing it in the center of the room.
My mana arcs have increased again over the last month to be about forty now. Which is still progressing at an amazing pace, considering that I can’t always be using the diagram. Not when I’m the power source for it.
But at the same time, my understanding of spells is lagging behind. After all, most of the time people don’t advance this quickly. Seeing as they don’t have a Star Diagram to use in their mana arc training.
I wouldn’t be surprised if I reached the mana arc requirements to become a Class C magician before learning a single Tier III spell, which is one of the requirements to become a Class D magician…
It’s quite sad. But the main issue is that I don’t have much to go off of for the spells, since Tier III spells focus solely on internal manipulation of the body. Things like curses, healing spells, and other things like that.
And I don’t have a reliable test subject to use them on. I don’t even have a good way to learn how to use them, seeing as the only hints I had were in the doctor’s terminal which is gone.
I frown at the thought of the terminal.
Despite everything that terminal represented, it also gave me a path forward. Which makes it awkward now, because I’m gonna have to either hope that I somehow stumble on how to make internal manipulation spells with a fire element of all things, or go out to find a magician and get the information out of them.
Putting aside the thoughts on my spells for now, I focus solely on training my mana arcs for the next hour or so, stopping only when my mana runs dry. Then I get up, placing the diagram back into my spatial storage before walking over to the dining area to go back to my research on my body.
Which generally consists of me eating and watching the miasma move through my body. Or eating and testing the physical benefits it gives me depending on how much food I eat, and what types of food I eat.
Basically just me eating.
I have learned through this that certain foods give me more miasma than others. Such as meat. Especially living meat.
Of course, I learned that through swallowing tiny fish whole.
But there have also been other experiments that I’ve done, such as testing my regeneration. And the one I’ll be doing today.
I bring out my old terminal – the one I took from the lab down further in the tunnel system – before setting it to record.
“Day twenty five, experiment number seventy three,” I state while looking at the table with several different knives on it. Most of them being ones made rather poorly out of various different materials, and by my own hand. But some of them are of good quality – those being the ones I found in the houses within the caves. “Today’s experiment will involve testing the durability of my body and searching for weaknesses towards any particular material.”
This test is purely because of the weakness that I know vampires have towards silver. So I’ve been searching for various different materials to see if I can find one that my body is weak to.
But considering that I haven’t felt any uncomfortable sensations purely from touching any of these, I doubt they’ll be a problem.
Better to know than not to know though, and it’ll also test the durability of my skin during different amounts of nourishment from the miasma made by my food.
“I will first start the test without any food consumption,” I state into the terminal before reaching out and grabbing one of the knives.
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I narrow my eyes despite them being closed as I focus on my bones, and more particularly, the miasma currently entering them and merging with the time and space mana infused into them.
The current trial was to check out the changes the miasma makes to my bones when I eat food, but…
This result isn’t what I was expecting. Not in the slightest.
I carefully watch the miasma merging with the time and space mana before eventually deciding to poke at the mana with my mental force from my mana arcs. Only for a major pain to radiate throughout my body for a single instant.
“Fuck,” I mutter out loud while my eyes snap open, unable to stop myself before spitting blood out of my mouth and losing the strength in my body to remain upright. But the strength returns just as quickly and I catch myself before falling off of the counter I’m sitting upright on.
The hell was that? I don’t think I’ve ever felt pain so strong before…
After catching my breath, I close my eyes again and focus on my bones, just to find that the miasma from the fruit I had eaten is already gone and used up.
What?
It should’ve lasted much longer than that…
I study my bones for anything that might be a sign of what happened, only for my eyes to snap open in shock.
My… my bones changed. They grew slightly. As if they had aged a bit.
That… does that mean I can cancel the time freezing of my body for a limited amount of time with the miasma? Or… just what happened?
I can’t help the smile that finds its way onto my face at the thought of no longer being stuck in a teenage body forever. Especially considering that I still look about fifteen or sixteen despite being almost twenty now.
This’ll definitely need more studying.
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 12 | Day 3
“It’s day five of experimenting on the time mana in my body. So far the results are more than I’d ever hoped before, but also less than I was originally expecting to find after discovering the reaction.” I state calmly into the terminal on my arm as I stare at the deadliest area of miasma nearest to my home. “From my experiments so far, I have learned that the consumption of any sort of material will end up in the material being converted to miasma, which will then merge itself into the time and space mana within my body. During this merging process, which lasts a single second at most, the locked state of which the time and space mana is in is disrupted and can be altered through various means, affecting the ‘reversion point’ that my body has set – which is the term I have come to call the point that my immortality returns me back to whenever I take damage.”
I pause for a moment to take a breath and gather my thoughts before continuing, “During the ‘unlocked state’ – which is the term I will be using for the second of time where the time and space mana are not locked together – I am able to tweak my reversion point by a matter of days to even a month, both backwards and forwards, changing the time of which my body is locked into. However, the tweaking process brings with it excruciating pain worse than anything I’ve ever felt before. Pain that only grows worse and more mind numbing the larger the tweaking is.”
A shiver runs through my body at the thought of reexperiencing the pain of pushing my reversion point an entire month ahead to test out the limits. It was so painful that it caused me to pass out for the remainder of the day, and after that I had even developed a temporary amnesia over the events due to trauma. Amnesia that lasted no longer than a few hours before I remembered everything.
“Trial number five, outside miasmic interference, commencing in five seconds,” I state after a long pause. “The trial is meant to test the affects of outside miasma on my body to see if it is able to change the time and space mana into its unlocked state.”
As soon as the timer on my terminal reaches zero, with the recording displaying me on one screen and my insides on another thanks to the help of the biomana scan belonging to the terminal, I step into the literal pool of miasma before closing my eyes and focusing on my legs. Completely ignoring the negligible pain caused by the miasma. Or at least, negligible compared to that of tweaking my reversion point.
“Results are positive,” I state in an emotionless tone of voice while watching the mana in my bones. “There is no visible affect between the outside miasma and my time and space mana. Moving onto studying the miniscule time and space mana inside of my flesh and organs.”
After stating that, I do just that and focus on those.
“No changes in my flesh and organs either.” I drag myself out of the miasma pool, seeing as it has already completely melted my feet by now, leaving me unable to walk. “Results of the experiment are a success. Outside miasmic interference is not possible. Trial is complete.”
And with that, I end the recording before stretching my newly restored feet a little. I then begin to walk back home again, pausing only slightly when I pass by a river and notice that that my skin seems to have grown a touch paler. And my eyes. Eyes that used to be blue but are now a crimson red, one as vivid as blood. And eyes that aren’t actually glowing right now despite their current color.
After just a few seconds though, my eyes return to blue again the moment I get clear of the miasma.
Interesting. Didn’t realize that my eyes change color without the glowing part just from being in contact with miasma.
The cave doesn’t have much if any miasma, much less many mirrors to see myself in. So I never really noticed.
After a few more steps following along the river, I halt for a moment to stare at my reflection.
My armor at this point is rather disgusting, covered in grime and ash from all of my experiments – both on my own body and through my spells. Although if it weren’t for my immortality, it’d likely have a lot of blood and gore on it too. But my immortality returns all of that to my body, making it rather clean in that regard.
But the look in my eyes… is quite different from the one from before. And it only grows worse when a rabbit passes by and my eyes flare a glowing crimson.
By now though I’ve gained enough control to stop myself from attacking them, so not only do I not do that, but the black veins don’t appear anymore either. Not unless I’ve really lost it.
My eyes still glow at the smell of the living though.
I frown at my reflection before shaking my head and continuing on my way home.
Sacrifices have to be made to free mom and dad. Only then will I be able to take a slower approach to everything.
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Before I even get back home, the smell of a human, or rather, a group of humans reaches my nose. So I jump into the trees, and begin going from tree to tree instead of traveling on the ground. Then, after about twenty seconds of this, I find a group of nine humans standing in front of my fire barrier.
Hmm. That’s a surprise. Guess it’s time to have my first visitors.
I sit in the tree near them but still out of sight as I listen to their conversation from nearly a dozen meters away from the cave entrance. All of them are wearing similar armor to the people I had run into before, albeit with some slightly better equipment. But considering that they’re armed in the first place, I’d rather not approach them and have them shooting at me and therefore ruining my clothes.
Not to mention that I can’t exactly get my armor repaired out here. Would rather make it last as long as I can before it becomes too damaged to use.
“Is this really the home of a vampire?” one of them asks the others. “Because I don’t think I’ve heard of any vampires using magic…”
I tilt my head in confusion.
Vampire? Are they talking about me?
Also, vampires can use magic just as much as a regular human. They’re just regular people with vampirism after all, so if they’re a magician before becoming a vampire, then of course they can use magic.
“What would you know?” another one says in a slightly condescending tone of voice. “Have you ever met a vampire before? For all we know, being one makes you a master magician!”
Okay, seriously.
Master magician?
My impression of these people continues to lower as I listen to their conversation, and after just about a minute of listening, I reach the decision that they will not be of any help to me. Unless I want them to put holes in my clothes and armor, which I don’t.
Only thing I can see them being of use for…
A faint smile stretches across my face.
Okay, that could work.
I continue sitting in the tree, just waiting for them to give up on my cave so that I can follow them back to their city, which I still haven’t found yet. Although that has more to do with a lack of trying than any actual ability to search for it. But with these idiots guiding me there…
“Do you think those flames are real?” one of them asks, the lone woman amongst the group. “I’ve heard some magicians might use illusions instead of actual flames just to ward off people.”
This has me raising an eyebrow at her naivete, but another one of them retorts just seconds later, “You’re free to try it if you’d like. But don’t blame us if your hand is burnt to a crisp.”
That has the woman backing up from my barrier rather quickly.
The corner of my mouth quirks up in amusement.
At least they’re amusing.
One of the other men in the group – this one having stayed quiet until now – reaches out and grabs a stick before poking the barrier, making the stick explode into flames as they quickly back away. Then, amidst the silence that has suddenly popped up around them, he mutters, “Definitely not an illusion.”
The woman nods her head rather rapidly at that.
“Do you think we could, ya know, just dig around the barrier?” another one asks with a frown on his face before reaching out to touch the wall next to the barrier, just to yank his hand back with a shout as his hand is burnt. “Shit, that fucking hurt!”
Yeah, I’m not stupid, thank you very much. Why would I leave such an obvious loophole?
Along with my barrier itself, my spell drastically heats up the stone walls, ceiling, and floor around the entrance to make it incredibly uncomfortable for anyone to just dig their way through. Although it should still be possible if someone is determined enough, or is using magic themselves.
But at that point I’ll likely already be there to stop them. Unless I’m not home that is. Not that there’s anything inside to really steal, considering that I store everything in my storage spell.
The wind suddenly changes direction, blowing their scents towards me. Fortunately, I manage to retain my control, even if my eyes likely shifted colors to red.
My training in that regard really did work wonders. Even if it made me eat far more than I would’ve ever done so otherwise.
I’m not particularly a fan of eating, to be honest. Unless it’s mint ice cream.
Which, now that I think about it…
I narrow my eyes at the people – who I’m guessing are hunters? Or maybe soldiers? – before smiling slightly.
Maybe they’ll have mint ice cream in their little city?
Because it’s been way too long since I’ve had any.
“It doesn’t look like we’ll be able to get inside without a magician’s help, or at the very least some equipment,” the man who appears to be leader of the group says. He’s wearing some sort of badge on his chest that the others aren’t and is also more disciplined than them as well. “And I doubt the magician inside-” he pauses here for a second, giving a pointed look to the ones who called me a vampire, which honestly wouldn’t be too far from the truth in some ways “-is likely to come out and greet us. So we should start heading back.”
Ah, someone with manners. That’s nice.
Also, looks like I will be able to follow them.
The others all begin to follow him after he turns around to leave directly south of my cave, which is in the opposite direction of where I am right now. So I quickly begin to hop from tree to tree following after them.
Time to check out this city of theirs.
I needed a break from training and research anyways.
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What I first thought would be a short little trip ends up taking two entire days just to reach the stupid city that these people live in. Which is that city I was told about before that doesn’t have any magicians in it called New Hope.
I find that a little odd though. After all, how would a city this size survive without any magicians? The very idea feels ludicrous.
Either way, I got to a tree close to the border of the woods before closing my eyes and listening in on the conversation upwind from me at the gate of the city.
“Did you find the vampire?”
“No, all we found was a cave with some sort of fire barrier set up.”
“It exploded the stick.”
I frown at that one, which is absolutely lacking in any detail whatsoever.
“What stick?” the one I’m assuming is the guard or something at the city asks. Or maybe a guard commander?
“The stick that we used to test the barrier,” the same idiot answers.
I pity the commander. Why did they hire someone so… should I call him unprofessional? I’m kind of blanking on the word right now that would fit him the most.
“Remember to explain your answer first next time,” the commander reprimands him before seemingly turning his attention to the leader of the little band of wannabe intruders. “If there was a barrier, then the vampire was most likely there. Meaning we’ll either have to draw it out-” I’m an it now? “-or find a way through that barrier.”
Well, that’s rude.
Wasn’t really expecting to hear them plotting about breaking into my home. But then again, makes sense. Considering that they believe me to be a vampire, and a magician. Both of which would be a threat to their city.
And since I already killed one of their soldiers by accident, they likely view me as not being very favorable towards them.
“We could use that thing,” the leader of the party of soldiers or hunters suggests.
That thing? That’s not very descriptive.
“No, I’d rather save that in case we have to fight with Reginald,” he says with a grim tone of voice that is all I need to know just how well that’s likely to turn out. Whoever this Reginald person is.
If I had to guess, it is likely the magician who is in charge of one of the neighboring cities. But that’s just a guess.
Who knows? They could be like me in that they’re living on their own.
“Then what do you suggest?” I hear the leader of the group ask again.
Silence follows for several seconds.
Out of nowhere, the one I’ve been calling an idiot suddenly suggests, “Why don’t we just talk to the vampire?”
My eyebrows rise at that.
Finally! Someone who isn’t trying to kill me!
I’m sorry for calling you an idiot!
“Do you think he would actually consider talking, and not just, ya know, eating us?” a voice I don’t recognize asks, making me wonder just how big of a monster they believe me to be.
I’ve had enough of this.
I jump down from the tree and decide to just approach the city and the soldiers. There’s not really any point in being weary of them after all. They don’t have any magicians, and I’m immortal. Only problem I’d have is if they poked my clothes full of holes.
It takes me walking several meters towards the front gate for anyone to even notice me. And another meter for my eyes to shift to red, telling them exactly who I am before a few of the soldiers who notice me shout, “Vampire!”
Oh? Now that I get a closer look – and sniff – at the commander guy, I recognize him as one of the hunter guys I first saw when I got information on the continent.
“Hello again,” I tell him with a wave of my hand, making all of the soldiers flinch and most of them raise their guns to point at me. “You remember that those won’t actually do anything to me, right? Other than irritate me with having to bother finding new clothes.”
Assuming it can get through my armor.
Those guns do look rather old in terms of their models.
“Put the guns down!” I hear their commander shout before he steps in front of the others with a grimace on his face and asks, “What do you want, vampire?”
I raise an eyebrow at his term of address before shrugging and answering, “First, I’m not a vampire. And second, I’d like to see if you have any knowledge on Tier III spells here. And third-” I pause as one of the soldiers fires a bullet at me, only for the bullet to reflect off of my armor back into him. “-I’d like to see if you have anyone here capable of dueling me with a sword. Because my instructor would be rather mad at me if I got too rusty on that. Likely mad enough to cut my head off a couple of times.”
Which I would rather avoid.
The soldiers or militiamen or whatever these people are to the city look rather confused as to both what I just said, and the fact that a bullet just bounced off of what looks like muddy armor. But I just ignore them to focus on the commander guy, who doesn’t look too happy with the soldier who fired the gun.
Despite that though, he doesn’t say anything to the soldier and focuses on me as he says, “And why should we believe that you won’t just kill us off or ask for sacrifices?”
I raise an eyebrow.
“Seriously?” I ask with a frown. “Why the hell would I want sacrifices?”
My response seems to confuse the man, but I continue anyways, “The only possible reason I could think of would be to help me with my experiments. But I can just experiment on myself, so why would I bother? Besides. It’s not a very nice thing to do.”
And now he just looks even more confused.
“Look, can you help me or not?” I repeat, crossing my arms this time and feeling my sniper rifle strapped across my back shifting slightly in the process. “Otherwise, I’m leaving.”
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It honestly feels like I’m confusing them more and more with every word I say. Which is kind of sad, to be honest.
The commander and the leader of the intruder party walk back over to the city gates and begin chatting as if I can’t hear them.
I’m starting to be very thankful for my sense of hearing.
“What do you think?” the leader asks his superior officer. “Should we bring out the mayor?”
Mayor?
Guessing that’s the leader of this little city?
I ignore the soldiers in front of me – I’m just going to settle on calling them all soldiers from now on – who are still pointing their guns at me as I focus on the conversation between the two.
“Probably. I think there may have been a misunderstanding about the vampire at some point. That or he’s trying to trick us,” the gate commander guy answers while rubbing his stubble of a beard in thought. After a few seconds he looks up at me and tenses up slightly.
The leader of the soldiers from before asks his superior, “Do you think we can even take him? He’s shrugged off who knows how many bullets and only seems to be worried about his clothes getting damaged…”
No, you really can’t.
“It’s probable that we can find a weakness of some kind-” no it’s not “-but I would rather not test it against him. Especially knowing that he could likely take out a sizable portion of our men in the process,” the commander says after turning his gaze away from me. He then pauses for a few seconds, lets out a sigh, and orders, “Go inform the mayor that we have an emergency on our hands. And explain the situation to him before he gets here.”
“Sir!” the other one shouts before heading off into the city while the commander returns to us and says, “My apologies for the wait.”
I’m starting to feel awkward having listened to everything they just said and now seeing him return to me as if that hadn’t just happened.
Although it doesn’t help that over half a dozen rifles are still being pointed at me.
“I just sent lieutenant Bracken to find and bring the mayor here, as I’m not a high enough rank to discuss our dealings with you,” he tells me, surprisingly telling the truth in the process.
Interesting.
I honestly expected him to tell some sort of lie or just stall for time while the mayor came with reinforcements.
Maybe something will come of this instead of conflict after all? When I came over here I wasn’t really expecting much success in my endeavors. But that might not be the case after all.
 

 
The Arcane Academy
Year 2849 | Month 12 | Day 3
A destitute silence fills the academy as academy students – each magicians in their own right – wander from one place to another, not saying a single word. Meanwhile, in one particular place, a building that serves as a restaurant to the more privileged and wealthy, or in the case of Nathan and his friends, family and friends, one group can be seen sitting at a table not saying a word. Amongst this group are the former members of Nathan’s team from his time at the academy, along with Amelia Marshall.
None of them say a single word. Instead, they all simply sit there eating mint ice cream. The type of ice cream that they all knew Nathan loved.
Eventually, after nearly ten minutes of silence, Aidan Hawkins finally speaks, asking the question each of them is wanting to know to Amelia.
“Did you find his family?”
All of them but Amelia hold their breath as they look at her, only for tears to start forming in many of their eyes once she slowly shakes her head in the negative. “We couldn’t find any traces of them. They’re most likely dead at this point.”
The previous silence returns with a vengeance, joined only by the occasional sniffle from the gathered magicians. But this one is almost immediately broken again by the arrival of Sophia’s sister, who is carrying a round of alcoholic beverages.
Everyone turns to her in confusion when she sets them down on the table for them, and when someone tries to speak up, she just raises a hand and says, “Ah ah ah, no declining. I don’t care if you’re technically still just a year away from being legally old enough to drink on your own. You need these.”
She then walks away, leaving each of the students to brew over whether or not to drink the beverages in front of them, as the drinking age in the republic is at the age of twenty. And none of them are twenty yet.
However, it only takes the silence brewing for another minute before someone gives in.
Everyone looks at Amelia, who is already chugging down a bottle of beer before they share a glance with each other and join her, starting with Aidan, and then Cyria, followed shortly by the rest.
After everyone takes a deep pull of the beer, Aidan raises his beer to the air and shouts, “To Nathan! The best friend a guy could ever ask for!”
It doesn’t take long for the others to join suit.
“To Nathan! The brother I never had!” Amelia shouts after him. Followed by the others silent nods, each with tears falling down their faces.
Sophia’s sister can’t help but smile just a little bit at seeing the group finally begin to recover, even if just a little bit.
Meanwhile, in a certain classroom, two instructors can be seen staring blankly at a screen. One that had just been cut off after the doctor finally bothered to tell them about his losing Nathan’s whereabouts.
“Who would’ve thought he’d lose that psycho,” Leo mutters, a faint smile spreading across his face as he stares at the screen. And Anabel can’t help but nod next to him, too shocked to form any words right now. Because they both understand clearly how powerful the doctor is.
And to get out from under his thumb would take a miracle.
Which some might consider what happened to be a miracle. Others?
Not so much.
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It ends up taking about half an hour of awkwardly waiting with the soldiers pointing their guns at me for the soldier to come back with an old man. The man is wearing a business suit and has a thick white mustache and grey hair. He also doesn’t look very happy as I quickly find him glaring at me as soon as he leaves the gate.
“Vampire, what are you doing here?” the mayor shouts, stopping over a dozen meters away from me, with the soldiers and gate guards all backing up to surround him.
I raise an eyebrow as I respond, “I already answered that. “I’d like to see if you have any knowledge on Tier III spells here, and to find a good sparring partner for my sword practice.”
The mayor doesn’t seem to like my answer as he scoffs and practically spits out, “Why the hell would we have either of those things? Now buzz off vampire before I decide to stop being hospitable.”
My brows furrow at the clear rudeness that the man is displaying before letting out a sigh and walking forward.
His eyes widen as he sees me walking towards them instead of running like he expected, and he then begins to panic as he shouts, “Soldiers! Shoot it!”
About half of the soldiers start firing, but I ignore the bullets to continue walking forward as the pain doesn’t really register much anymore with me. Not pain of that level at least.
“Ya see, I know you likely have a magician hiding somewhere in this city, otherwise the other cities magicians would never leave you alone,” I talk as I walk, somehow frightening the men even more by the fact that I’m casually speaking while being peppered with holes. “So if it’s not too much trouble for you, I would very much like to meet this magician.”
They wouldn’t have to hide as a non-magician city if they were strong enough to really threaten me, but they also wouldn’t be able to defend the city against the other magicians if they were too weak to know about Tier III spells. Meaning this place is probably the perfect place to go to if I want to learn about them.
More and more of the soldiers begin firing as I step close and closer until I physically shove a couple of the soldiers out of the way, the others stopping their fire due to me being too close for them to safely fire without hitting a friendly. Then I stop moving once I get within a meter of the mayor, my eyes no doubt flashing with a crimson light.
“Now, am I going to have to go inside to find them myself, or are you going to find them?” I ask rather politely, as I don’t really want to make an enemy of these idiots.
The mayor begins to shiver and I even smell a rather nasty scent coming from him before a loud shout echoes across the clearing from the gate.
“That’s enough!”
When I look past the mayor, I find a man who is giving off a faint presence of mana from his body, making me grin as I simply push past the ‘mayor’ – who I’m really starting to question if he is actually the mayor or not – to head in his direction.
The man looks to be in his mid to late thirties with a clean shaven face, short black hair, and a rifle hanging on his back. And he honestly looks more pissed off at the ‘mayor’ than me, considering that he’s glaring at the man and practically ignoring me for the moment.
“Why was I not informed earlier of our guest?!” he shouts, making the ‘mayor’ literally drop to the ground. The magician then turns to the soldiers and shouts, “All of you, bring him back to the city hall. I’ll deal with him later!”
A couple of the soldiers appear confused for a second, but the others quickly respond to the orders by grabbing the mayor and ‘escorting’ him back into the city, leaving me and the magician alone.
The man looks to be wearing an outdated uniform of the Republic’s military, with a lot of the outer layer seemingly worn off and very little of the initial symbols of the Republic if any remaining on it.
After watching the soldiers escort the man away for a second, he turns his gaze back to me and asks, “You were looking for me?”
I nod my head, pleased that the one I wanted to speak with is finally here. “Yes, I am. Would you be able to help me?”
He narrows his eyes for a second before crossing his arms and saying, “That depends. What do you offer in return?”
I look around the city walls for a few seconds and then glance back at the forest.
“Well, for one,” I start, turning to face him, “you aren’t able to handle the miasma that well, if what your men were saying is true. So I can hunt game for you and bring a small portion of it to you. I could help you out in the case of a battle with another city led by a magician, with the added mention that if I believe it to be suicide I can decline. And I can give you news on the outside world and that of the Dark Forest.”
Throughout most of that, the magician’s face remains rather passive. But at the mention of the Dark Forest, his eyes widen and he quickly asks, “You can enter it?” Only for his brows to furrow and his eyes to glance at my own eyes. “Never mind. That much should be obvious.”
Interesting. Looks like they really want more information about the Dark Forest.
I can certainly leverage this for some benefits.
“In exchange for all of that, I would like two things from you.” I state, pressing my advantage. “First, knowledge on creating Tier III spells as a fire magic user, or just knowledge in general if you don’t have that. And second, daily training sessions with a sword user on my own level or higher. If you can’t get one of these, then I will be changing the terms on my side of the deal."
Several seconds pass in silence and I can clearly tell that the man is struggling on whether he should accept or not, his eyes constantly flickering between the Dark Forest visible quite a ways away from us and my crimson eyes.
Guess he doesn’t like the idea of working with someone inhuman?
Regardless of the reason, he eventually sighs and answers, “I am willing to negotiate. Unfortunately, we do not have any sword users, as you should very well know that swords are only a viable weapon for magicians. And even then, only when the magician has a sword capable of taking in mana.”
I frown at that before letting out my own sigh. “Yeah, I suspected as such. Guess I’ll just practice without a sparring partner then, even if it won’t be anywhere near as efficient.”
A few seconds pass in silence, and during that time I can’t help but glance at the soldiers near the gate and manning the walls who are all aiming their guns at me. Which really is rather stupid, considering that they’ve seen what their guns can do to me. Basically nothing.
I glance at my clothes and armor, which are riddled with holes in the weaker protected areas.
Well, nothing besides ruining my gear.
Such a pain.
Why do I even wear armor anyways? It kind of feels like a moot point and a waste of resources to get the armor.
Then again, not like I can actually get my armored repaired nowadays anyways. Considering the very limited number of magicians around and the clear competitive nature between them.
“How about this,” the magician starts while waving his hand downwards, making the soldiers on the wall and the gate lower their guns. “If you tell me everything you learned while inside of the Dark Forest, you assist us in defending our city if needed at your own discretion, and you help bring us a small amount of fruit or some meat – let’s say a couple baskets of fruit or five or so animals’ worth of meat – every week, then I will personally assist you in creating Tier III spells. We will also allow you limited access to the city under armed guard for you to conduct trade with the citizens if you please.”
I purse my lips as I watch him reach his arm out and say, “What say you? Is that a beneficial trade?”
My gaze alternates between his hand, his face, and the soldiers standing stiffly on the wall for a few seconds before I focus on him again and answer, “Throw in a few hints towards Tier IV spells while you’re at it and we have a deal.”
He looks surprised for a second, only to break out into a grin the next as he quickly says, “It’s a deal.”
We clasp palms and shake on it, making the tension leave the bodies of the soldiers on the wall. Meanwhile I notice a slight frown form on the man’s face at the coldness of my palm before he shakes his head and our hands separate.
“Now, I’m informed that you have fire magic?” he asks, sending a questioning glance towards my eyes, probably wondering how a ‘vampire’ is using fire magic and not plain miasma or something.
I nod my head, “That’s right. And for your information, I’m not a vampire. What was done to me was done by a death affinity Class S magician against my will, and not by miasma.”
My words make his mouth drop wide open as his eyes widen in shock.
I glance towards the wall before looking at him again and asking, “Is here a good place to speak about the Dark Forest? Or should we go somewhere more private?”
His mouth closes shut rather quickly, following which he nods his head and says, “Follow me.” Then walks into the city.
Guess I’m allowed in.
I follow after the guy, simply passing through the frightened soldiers into what I’m guessing is the barracks of the city. And even then, we continue walking all the way to some sort of office at the back of the building where he sits down on a comfortable looking sofa while indicating the one across from him.
After a brief hesitation, I sit down on the sofa.
“Before we begin, I’d like to get introductions fully out of the way,” he says, pausing as someone opens the door, walks in, drops off two cups of tea, and leaves again. “My name is Xavier Lacrosse, the one in charge of the military power of this city. Also the one in charge of keeping the order in it and defending it from the neighboring cities.”
My eyebrow raises in incredulity, and he quickly catches it and explains, “Yes, I know. The mayor doesn’t have any real power beyond organizing the city, which he does a decent job on. He’s just terrible when it comes to defenses, security, understanding who not to piss off, and in general, negotiations.”
“Those sound like important qualities for a mayor to have,” I point out, reaching for the tea and grabbing a drink, seemingly surprising him for a second. Likely at the fact that I can in fact drink the tea without a problem.
“Indeed they are, but not when he’s only ruling and guiding the city, and not actually defending it or politicking it himself,” Xavier says, his face returning to a neutral expression as he sips his own tea.
I guess he has a point there. But he could’ve at least gotten a more competent stand-in.
Unless there just wasn’t one? Which while it wouldn’t be impossible, it would definitely be unlikely.
Either way, their city’s situation is of no concern to me. I just need my information.
On that note, I begin by asking, “Before I talk, tell me what you know of the Dark Forest. Because I get the feeling you don’t have the whole story.”
Not if what the soldiers back at my first interaction with them were to be believed.
Xavier narrows his eyes for a second before eventually beginning to describe to me a story about the forest.
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“None of us really know all that much about the Dark Forest. It’s been around since long before the fall of the Kingdom, but even back then very few people dared go inside,” Xavier says, surprising me slightly since I had kind of assumed that the Dark Forest originated from that disgusting bag of bone’s mortal death. “And of the ones that did go inside? None of them ever came back out. Not as a human at least.”
I can’t help but notice his eyes flickering to my own as he says that, but they return to the teacup in his hand right after.
Guess he still has doubts about the origin of my vampirism.
“All we knew about the place was that it had something to do with the late king, and that undead frequently left it, to the degree that the kingdom had to station guards year-round all around the forest to act as a buffer,” he continues while staring at his teacup like it was the most interesting thing in the world. “But after the kingdom’s fall, there weren’t any guards to cover the forest anymore. So the undead started moving out of it, along with the miasma they were wreathed in.”
Hmm. Very unfortunate. Miasma is a rather dangerous substance. It’s not poisonous or anything, but it will cause direct damage to whatever it touches. Including crops, fruits, and other stuff like that.
It’s one of the few substances created by mana that doesn’t share the properties of the mana it was created from. Which is why I’m apparently healed by death mana considering the king’s actions back in the Dark Forest but am still hurt by miasma.
“Eventually most of the vegetation had begun to die off around the Dark Forest. And even in the areas further away from it, the vegetation was close to dying off as well. At least, until it began to adapt to the miasma,” he continues, a conflicted look on his face as he speaks. “The vegetation started slowly becoming resistant to the damages of the miasma since it wasn’t enough to fully destroy everything that far out.”
My eyebrows rise at that little bit.
Huh. Didn’t realize something could develop a resistance to miasma.
Interesting to know, but doesn’t exactly do anything for me since my body won’t be able to develop that resistance.
The man finally looks up at me again, but this time with a determined look on his face as he finishes, “We didn’t know that the vegetation had grown resistance and had been living under the rule of other cities without them knowing about me, my mana being so weak back then that it was practically impossible for a Class C magician to discover me. So when we found this place we immediately made for an escape and moved here, settling this city.”
“Wait, how long ago was this?” I ask, unable to hold back my surprise. This city may not be anywhere near as big or fancy as regular cities in the Republic, but it still must’ve taken years to build. Maybe even a decade!
This time he just grins and says, “Five years ago.” And before I can even express my shock or ask how, he continues, asking me, “Now, you have news about the Dark Forest?”
I stare at him for a few seconds before nodding my head.
Yeah, it probably has something to do with his magic. Some sort of Special affinity that’ll help in construction, perhaps?
“I probably don’t even have to say who the Class S magician was that did this to me,” I begin, quickly noticing the man flinching at my words, “but I’m gonna do it anyways. Your king is still inside of the Dark Forest, and while he’s not breathing, he is alive in a sense.”
My last words seem to confuse the man.
“Apparently death affinity magicians can’t die,” I tell him, making his eyes grow wide. “If they do ‘die’, then the death mana in their body is used to bring them back, nourishing their dead corpse and mind even after death. So unless they completely run out of mana – which is unlikely in the case of a Class S magician – it’s impossible for him to die.”
Xavier stares at me with his mouth gaping open for several seconds, so I just decide to continue speaking, “Before I got there, the guy was sealed away in some prison inside his own lab. But he managed to break out while I was staying in his giant treehouse and decided to test out his mutagen on me. And this,” I pause while motioning towards my eyes, “is the result.”
The man just continues staring.
I wait seconds. Then ten. After a minute, I get sick of waiting and snap my finger in front of the man’s face, shaking him out of his stupor.
He quickly gathers his wits and asks, “Are you sure about this?” and right when I’m about to frown at him, he glances at my eyes and shakes his head, “Nevermind. Of course, you’re sure.” He then gets up from his seat and walks over to the desk to pick up a phone.
I just watch as he begins talking on the phone like I’m not here.
“Please call a meeting for one hour from now. Tell everyone it’s important and that they are not able to miss it no matter what.”
My enhanced ears manage to hear the words of what sounds like a young woman on the other end of the phone asking, “What should I tell them the meeting is about?”
“Tell them it’s about the possible survival of King Adalwolf Giese.”
Possible? Guess he doesn’t trust me completely. Which makes sense, but still.
I hear a gasp coming from the phone, and I can’t help but wonder if him bluntly saying that out loud was a good idea or not. Or at least, I wonder about it for the brief three seconds that I care, seeing as it doesn’t affect me.
After a few words from the lady – who I’m beginning to believe is his assistant or something – he slams the phone down, lets out a heavy breath, then turns around and drills his eyes directly at me as he says, “Tell me more."
 

 
And so, after recounting a rather broad tale of what happened, leaving out a few details of course, the magician and I end up sitting in silence for who knows how long while he seemingly broods over the new information. But whether he really believes me or not is unknown.
So I wait. And wait. And wait some more.
Eventually though I get fed up with it, and right as I’m about to speak, he finally raises his head and asks, “May I see the star diagram?”
My eyes widen for a second and I stand up, looking down at the furniture. He gets the idea and we both begin moving it to make room for the thing.
After the furniture is moved to the edges of the room, I open my spatial storage – briefly noting how his eyes widen at the sight of it – before pulling out the star diagram and placing it on the floor.
“It’s really here…” the man mutters, a note of awe in his voice.
I can’t help but stare as the man quite literally kneels down to the floor and bows to the device.
What?
I blink in surprise and even rub my eyes to make sure I’m not seeing things. But after several seconds, I can’t help but mutter out loud, “What are you doing?”
Without even raising his head, the magician says, “The Kingdom’s Star Diagram is bound to the lifeforce of the king himself. Meaning that if it still exists, so does his majesty.”
Oh.
Well, if that’s all I needed to prove my story, then cool.
I reach down to grab the Star Diagram before stuffing it into my storage space again before the guy can even raise his head to see what I’m doing. And when he does, he just looks confused.
“Well, I did my side of the bargain,” I tell him while tapping my feet on the ground, “it’s time for you to do yours.”
He just stares at me.
“No, we’re not doing that again,” I tell him while raising a hand and snapping directly in his face to snap him out of whatever stupor he entered. “Fulfil your end of the bargain.”
His eyes narrow and he glances at my device coded into my spatial coordinates before glancing at my eyes. Then he sighs and says, “If you were human then I would’ve tried to take the Star Diagram by force.”
I can’t help but raise an eyebrow at the blunt way he just said that.
“But that doesn’t mean other cities magicians won’t try just that,” he continues, answering my unasked question.
My brows furrow as I ask, “Why are you telling me this?”
He lets out another sigh and walks around the room, moving the furniture back in place. Then, after finishing, he sits back down and answers, “Because while I would rather have his majesty’s Star Diagram with me, I know that is impossible. Not with your power as a vampire, and not right now. In the future, maybe. But not when you have the advantage in proximity.”
Wow. Blunt.
“Also, his majesty must have let you take it, meaning you have his trust to some extent, and I’d rather see you have it than those other magicians of the kingdom who are busy abusing their citizens for their own gain,” he adds this last part, making me dislike him less.
So he’s both a good guy and greedy at the same time. Good to know, I guess.
Although judging by what he already said, I wouldn’t be surprised if he tried attacking me from behind on the way back home.
But wait, would that have any point? Because then he wouldn’t get his part of the bargain.
I can’t help but feel he’s not being entirely truthful about that. That he probably won’t attack me, even with my Star Diagram.
After all, who announces that beforehand anyways?
He lets out another sigh making me wonder if that’s just a habit or something before he looks up at me then indicates his chair, likely signaling me to take a seat. And so I do.
“We had a deal, so let’s get started,” he says while maneuvering his arm in front of him and tapping on a very old terminal – one even older than the one I’m using right now – and makes an empty code script appear. He then begins typing away on it and says, “To start with, Tier III spells are different in that you need to take in mind the type of spell you want it to be, whether mental or physical. If it’s mental, you have to target the brain or the nervous system, and if it’s physical, then any part of the body past the magical membrane.” He pauses to look up at me, only to look back down after seeing that I’m paying attention. I even bring out my own terminal and begin taking notes.
“Keep in mind that everyone’s body has internal magic defenses set up against invading mana and spells, and you have to either avoid or break through those to use your spell inside of them,” he continues, still typing on his terminal to show me what I’m assuming to be a basic program for a Tier III spell. Which is rather complicated. “You’ll have to spend a while studying the theoretical concepts behind the defenses before you try any spells out on a human, since they can really screw with a person’s body and mind if you try a spell and it doesn’t work while active. And if you try one on an enemy without knowing the concepts, then it might do the opposite and won’t even leave a mark on them. Just immediately getting extinguished within seconds of entering their body while also alerting them to your attack.”
Yeah, that would be bad. But I can study my own magical defenses well enough, so it shouldn’t be a problem.
The magician pauses for a second before making a call, asking for some texts to be brought up. He then glances at me again and says, “I’ll give you some texts to take with you as practice materials, but for now, let’s continue the lesson.”
I nod my head in a hurry while still typing stuff down.
It’s about time I make some progress.
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The man’s lecture lasts for nearly forty minutes before he finishes, all the while writing a basic program for a Tier III spell into his terminal that he promptly sends me. Although I hesitate to call it basic like he does. Since this is a lot more complicated than any of the spells I’ve made before.
After that he just sends me to the front gate inside of some sort of military jeep with a force of armed guards around me, showing just how little he really trusts me not to lose control of my bloodlust. Not that I can really blame him considering what I did to one of his men a while back.
I don’t bother paying much attention beyond what’s necessary for situational awareness to the citizens we’re driving by, just focusing on my terminal as I look through the program the man sent me while also reading through the notes I took. The process itself isn’t as complicated as I’d thought it would be, but he didn’t have too much advice about using fire mana to be specific. Not much that I can really go on to design a new fire mana spell. Plenty that I can use for neutral spells, such as invigorate which is a spell that uses neutral mana or just mana of any element to poke and prod at the cells of a body to give them a little jump start in healing. But nothing particular for fire.
That said, I do have some ideas. Like a spell to kill off poisoned or corrupted cells through a controlled slow burn of the specific cells. But that will have to wait till I’m skilled enough in Tier III spells design to actually accomplish making something like that.
I don’t look up from my terminal until I hear the vehicle stopping at the outskirts of the city, and when I do, I find the driver staring at me through the window separating the back of the vehicle from the driver’s portion with a rather frightened look on his face. One that grows worse when he finds me returning his gaze.
“W-we’re here, sir,” he says, stuttering ever so slightly. So I close out of my terminal and get up right as the door to the vehicle opens to reveal another frightened looking soldier.
Wonder if it’s because they saw the body of the other guy or if it’s just because of my red eyes? Or maybe my status as a magician?
Come to think of it, there are a lot of reasons for people here to be afraid of me.
And surprisingly that doesn’t bother me.
I step out of the vehicle before leaving through the gate, briefly glancing at the moon in the sky marking it as having reached nighttime already. Then I glance back at the soldiers to fortunately find them not pointing any guns at me this time before I continue walking towards and into the tree-line in the direction of my home, ignoring the soldiers entirely from that point on.
That really was a pain. And I’m supposed to visit at least once a week to bring in food. But at the same time, I’m allowed to visit whenever I want and conduct trade with the citizens as long as I have an armed guard following me around. And I can visit once every two weeks for a tutored lesson directly with Xavier in spell crafting for both Tier III and IV spells, since he couldn’t get me a sword sparring partner.
Which really is a pity, but oh well. Just have to take what I can get. And it makes sense that they wouldn’t have Arcadian Metal here, meaning there really isn’t much point in having swords since guns are just better in most combat scenarios without it.
I continue walking through the forest for a while before running into a deer, which I quickly barbecue with a simple fireball spell before stashing it in my storage and continuing on my way with my dinner in tow. But at some point, I stop walking as my eyes narrow on a group of people I can smell from further ahead.
Interesting.
I jump into the trees before going towards them, stopping once their voices are audible.
“So the rumors are true then. New Hope’s magician really is only a Class C support magician.”
My eyes widen slightly, only to return to narrow again a second later.
Honestly, it was kind of expected. After all, how’d he manage to build such a large city so quickly? And why is he hiding that he’s a magician to the newcomers in the city?
It really doesn’t make much sense, and there’s just so many things that feel off about that city and its leader. So him being a support magician – a Special affinity magician whose affinity has very little combat application – would answer a lot of questions.
“Guess that means we will be attacking soon after all.”
I raise a brow at that before jumping to a closer tree to get a better look at the two people speaking, only to find two people – a man and a woman judging by their voices – cloaked in long black cloaks that make their faces hard to decipher in the dark.
Okay. This might lead to some annoying problems down the road, but in all honesty, I couldn’t care less about the people in that city. On the other hand, letting these two go would cause a battle that I’d be pulled into thanks to that agreement. Which wouldn’t be the worst thing, since it’d give me an offhanded bit of information about how well these magicians fight. About their technology, their cities combat strength, and other little bits of information.
But it’d also be a pain.
“Sir,” one of them – the woman – says into the terminal on her arm, “it would appear the rumors were correct.”
Oh. Well, guess I can’t do anything now regardless.
Hmm. If I let them go now, there really isn’t any consequences for me anymore. And I’d rather not just go around murdering people, sooo… yeah.
I turn around and begin making my way back to the cave.
All in all, if the fighting starts and Xavier doesn’t contact me – which he probably should’ve thought to give me a way to contact him to be honest – then I’ll never even know a fight was going on in the first place. Meaning I won’t have to help.
In the end though, I’ll see what happens when it happens.
For now, it’s time to get to work on my Tier III spells.
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Xavier wasn’t sure what he expected when he heard about a vampire in the woods. One that was a magician and had apparently torn one of his hunters apart rather viciously.
Would it come to the city and attack? To enslave them? It seemed to be intelligent if the reports his men gave him were correct, but intelligent didn’t necessarily mean friendly. So he began limiting the people’s ability to leave the city just in case.
But what he wasn’t expecting was for the vampire himself to visit, much less ask for tips and help on spell design.
And when he started speaking of his majesty? Xavier couldn’t help but want to kill him then and there. Until he found out the king was still alive.
Now I can’t help but admit that the kid really is exactly the type that would pique his majesty’s interest…
This thought runs through Xavier’s head as he stares at the various government officials trusted to run the city of New Hope, each of which is currently discussing how they might find a way to enter the Dark Forest and return unscathed in order to search for the king. Not a single one of them caring about the king’s current state of being technically an undead creature.
Just one made out of death mana instead of miasma.
“Are we sure we have enough time to be dealing with this, what with Darkin nipping at our heels?” Captain Rodrick asks, being one of the least loyal people sitting in the room in regards to the king and the kingdom. And his words have an immediate silencing effect on everyone within the room. “My scouts believe that they should be learning the truth relatively soon about us, so it won’t be long before they attack. And I for one don’t believe we have what it takes to defend against them.”
No one says anything in response to that.
True, but brutal way of putting it.
Xavier lets out a sigh of regret before raising his voice amidst the silence, “The captain’s right. We don’t have the manpower right now to spend on researching and searching the Dark Forest, so that’ll have to wait. For now, we will be increasing the security around the city and the patrols throughout the forest. It’d be better if we could get forewarning of their attack so that we can call for help from the magician known as Nathan Fox.”
The others all look confused for a moment before Xavier clarifies, “That is the name of the magician who brought us the information about his majesty and is currently holding onto the Star Diagram.”
Everyone’s eyes widen in shock and half of them shoot up from their chairs.
“He has it, and you didn’t retrieve it? What were you thinking!?” “Why didn’t you force him into returning it!?” “Are you insane?!”
Xavier frowns at the outburst before letting a small pulse of mana spread through the room, shutting them all up. Then he says, “This magician may not have been the same Class as me, but he was a pure combat magician. And one with a unique physique that had even our king interested.” His eyes narrow. “The man was far too much for me to handle thanks to that. Even if he didn’t bother using his magic, he would’ve been able to kill me with ease.”
A wave of fear runs through the people in the room, including the captain who had originally had trust that the city’s magician guardian would’ve been able to deal with the vampire. Every last one of them turns pale, but not a single one dares to question the information given to them by the one they now realize was the vampire that they’d all heard about before. Not when Xavier has already seen the Star Diagram himself. A diagram that requires its users to have received permission from the king himself to use through having their mana signature imprinted in the device.
After a few minutes, Xavier continues speaking, “If I work together with mister Fox, then we will most likely be able to defeat whatever magician is sent our way by Darkin. It’s really our only hope of survival.”
“But,” the captain starts, bringing everyone’s attention to him, “how do we know the vamp- err, I mean how do we know mister Fox will assist us when called for?”
Xavier turns to look at him before frowning and answering, “We don’t. Not really.” Before the others can react negatively towards this, he adds, “All we can do is hope that my assistance in his spell design is enough for him to want to help us.”
Silence fills the meeting hall once again.
“The next time mister Fox arrives, do not say anything to anger him,” Xavier says, looking each of the officials in the eye one by one, “go about your jobs and be polite. We don’t want him deciding that my part of the bargain isn’t worth the trouble of fulfilling his part. And we especially don’t want him joining the Darkin faction against us.” He pauses for a second, staring directly at one particular official in the room, making the man flinch as he adds, “Is that understood?”
Everyone nods their head.
“Good,” Xavier says before standing up from his seat and declaring, “then this meeting is over.”
The officials all begin to get up from their seats, each chatting amongst themselves about one of the subjects covered in the meeting. But Xavier just sighs and begins gathering all the paperwork in front of him before leaving the room and heading towards his office.
If only I had been more polite to the boy myself when I met him. Then things wouldn’t likely be as tense as they are, and our position would’ve been better.
Xavier continues walking to his office, regretting his own actions earlier that day. But what he regrets even more are the actions of his puppet, who almost brought their city to ruin by angering their only beacon of hope. A beacon that happens to have the appearance of vampire.
We can only hope that he’ll consider helping us when the time comes, and that we’ll actually be able to reach him at that time to ask for help in the first place.
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It ends up taking me about two days to finally get some real progress in making the most basic Tier III spell, invigorate. Which was rather annoying, to be honest. Because even after converting my fire mana into neutral mana and managing to navigate it through my own body to use as the test subject, it becomes rather difficult to keep it as neutral mana when my own body has fire mana in it.
What’s worse is that the other mana affinities in my body are rather against the idea of a random neutral mana entering my body and doing things, especially the time mana. So the whole process became a pain in the rear end to finish testing. And that was only after I gave up on using my own body and decided to find a random wild animal to use as a test subject. Or, animals.
Poor creatures. But this will all be worth it in the end.
Besides. I fed them first to give them something in return, and only around half of them died.
Something interesting I found out in the process of doing this though – that wasn’t actually taught yet at the academy – is that any living creature has mana membranes in their body, along with ‘mana arcs’. It’s just that only magicians have any mana in the mana arcs, and the ability to manipulate the arcs. Everyone else just has dead arcs that literally do nothing. Kind of like defects in their body.
Which is interesting to learn about. And probably something that the academy would’ve covered in a later class or something.
I narrow my eyes on the terminal before raising my hand up to the random bear I have strapped to the table. The thing is currently knocked out cold, so I don’t have to worry about it moving as I quickly focus on inputting the rather large script into the magic circle that appears on the surface of the bear’s body. And once I finish, I let out a breath and activate the spell.
Then I close my eyes and focus my mana senses on the inside of the bear’s body, just watching as my spell navigates its way through the complex mana membrane and into its body where it then goes inert for a few seconds on the spot where the circle was directly over.
I let out a sigh of relief and open my eyes again. Then I very slowly grab a knife and position it right around where the mana is before digging it into the creature’s flesh and pulling it back out again. And without wasting a second, I close my eyes and focus on the wound with my senses, just watching my mana begin to act, as it should. But unlike what it’s supposed to do – which is just invigorate the cells into healing faster – it starts to burn the cells, making me grimace as the wound only starts smoking.
Shit.
I pat the creature’s side down before it fully sets on fire and let out another sigh. But this one in defeat.
Another failure. But at least the bear didn’t die, so I can use it for a different experiment.
I reach over and grab the thing by the neck before dragging it across the ground without much struggle towards a cage and tossing it the rest of the way in, closing the cage door behind it. Then I walk over to my desk in what used to be the lab belonging to that magician who made those monsters but is now mine.
The people from New Hope have been silent without even once meeting with me since I left, so that’s kind of strange. But I’ll be going to deliver some food tomorrow, so I’ll be seeing if they’ve begun fighting or not at that point. Because it is highly possible that the two cities have been in combat, but New Hope just hasn’t been able to contact me.
Was honestly kind of expecting them to come running by now. Although part of that is probably because I could use the combat to keep me sharp.
I frown for a second at the thought, briefly noting my slightly lower view of other people since changing into what I am now, only to shake my head.
Doesn’t matter. I’m just gonna continue living as I do, so whatever other effects my loss of humanity brought don’t matter in the end.
I open up my terminal and the simulation software on the terminal before going through the code and fixing something I realized rather quickly was wrong with the code after seeing the results of that experiment. Then I go through and search the entire code, just trying to find any bugs I may have missed before.
Nearly an hour passes as I do this before I briefly glance to the cage at the sound of the bear waking up. But then I ignore it again to leave the room for a quieter place. One without an angry bear.
As I walk though, I can’t help but think back to the times I went to dinner with the rest of my old team.
I wonder how they’re all doing? Or if they’re even still alive?
The thought of them dying in battle somewhere sends a wave of sadness through me, but I just push through it, convincing myself to only think of the present. Because that’s really all that matters right now.
Then I think about the mint ice cream from the academy and can’t help but ponder over if I’ll be able to find any in New Hope when I go visit tomorrow.
Because that would be a very wonderful thing to find. And I’m honestly surprised I didn’t think to ask while I was there.
Although I better bring some extra food to trade just to make sure I have what I need for the ice cream should they actually have some.
My thoughts are interrupted when I hear clanging noise echoing along the wall, signaling that someone is pulling the little rope that I hung up there and attached various pots and pans to in order to make some sort of doorbell outside of the barrier.
Are they here?
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I close out of my terminal before heading through the caverns and tunnels in the direction of the exit, eventually finding the fire barrier still perfectly intact while the string I put up is constantly being tugged on.
Well, someone’s out there. That’s for sure.
And my nose tells me the same thing as I get closer to the barrier.
After making it within a foot or so of the barrier, the flames begin to move to allow my passage, revealing three people on the other side. Each armed with non-magi-tech kevlar and rifles. Nothing that can do much of anything to me beyond ruin my clothes. And one of the people is the captain from before.
“Mister Fox,” the man says while inclining his head towards me and using my last name. “The time has come for you to fulfil your end of the bargain and help us against our enemy.”
I narrow my eyes at that.
“What’s the situation?” I ask while reaching over my shoulder to pat my rifle.
The captain notices and stiffens up slightly before saying, “Our forces have been in direct combat with Darkin since this morning. They’ve been sieging the city ever since, making it hard to get out without them catching us.”
A siege?
“What do you want me to do?” I ask while patting the pommel of the sword at my waist.
He looks at me for a second, seemingly taking in my crimson eyes before answering, “Whatever you can to get rid of them.”
Then he begins walking away with the soldiers without saying another word, surprising me in that they’re not gonna try forcing me to work alongside them or something. But in the end, it’s probably better this way, since I have my doubts that the soldiers would like the idea of working with me very much.
I watch them go for a few seconds before turning around and going back into the cave to gather a few things.
 

 
After grabbing the star diagram, a couple of my extra blades that I got before leaving New Hope, and making sure I have all of my ammunition ready in my sniper rifle, I leave my home again and begin making my way towards the city.
If they’re trying to siege the city, then I’m kind of surprised that the captain managed to make it here undetected. And I honestly wouldn’t be surprised if they actually were followed but just didn’t realize it. But there’s no real way to prove that without following directly behind them.
I continue walking through the woods for a little while until I eventually get close enough to the city to smell blood and hear the sounds of bullets being fired. So I begin to slow down at that point, traveling only through the trees and not the ground.
Eventually I come to a stop close to the tree line viewing the city where I focus on the battle going on, which consists of what looks like over a thousand soldiers fighting on top of the walls, one group wearing the same uniforms that the soldiers of New Hope wear, and the other wearing some slightly more advanced black armor mixing kevlar and a slightly more advanced metal by the looks of it. But the ones with the new uniforms appear to outnumber those of New Hope. So I ready myself on a branch, simply pulling out my rifle and aiming at the city, searching for the commanders of the enemy forces through the scope.
Since I have limited shots and don’t want to waste them all in a single battle, I should only shoot the commanders. And it doesn’t matter if I’m this close to them for that since I won’t be needing to keep my position secret for long.
Although I would rather find their magician if at all possible. Because they’re the only one that can probably be a nuisance to me at this point.
I search through the battle, noting the people of importance that I find before eventually finding Xavier facing off against someone else directly above the gate. And that someone else is very clearly using dark affinity magic in the black barrier coating their armored covered body. They also have a few black orbs floating around them that they seem to just be playing with.
This guy really is just toying with them.
And considering how Xavier doesn’t seem to be doing shit to stop him, beyond making a neutral mana barrier and having some neutral attack spells on hand, it must be true that he has no offensive magic.
I resort to reading their lips since I can’t hear a word they’re saying from this distance and with all of the gunfire going on.
‘Did you really think you could get away, Xavier?’ The dark magician says while still toying with his magic and not paying any heed to the magic Xavier is using.
Xavier grimaces at that but doesn’t say anything in response.
‘You can either come back with us, or you can die here where you stand,’ the dark magician says again. And immediately after he says that, I can tell without much difficulty that Xavier is about to attack him.
So I take the honors and do it first, inserting some of my fire mana into my sniper rifle through one of the jewels and then pulling the trigger, sending a flaming bullet straight towards the man. Then I use the mana jewel for reloading it and take a second shot soon after the first before watching as both Xavier and the dark magician turn in my direction, somehow sensing my bullet.
Is it from some sort of sensatory spell they have up? Or something else?
Either way, the dark magician’s shield blocks the first bullet without any struggle at all, but the second bullet manages to pierce through and enter his shoulder, unfortunately missing anything vital since the first one had knocked him away from his original position enough to save him. Not that the bullet would’ve likely reached his heart anyways, considering how much it was slowed down.
If I could’ve fired a third bullet, I would’ve. But the fast reload with a fire spell armed in both shots is taxing on both my mana and the rifle. Meaning I’ll have to wait a little bit to fire again.
Which clearly gives the dark magician time to set up a better defense along with a mist of darkness that blocks my line of sight.
Well, shit. Guess I did everything I could for Xavier there. He’ll have to take care of the rest on his own while I focus on sniping the commanders.
Then I can go down there and work on my swordsmanship.
I wait about a minute, simply watching the battle – both the one between the soldiers and the one between the magicians – for a while until I feel my rifle’s barrel having cooled down enough to fire again. So I focus on the commanders I was able to spot during the battle and begin sniping them, with only a little mana in each shot this time, basically causing the heads of whoever I shoot to burst into flames as they fall to the ground, everyone around them shocked beyond words at the sight of it.
This continues on till I kill all of the important looking people shouting commands. Then I put my rifle away in my storage spell before drawing my sword and jumping down from the tree.
I swing the blade back and forth a couple of times while walking out of the tree line, just to stretch my arms a bit. Not that that really does much of anything with my body as it is, but still. More of a mental preparation than anything else.
Then I begin running straight towards the soldiers who are mostly fighting on the wall by now, none of them appearing to have any actual siege weapons meant to break down walls. Which if I had to guess is because they probably want to take the city. And repairing stuff isn’t likely to be easy in a continent like this.
After making it to the wall, I jump a quarter of the way up one of the siege machines leaning against it before jumping again and again till I reach the top where I cut down the first soldier I see – the one manning the machine. And I feel an intense urge to drain him dry immediately after smelling his blood.
But for the first time in a while, I don’t hold myself back. Because I know it’ll just be limiting my strength if I don’t feed, as feeding makes me stronger even if only temporarily.
Not to mention that the unlocking of my immortality only happens when I want it to now, so I can control that well enough just by keeping the miasma in my body away from my bones with my mana.
It does surprise me a little that – beyond being simply gross – the act of drinking another human’s blood doesn’t bother me. Nor does killing them anymore, even if I would still rather avoid it when I can. Since there’s no reason to kill without cause.
After draining the guy, I toss his body aside and rush onto the walls, simply cutting down the enemy soldiers I find and apparently frightening any ally soldier into aiming their weapons at me. But they’re at least smart enough to not fire.
The enemies do fire though, and it makes me all the happier that I found the repair crystal on my armor, since I can finally repair the thing instead of having to go around in hole riddled armor. And even after the enemy soldiers find their guns not really doing much beyond serving as annoying, since the bullets keep pushing me back, they still continue to fire until they waste the entire magazine they had loaded. Then I cut off their heads with my blade.
Still no soldiers here with swords. Is it really too much to ask for a single one here to have a sword to fight me with?
I continue to cut down soldiers as I run through the walls in the direction of the magicians, only to suddenly stop and jump back a meter before a large ball of darkness smashes into the ground where I was just standing. Then I turn my head to find the dark magician glaring at me with a look of hatred on his face. One that grows even worse at the sight of the black veins running through my face and my crimson eyes.
“Did you hire a fucking vampire to help you?!” he shouts, clearly at Xavier despite him not taking his eyes off of me while raising his arms and making a large spell circle appear above them. “God fucking damnit! This was not according to plan!”
Well, duh.
I have my doubts that any of the cities here except for the few ones with Class B magicians in them can capture me at this point. Not without working together.
And I can’t really see that happening any time soon.
“Mister Fox! I’m glad to see you came!” Xavier shouts while using some sort of large scale spell that quickly makes some sort of dome shoot up from the ground, enclosing us all into it.
My eyes narrow for a second before I give a mental shrug and raise both my sword in my right hand and my open left hand, a spell circle being created in front of my hand in the process. And the dark magician just looks between both me and Xavier for a second before apparently deciding that I’m the more important target and focusing whatever spell he’s currently casting in my direction. Then a fireball shoots out of my spell circle, followed by a large hand of darkness that comes out of his. The two then clash in the air, with his winning out in the clash as the hand continues in my direction. But it was weakened enough by the clash that I just jump up and slash straight through it with my sword, the Arcadian Metal in it being enough to deal with the mana remaining in the spell.
The man – who was initially relieved upon seeing his spell win out over mine in pure power – looks shocked when he sees me flying through the air up towards him. Not shocked enough to remain in place when I land with a swipe of my blade right past where his neck was though, instead backing up to avoid the blow.
“Is that…” he mutters, only to notice my armor finally, which had actually been cleaned up a little of the mud and grime I used to cover my insignia by the blood sprayed everywhere during my killing of the soldiers on the way here. “You’re from Arcadia?!”
Hmm. Guess the cat’s out of the bag. Not like I was trying to hide it though. Much.
 

 
Dark Magician
Year 2849 | Month 12 | Day 5
Everything was going perfectly. The forces manning the city created by the traitor were being eliminated with ease, all of the deserters were slaughtered before even reaching the tree line, and finally, he had the traitor himself – that damned useless creation affinity magician – cornered like a stuck pig.
Then the bullet went straight through his shoulder, and everything began quickly turning around for the worse. His battle with the creation magician, growing much more difficult with a disabled limb. His commanders on the wall and off of it being picked off one by one by the same sniper who shot him. And to make matters worse?
The damned vampire showing up in front of him swinging around fire magic spells and arcadian metal, wearing the uniform of the Republic’s military. The current uniform, if word from the border cities of the Kingdom of the Fallen are to be believed.
“Why the fucking hell is a magician from the Republic – a vampire” Victor practically spits out the word “no less – helping this construction worker of a failed magician?!” Victor says as he steps back further away from the monstrous creature while preparing spells to throw at him.
If it weren’t for the trash talent level the traitor had, he could’ve been one of the greatest magicians in the world with an affinity like creation! But instead, he turned out to be a dud. Absolutely no talent in magic, no ability to cast more than one spell at the same time, and has been stuck at Class C for as long as he’s met him with no indications of moving any further along.
All the bastard can do is create buildings and objects without doing anything with them through magic! Just a glorified construction worker! How the ever loving hell did he get a vampire of all things to help him!?
Victor throws dark ball after dark spear after dark arrow after the vampire, but he just coats his sword in flames through the gem at the hilt and his own fire mana and slices through each attack while slowly stepping towards him. All with a passive look on his face. One seeming slightly bored and just a tad annoyed.
Is this really all we are to him?! Damnit! I won’t let things end like this!
The dark magician jumps back before moving his hands down to the ground, making a massive magic circle spread out to envelop both him and the vampire. He then goes through the painful process of offloading the entire Tier IV spell into it before activating it, causing a massive black orb to suddenly burst out and  cover everything around him, including the vampire.
Victor screams in pain as his own spell slowly tears him apart, but he remains alive purely due to the defensive measures he put into his own armor for this very situation, along with the spell being built to get stronger the further out in the orb it is.
After ten straight seconds of this, the orb finally vanishes from sight, revealing two people, both of whom are lying on the ground. The first – Victor – can be seen with the majority of his skin completely removed except for around his torso and face as he struggles to raise his head to find the other person. But immediately upon catching sight of him, his eyes bulge in shock at the sight of the removed portions of the man’s body simply reverting back to normal. As if nothing had ever happened.
What the hell is this bastard?! He can’t be a damned vampire! Vampires don’t-
His thoughts are cut off as he coughs out a mouthful of blood and loses his balance again, falling face first to the ground. And this time he can’t get back up. Not even when he hears the slow, even footsteps of the monster – because that’s the only thing Victor can think of him as now – moving towards him.
Then, when the monster’s footsteps stop right next to him, he feels something tugging on his head before he’s lifted into the air by the monster’s hand to stare directly into its eyes.
“Now, why would you do something like that?” the monster asks, a strange look on its face as it stares at Victor through blood red eyes with veins of black running across its face. “All it did was turn you into a mess.”
Victor tries to open his mouth to speak, but fails to do so out of a lack of strength – all of his mana having been sapped by that last spell after having used a large majority already for the other attacks he spammed at it. So the monster just shakes his head and tosses Victor off the roof, not even bothering to drain his blood.
Then the last thing Victor sees is the cement making up the small portion of walkway outside of the city coming up and meeting his face.
 

 
Nathan
So I was not expecting that dark magician to go and do such a suicidal spell. Not at all.
Makes me wonder if I really look that scary, or if maybe the guy was unhinged? Although in hindsight, he probably just did it as a last ditch move to kill me, expecting to survive himself even if grievously wounded. Not that that’d help any with Xavier still being here.
Unless the guy just considers Xavier useless in a fight and not someone to be worried about?
I glance at the guy, who had just watched me toss his enemy off the wall without much care before deciding that the dark magician isn’t that wrong in that assumption.
The magician only uses neutral magic, beyond creating the dome around us that was partially destroyed by the dark magician’s last ditch spell.
Also, the mana he used when making the dome didn’t seem to be any sort of nature mana, or even a metal or other type of mana that’d be able to make a dome of concrete. Which really makes me wonder what his magic is.
But all in all, I don’t think I care. Not as long as he fulfills his end of the bargain.
Besides. I’ve gotten my sword training finally.
That said…
“Are you just going to keep staring at me, or what?” I ask while walking up to him and sheathing my sword.
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My question seems to snap the guy out of his stupor as he shakes his head and answers, “No, I was just… understanding something.” He relaxes slightly before the dome vanishes from existence, surprising me quite a bit. “Thank you for your assistance.”
I glance at the soldiers – both enemy and otherwise – who are all staring at us after the dome vanishes as I say, “It was part of our agreement. Nothing more.”
That doesn’t appear to surprise him, and when I turn back to look at him again, he’s already directed his attention to the soldiers as he pulls out a pistol and points it into the air before shooting it and declaring in a loud voice, using neutral mana to enhance his volume, “Victor Farren has been defeated!” And at the same time, I hear a grinding sound come from below the wall before a platform suddenly rises above it with a certain dark magician’s corpse on it. The platform then slowly starts building up as a pyramid, with the outer edges stopping in their climb until his corpse is displayed high for all to see. “We have won! Everyone from Darkin city, lower your arms and surrender if you wish to be spared!”
No one moves for several seconds. Then the collective sound of guns hitting the ground echoes around the city. But at the same time, there is also some gunfire as a small minority of the enemy soldiers just fire at New Hope’s soldiers before making a run for it and getting gunned down themselves.
Which seems to be the last straw for the other Darkin soldiers who all immediately drop their guns if they hadn’t already.
Xavier lets out a sigh of relief before raising his voice again, “The city of Darkin will be governed by an official of my choosing from now on.” He then continues blabbing on and on about how he’s going to govern the two cities, how he’s going to defend them, and so on. But I ignore it as I simply walk up to the edge of the wall and jump off after saying, “I’ll be back for another lesson when I bring the food,” firing a fireball at the ground when I’m close to lower the impact to something manageable without that much issue and landing on the ground. Which still means fracturing my legs upon landing even with my enhanced physique, but they recover right away so I ignore them.
I really don’t care how he’s planning on governing the cities.
The soldiers who are outside of the wall avoid me like the plague as I walk, likely having seen me fight during the battle. But it doesn’t bother me.
If I stay here long enough, they’ll probably begin to trust me. And if I don’t? Then I’ll probably never see them again.
So their present fear doesn’t matter.
I slowly make my way out of the city as the man continues talking to his people.
 

 
When I return to the city again the next day with a large amount of meat in my storage spell, I find that the walls have already been repaired of any damage that they had taken during the battle. Likely from Xavier’s strange magic.
Also, after I reach the gate, I find that the soldiers stationed there aren’t actually as wary of me as they were before. Of course, they’re still gripping their guns slightly, but they don’t have them pointed at me, and one of them even strikes up a conversation with me.
Makes me wonder if their captain or Xavier spoke to them.
And speaking of Xavier, the guy was acting publicly as their leader after the battle. But I thought he was hiding his status as a magician?
I frown at the thought as I follow the soldiers into the city in the direction of the city hall.
There must be something I’m missing here. Maybe his identity is like an open secret? Something the soldiers and citizens keep secret from outsiders, but is commonly known amongst themselves?
Although if that’s the case, then it’s public knowledge now.
And my involvement and existence probably is too, which could be annoying if people try to bother me. But I doubt there’ll be too many of those, since the kingdom’s cities are rather sparsely scattered. Not to mention that some might just be too scared to.
We continue walking through the city, not using a vehicle this time as I find some things inside of the city being repaired still, making me realize that Xavier didn’t use his magic to repair the buildings on the inside. Just the walls and infrastructure important to the city itself.
Probably a problem related to a lack of mana.
I do still wonder just what his magic is though, but it can’t be used in combat much beyond neutral mana considering the fight yesterday.
What surprises me as I walk through the city though is that there actually are a few people who give me nods of respect. A few. Most of them are still afraid just to look into my eyes, but there are a few that appear appreciative of my help.
That’s nice. Was kind of thinking everyone would just assume I’m a monster or something now.
In all honesty, my monstrous appearance doesn’t bother me anymore. But I would still like to find a spell that would hide it, since it’s annoying to go out in public like this.
Or maybe I can just find a mask or something? That could work.
At least until it gets ravaged when I enter battle.
“Could probably get several spares and toss them in my storage?” I mutter out loud while frowning, seemingly confusing my escort. But they don’t say anything, leaving me to my thoughts.
Yeah, that could work.
Just need to figure out where to get a mask. Which shouldn’t be too much of an issue.
Can just ask Xavier after all.
We continue walking through the city until we enter the city hall, where the escort brings me directly to Xavier’s office.
And time to get more lessons.
 

 
The City of Netherfall
Year 2849 | Month 12 | Day 7
“How? Just tell me how this could happen?!” Rodrick shouts as he shouts at his spy. “How could Victor have been defeated with such few casualties on New Hope’s side?!”
The spy flinches as he gets yelled at, but he remains stiff despite that.
Rodrick wasn’t sure how to deal with New Hope and was seriously considering attacking it just to assimilate its population into Netherfall, which has been dwindling a little in that area. But if the city is able to easily fend off Victor and Darkin? What possible hope could he have?
“The rumors were correct in that New Hope does have a magician of its own,” the spy starts, making Rodrick narrow his eyes as thoughts of how powerful the magician must be, only to be shocked when the spy continues, “but their magician is a non-combat one from everything we’ve been able to gather.”
“Non-combat magician?” Rodrick mutters before slowly asking, “Are you trying to tell me that Darkin and Victor were completely wiped out by a non-combat magician?”
A shiver runs down the spy’s spine at the dangerous note entering the city lord’s tone. But he pushes past the fear to explain, “No. We have confirmed the real reason for Darkin’s downfall to be a third party who was assisting New Hope during this assault.”
That surprises Rodrick enough to snap him out of the dark mood he had entered as he asks, “A third party? Who is it?”
Could it be someone from the Arena? Or maybe Starfall? Because I know none of our assassins took on a job over there…
“It was an unknown fire magician who completely annihilated the Darkin forces,” the spy answers, further shocking the lord of Netherfall.
“An unknown?” Rodrick asks, not expecting that at all. “Just when was the last time an unknown magician appeared, much less one strong enough to do what this one did?” After a few seconds of silence, Rodrick narrows his eyes on the spy who is nervously shifting now ever so slightly and asks, “There’s something you haven’t said yet. Speak.”
“It’s about the unknown…” the spy begins before trailing off, only to continue after seeing the dangerous look return to Rodrick’s face again, “The unknown was not human.”
Rodrick shoots up out of his seat and shouts, “What?!”
The spy flinches before clarifying, “The unknown fire magician was a vampire. One who simply took any hit sent his way and shrugged them off, immediately healing afterwards like nothing had happened.”
Shit, shit, SHIT! That’s not good. That’s not good at all! Did the creation magician create a monster of some sort? But no, then it wouldn’t be a vampire… just what is this thing?!
“Furthermore, the vampire was perfectly fine even after taking a Tier IV spell from a mere two meters away from the source of the spell,” the spy continues blowing Rodrick’s mind, making the man slump back down into his office chair.
Several seconds pass in silence as possible reasons the vampire might’ve helped New Hope flood his mind, only for more possible issues that could come up from it push those out. But eventually he focuses on the spy again and asks, “Do we know why the vampire is helping New Hope?”
The spy shakes his head and answers, “No. All we were able to gather was that the vampire was initially treated rather poorly, and there were multiple times when they actually attacked him with no success.” Rodrick leans back, a look of interest on his face. “As a matter of fact, the vampire had even slaughtered one of New Hope’s soldiers after one of these incidents.”
So they aren’t on close terms? That’s something at least.
“Find out why the vampire is helping the city,” Rodrick orders, making the spy immediately nod his head in understanding. “Do we have any names for the vampire?”
The spy answers this rather quickly, “Yes. We were able to learn that his name is Nathan Fox.”
Rodrick frowns at that. “I don’t know anyone by that name.”
“Neither do any of us,” the spy says, shaking his head. But then he adds, “Some of the soldiers of New Hope have also started calling him by a couple of different titles.”
“Oh?” Rodrick quickly says, focusing on the spy as he does so. “Speak.”
A new titled magician in the fallen kingdom… not a common occurrence, that’s for sure.
“The first title people have called him is The Phoenix, on account of his ability to take a Tier IV spell directly and simply regenerate, along with his ability to shrug off bullets combined with his use of fire mana,” the spy says, making Rodrick lightly nod his head in response, understanding the link between the mythical creature and the magician. “And then there’s his other title.”
Rodrick frowns as the man pauses here, sounding conflicted for some reason.
“What is it?” he asks while reaching over his desk to grab a pen and paper.
The spy opens his mouth, only to say nothing for a few seconds and then finally speak, “It’s just, this title is telling a statement that I find rather bold.”
“Remember that the vampire wasn’t the one who chose the title,” Rodrick says before motioning with his hand for the spy to continue speaking.
How could it be any more bold than a title like The Phoenix? Getting named after a mythical creature born and reborn from the ashes remaining from flames. It’s like saying that no matter how many times he’s defeated, he will always come back stronger.
After a few seconds, the spy finally answers the question.
“The vampire’s second title was given to him directly by the magician ruling New Hope and was quickly spread amongst both the citizens and the soldiers” he starts, a frown quickly growing on his face, “and it’s even worse than his other title.”
Before Rodrick can order him to get on with it and tell him, the spy says, “His title is The Undying Magician.”
Rodrick’s mouth drops open with a start.
The Undying Magician? A magician who can’t die.
Silence passes for several seconds, the atmosphere gaining a strange feel to it that has the spy shifting nervously.
“Get me more information on this ‘Undying Magician’ before we do anything,” Rodrick orders the spy. “And keep an eye on the other cities, as I’m sure we’re not the only ones with spies in New Hope.”
The spy gives his lord a salute before immediately leaving the office.
Rodrick lets out a sigh after he’s gone.
This is not what I needed to hear today…




Chapter 48

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-
A New Direction
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 12 | Day 8
I can’t help the grin that spreads across my face as I watch the wound on the bear finally begin to heal at a visibly faster pace than before, the spell finally taking hold and working after who knows how many trials. And all it took was a bunch of dead bears and deer, along with a few lessons from a magician who is now a lot nicer to me than he was before.
After watching the process work until the wound finally closes, I let out a sigh and grab the bear by the scruff of its neck before beginning to drag it through my cave systems towards the entrance. Then I open up the barrier to find several people standing out there seemingly wondering if they should ring the bell or not.
“Move,” I tell them, and they do so, following which I toss the bear outside, not killing it and instead letting it go. Then I focus on them to find the people seemingly split up into three groups. None of which are happy with each other. “So, what business do you have with me?”
The leader of the first of the three groups – a man wearing a black and green set of kevlar armor with a cap on his head – starts off, “We simply wanted to greet the Undying Magician and welcome you to our area of the continent.”
I raise a brow at that before sticking my hands in my pockets.
Certainly a large difference between how these people are talking to me and how the first soldiers I ever met were. And they’re even using that title the people of New Hope gave to me.
A rather bold, but also very true title, given my body’s situation.
“It’s appreciated,” I return with a nod before asking, “is there anything else?”
He quickly gets to the point. “We would like to know if a cooperative relationship could be struck between you and the city of Archal. Perhaps something along the lines of what you have worked out with New Hope?”
I frown at that. Then I glance at the other two groups to find them all pointedly staring at me, seemingly watching my every move and focusing on my every word.
Looks like they came to sniff me out and figure out my intentions. Probably learn more about my agreement with New Hope as well.
Guess it doesn’t matter if they know. Because New Hope isn’t my responsibility. Our agreement has ended now that I’ve learned about Tier IV spells, aside from the ‘bringing food in for the ability to trade in their city’ part.
“It’s possible,” I tell them, and each of the soldiers outside of my cave seems to perk up at that.
“Then may I ask what agreement you have worked out with them?” the man prods, pushing a little bit further. But before I answer that, I focus on him and ask, “First tell me your name.”
He blinks in surprise before his eyes widen at the realization that he never actually introduced himself beyond his affiliation.
“My apologies, great magician,” he says, bowing his head and raising it again a second later. “My name is Arnold Vlan, and I hail from the city of Archal to the East.”
I nod at that before answering his original question, “I don’t have any form of written agreement with them anymore now that I have finished creating the spell I asked for assistance in making. But should they wish to form another agreement in the future when I need more help in my spell craft, then I would be open to another.” He opens his mouth to speak, likely to ask what agreement it was, but I cut him off by finishing, “Our agreement was assistance in creating Tier III spells in exchange for a defensive pact. But now that I have finished creating my first Tier III spell and no longer need him, that agreement is null and void. But the other agreement we have, the one where I give them food every week or so in exchange for the ability to trade in their city, is still on the table.”
Originally the two agreements were combined, but it was a little one sided since I wouldn’t need their assistance after learning the Tier III spells. So the agreement for the tutorship was that I’d help them in the defense of their city once, along with any time they required it during the time of my tutorship. Which ended the moment I learned my first Tier III spell and got it working.
And the second agreement – where I give food in exchange for access to trade – became a regular thing. If I come by to trade, then I need to give them food in exchange for them to let me in. Since even if I did save them, they don’t like the idea of having a ‘vampire’ walking around their city.
Not that I really blame them.
“In that case, is there any assistance you need?” the man once again prods, clearly searching for a way to get me into a defensive pact with them as well.
But I just shake my head, seemingly disappointing him and making the other two groups excited, only to douse their excitement as well when I say, “Not right now. I’m just planning on creating more Tier III spells for a while and training my mana. But it is possible I could need help in the future.”
They all brighten up at the last part, if only a little bit. Then I turn to the other two groups to ask, “Is it safe to assume that both of your groups were here for the same reason as Archal city?”
“Yes, I am Amy Vecker, from the city of Frost Veil, but aside from that, we wish to know if you would be open to mercenary work,” one of them – a woman wearing blue streaked black kevlar – answers before the other group can.
Mercenary work?
“We would also like to hire you whenever possible for mercenary work, if that’s at all possible,” the leader of the last group answers, a guy whose black kevlar is streaked with red instead. “My name is Jackson Archford, and I hail from the city of Volten.”
I frown for a second, before glancing at the flame barrier covering my cave.
Mercenary work… could be good for me. Definitely good for training and keeping my skills sharp.
“Sure,” I answer before walking up to my barrier and calling out behind me, “come back tomorrow and ring the bell if you have a job you’d like me to do.”
A wave of agreements sound out from behind me, following which my barrier closes up again.
This could be interesting.
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After entering my barrier, I simply wait inside, not going any further to see if the groups begin talking amongst themselves or not. And they don’t do so for a little while. Long enough that I would normally consider just going back inside and believing that they aren’t going to.
But there is the fact that they are still there. I haven’t heard their footsteps leaving yet.
Several minutes pass by before they finally start speaking as if no time had passed.
“Why are you really here, Vecker,” the man I recognize as belonging to that Jackson guy asks with more than a little spite in his voice. Which honestly doesn’t surprise me in the least, since from what I’ve heard, there are very few cities that aren’t at odds in some way with each other. So them acting so friendly while all together was the weirder thing to see than this.
The woman – Amy Vecker – answers with a rather blunt, “The same thing as you, I’d assume. To sniff out this ‘Undying Magician’ and find out if he’s really what New Hope and Darkin says he is.”
Yeah, thought so. If I were to bet, then I’d place my money on the mercenary job she’ll be giving me tomorrow being a sort of test. They’ll make it very hard to see if I’m strong enough to deal with it, or to kill me if I’m not.
Either way, they’ll have succeeded.
And in all honesty, I’m perfectly happy with playing along. I spent way too fucking long hiding my abilities in the Republic, and I hated it the entire time. Absolutely hated it.
Now I can go all out and not care about the consequences, since the doctor can’t find me anymore. Not without an extensive search of the continent, and not without doing it personally and without magic now that my magic signature has changed.
I can’t help the grin that splits my face at thinking about that.
Everyone has a unique magic signature and a secondary unique magic signature. One of which being the signature that belongs directly to the mana in your mana arcs, and one let off by your body. The one let off by your body is easy to track, but it changes whenever you reach certain points in your aging. Whereas the other one cannot be picked up unless someone directly expels their mana from their body straight into a device. And that device picking it up has to be within a few feet of them.
So while he would’ve been able to pick me before I started aging myself a little bit, that’s not possible now. The bastard would have to go around and search the entire continent for me personally.
And I’m pretty sure the skeleton won’t like that, judging from how he was fighting him before. Not to mention that the doctor is in charge of the war between the nations. Meaning he won’t have the time even if he wanted to do it.
All of that’s also assuming he even knows that he would have to do it, which he likely doesn’t. Which will buy me years of time just before he even realizes this fact.
“I personally don’t like the idea of working with a monster,” the guy who first spoke to me – Arnold Vlan – says, sounding a lot more high and mighty than he did before. Which would probably explain why he didn’t initially tell me his name till prompted to. “But my city can’t risk fighting a magician of enough power to easily wipe out Victor, and I’m sure yours’ can’t either.”
The other two mutter disgruntled agreements with that.
“What job are you going to be sending him on?” Arnold asks, presumably towards Amy. And she quickly answers, “I’m going to have him deal with those bratty upstarts to the West.”
“The rogue faction that started up?” Jackson asks, vaguely surprised. But not as surprised as I am that these people are actually talking amongst each other mostly civilly.
But then again, guess they can’t always be fighting each other. Otherwise, their cities would be destroyed by now.
“Yes. We’ll see how this ‘Undying Magician’” the woman scoffs at the title this time, making me raise a brow in amusement, “does against a full dozen rogue Class D magicians.”
Oh? So that’s the job.
Not a problem.
Although I am kind of curious as to where these magicians came from. Since from my understanding, the other cities tend to like killing off the magicians or enslaving them to their own cause when they can.
So where a dozen free ones came from is beyond me.
“I’m willing to bet that he’ll be dead within the first five minutes of attacking them,” Jackson says, making my eyebrow twitch in irritation. Then Arnold joins in saying, “I’ll bet he lasts half an hour.”
Amy doesn’t say anything for a second, raising my hopes that she won’t join in, only for the woman to say, “I’ll bet on an hour before he’s dead.”
Well, damnit. Guess none of them actually think I’m as strong as New Hope does.
Which really isn’t necessarily a bad thing, especially if I were still in the Republic. But I’m not there anymore.
And getting my name out there in this area of the continent should help me get the assistance I’ll need. After all, these idiots will just hound me if I don’t show them how strong I am.
Although they’ll probably hound me even after I do. All the way till I teach them a lesson, if history is anything to judge by.
“It’s a deal then. Do not renege on the bet,” Arnold says, sounding rather cross. “The winner who is closest to his survival time will get two weeks of food.”
They’re gambling food on my survival.
Wow.
I narrow my eyes on the barrier as I hear the groups beginning to walk away in opposing directions.
Just wow.
I turn around myself and begin walking further into my cave.
Now I have to wipe out those rogue magicians if for no other reason than to make them all lose the bet. Then take the reward for myself.
Although I might want to look more into the ‘rogue magicians’ before I commit to killing them. Since they may just be refugees or something.
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So as it turns out, they are very much deserving of being killed. Considering the fact that they’re forcing a bunch of regular non-magicians to work for them, treating them incredibly poorly in the process. Almost as badly as the older nations used to treat slaves when they had them.
I narrow my eyes as I continue looking through the scope of my sniper rifle for a few seconds, only to nod my head towards one of the three people standing behind me. “I’ll take the job.”
Then I once again focus on the base camp hastily built by the non-magicians. The camp has a very low wall around it, with a decently sized building in the center and various tents built up around it. And it’s rather obvious which of the people are magicians and which aren’t, since the magicians are all currently having some sort of party at the top of the buildings. Although it looks like a type of work party. Like they’re celebrating something.
“You said they had just broken free from your three cities and joined together?” I ask, glancing at the three behind me in the process just to quickly get a confirmation in answer. I refocus on the base again as I continue, “Then it looks like they’re celebrating that right now.”
Fighting against a group of magicians won’t be as easy as fighting against a single magician and a bunch of non-magicians. And it doesn’t help that I only know the affinities of about half of the dozen magicians, with two of them having enhancement mana, one having fire, one having wind, one with water, and one with poison.
The enhancement mana ones could be annoying to deal with at close range, or if they have a spell that hardens their skin enough that it can take a bullet. And the fire and wind ones might have decent barrier spells.
But the water affinity one. That one might be a problem, since water affinity is the most common affinity for healing spells. Not including special magic, that is. And sometimes light mana, but not as often.
I look through the celebrating magicians for a second, searching for their healer first. But I can’t seem to find them. Unless the pictures that the three idiots behind me had were wrong.
Actually, come to think of it, there’re only eleven magicians on the roof of the building celebrating.
Where’s the other?
After searching through the people in the base for a little bit and failing to find the water affinity magician, I mention to the others, “The water affinity magician is missing.”
They all tense up at that before muttering amongst each other. But I ignore them to focus on the little party again. Then I aim directly at the wind affinity magician, because he’s the most likely one to be able to either hit me back from there, escape with their speed enhancement spells, or reach me here.
“I’ll be starting now,” I state, interrupting them. They all go silent before nodding and beginning to step back, leaving me on this short cliff by myself.
After hearing them stop moving, I take a deep breath and begin pumping a small amount of fire mana into the gem on my rifle. Then I check the wind once, finding it to not be an issue – which is a common thing on this continent to be honest, almost as if the wind here is just incredibly weak or even partially blocked or something – before adjusting my aim and pulling the trigger, the rifle making a very quiet chink sound in the process thanks to the silencer I have on it.
The bullet flies straight into the side of the wind affinity magician’s head, making him fall to the ground, shocking the others. But I don’t give them the time to recover, focusing on the fire affinity magician next and forcing a reload to fire a second time in a row, taking him down as well just to make sure he doesn’t have any anti-fire spells. Since I know I have a couple of those myself.
All of the magicians there quickly begin activating their own spells, creating barriers both directly over themselves and a massive one to cover their little party area, making my sniping invalid now.
Fortunately, I didn’t expect my sniping to be of much help after the first couple shots. Not against a dozen magicians, even if they’re only Class D.
And more importantly, because I won’t be able to show off to the idiots without going up close and personal. So I open my spatial storage before putting my rifle in it and closing it again while standing up. Then I jump straight down the cliff, landing on the ground several meters below as I draw my sword from its sheath at my side.
I stretch my arms and neck before swinging my sword back and forth once before beginning to sprint towards the base camp itself.
Once I get there, I find most of the non-magicians having already run for cover. Meanwhile the top of the building is still covered by their barrier of stone, likely from a nature affinity magician. Which could also be an issue since there are some nature affinity with healing spells as well. Just that most of them tend to focus on the earth aspects of it. Stones, minerals, metals, soil, dirt. Stuff like that.
I simply jump over their low wall, not bothering with it in the slightest before continuing into the base grounds itself, ignoring the non-magicians who are cowering at the sight of me. In fact, they’re absolutely terrified. Especially when they see my eyes.
But I also can’t help but notice that they’re sending equally terrified looks towards the roof of the building, as if afraid of the magicians there too.
I pity them.
When I turn my attention back to the building again, I find a man kneeling at the edge of the roof with a rifle in hand aimed directly at me. And I raise a brow at that before they fire, sending a bullet straight through my heart, making me stagger backwards.
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Amy can’t help but grimace when she sees the ‘Undying Magician’ – she mentally scoffs at that – takes a bullet straight to the heart before looking down at it. And that grimace only grows worse when she hears Jackson laughing his head off and saying, “Did you see that?! He died right away! You better get ready to give me that food!”
Damnit, I was expecting him to at least survive long enough to take out half of the magicians… but he couldn’t even fight more than two? And why the hell did he just walk right up to them, leaving himself open to an attack without even shielding himself?! Something seems off.
“Are you kidding me? Why the hell were we worried about someone like that?” she hears Arnold saying, but she doesn’t take her eyes off of the magician who she notes hasn’t actually fallen to the ground yet.
The two behind her continue ragging on him, with Jackson being incredibly happy about winning the bet so easily, and Arnold sounding pissed the fuck off as Amy’s eyes narrow on the magician who, after just a couple seconds, continues walking forward.
Right as an argument is beginning to build up between the two, she raises her hand and says, “Shut up and continue watching. He’s still alive.”
Both of them go silent right away and refocus on the screen in front of them showing the other end of the camera they have directed at the base camp. And as soon as they do, both of them stiffen up completely.
On the screen, the ‘Undying Magician’ – who Amy is starting to wonder if he is actually deserving of the title and not just arrogantly using it – continues walking forward, ignoring all of the bullets being sent his way by the magicians on the building roof from both the original shooter and a second one who joined him. But none of the points of impact of the shots are shown directly on the camera since it’s pointing at his back.
“Change the camera,” Amy says, and Jackson quickly does so, showing a different camera pointing from a different angle of the building, which barely shows the front of the building where the man is walking up to the base without much emotion shown on his face.
What catches the three city guard captains’ attention though isn’t his expression. It’s the sight of bullets going straight into his chest and then being pushed right out again as the wound closes up on its own without any blood left outside of it.
“What. The. Fuck?” Arnold exclaims, wounding shell shocked. Meanwhile Jackson just swears.
Is he a monster? Because a human shouldn’t have that level of regeneration… and I don’t think any fire spells should be able to do that either. Not when the wound seems to be drawing in all the blood and gore that came out of it in the first place.
Amy’s eyes narrow even further as the man continues walking up to the building, not even stopping when he gets to the door, simply just kicking it down and walking inside.
Or at least, not a spell any fire magician on the Kingdom of the Fallen has ever been able to make.
After several seconds of silence, gunshots can be heard echoing through the forest before they’re soon replaced with screams. Then silence. And then the process repeats again until the group of captains see one of the rogue magicians simply jumping off of the roof with a type of feather fall spell slowing his fall until he hits the ground. The man then looks back at the building and begins running, only for one of the non-magicians that was forced to work there to throw a rock at him, stunning him for a second from pure shock.
The captains then watch as all of the non-magicians begin throwing things at the guy, who only manages to raise a shield that doesn’t last long enough for him to get away from the non-magicians, who aren’t even frightened by seeing him sending a blade of wind to cut straight into one of their own.
This is just a massacre at this point.
After struggling against the dozens of non-magicians – who prove to be too much for the one Class D magician to handle while seemingly lacking in his mana, most likely due to the strike they had just recently done against Frost Veil the day the captains first approached the Undying Magician – the wind affinity magician’s shield finally collapses when a non-magician who had climbed up a wall dunks a giant block of concrete on him, shattering the shield that was already cracked from the many projectiles into pieces. The magician then takes the attacks with his body alone, either not thinking of putting up another barrier or not having the mana to do so.
All of the captains’ attention is brought to the building again when they see the Undying Magician standing on the roof watching for a few seconds before jumping down to the ground and approaching the wind affinity magician, making the non-magicians scurry away at the sight of his inhuman eyes and the black veins running across his face.
Or perhaps it’s the blood dripping down his mouth to his chin and off his face?
A shiver runs down Amy’s spine at the sight of him simply walking up to the magician, who by now is so wounded that he struggles to get up from the ground. And it only grows worse when the man – Nathan Fox, she believes his actual name was – simply raises his sword across his chest before swinging it down and cutting straight through the magician’s neck, cutting his head off entirely in an inhuman display of strength.
The man then kneels down and wipes the blade on the man’s clothing, not even bothering to use the cleaning enchantment on the sword that Amy knows is there before he sheathes the blade again and begins walking back to the captains, not bothering with looking at the non-magicians who are stilly scurrying away from him whenever he gets near.
“He’s a monster…” Amy eventually mutters, and the other two wordlessly agree.
The only way we’d stand a chance against him is if the Class C magicians of the region all joined together… I have to warn Lord Frost about this.
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After returning to the soldiers – who I found out were actually captains of their respective cities’ guards – they all immediately treat me like some sort of VIP, just flooding me with praise even while their hearts beat like crazy, showing off their true feelings of fear.
Certainly an interesting thing, being able to hear other peoples’ heartbeats.
Comes in handy when trying to figure out if someone is lying too, since their heartrate might spike or something when they do.
Like these guys, whose heartrate is beating so quickly it makes it hard to tell when they’re not lying.
Once they’re done spilling all the platitudes and compliments they can think of, Amy finally gives me my pay, which in the case of this job was both information and a monetary reward. The currency of the fallen kingdom. Which is surprisingly still used. I’d just kind of assumed it wasn’t, since Xavier had our agreement in food.
Not to mention that their bet was over food.
“By the way, why were you all betting food earlier instead of currency?” I ask with a brow raised, both slightly interested in seeing their reaction and honestly curious as to what their answer is.
All three of them stiffen up in an instant, a look of horror spreading across their faces before Jackson practically shouts, momentarily breaking out of the polite mannerisms he was using before, “How the fucking hell did you hear us?!”
I raise a brow as he actually raises his hands and covers his mouth. But I don’t say anything in response, and instead simply wait for their answer instead.
Amy takes on a much more serious expression as she says, “It’s because food is a much more scarce material than products of other kinds, so trade between cities tends to be more focused on food than anything else. Specifically due to the miasma.”
Ah. That makes perfect sense.
I nod my head at that, seemingly making them calm down a little bit. Until, that is, I ask, “So what’s my reward for winning the bet?”
 

 
After dealing with the three captains and sending them on their way, I reenter my home with a nice amount of produced food, a mercenary’s job worth of their currency, and – more importantly – an agreement from them to send me mint ice cream in the next couple of days.
Looks like they’ll also be sending a soldier over every time they have a job for me. And not just the city of Frost Veil, but also the other two. Volten and Archal.
I continue walking further through the tunnels until I make it to my house, only to turn and instead end up going towards the lab.
Come to think of it, that thing has been there this entire time. Makes me wonder if that old man is still alive or not.
While the captains were here, I also asked about the thing about fire magicians being a rarity around here, and it turns out they are. Because apparently the miasma covering the continent along with the death mana barrier around it kind of messes up the natural affinity of most magicians. It makes them more likely to be a rarer type of affinity, and decreases their chance of being of the affinities opposing death and the miasma it makes. Like fire, life, and nature.
And at first glance, fire affinity wouldn’t sound so different from death mana. After all, they both are very dangerous. But fire also has cleansing aspects, which death very much doesn’t have.
So fire magicians are a lot rarer in the Kingdom of the Fallen than they are anywhere else.
All because of a certain skeleton.
I shake my head at the thought before going into my makeshift tunnel around the poison barrier to enter the lab. Then I proceed to go through the lab till I reach the back, where I rest my ear against the door to listen for sounds on the other side with my enhanced hearing. Something I never did before now.
Honestly, if possible, I’d rather be able to enter this room and look at the original owner of this lab’s equipment. Because there might be some in there that I might be able to put to use.
But all I can hear coming from the room is a constant but also patternlike sucking sound. Like something is drawing something in through a pump one pull at a time.
Which doesn’t really bode well for the life magician inside.
I grab the handle and unlock it before peeking inside to see the mass of vines and tentacles almost immediately rush towards me while dragging the old man who is still alive at first glance on the ground. Then I hurry up and shut it again, locking the door afterwards before the creature slams into it.
Man, that thing is disturbing to look at. And the old man isn’t a pretty sight either. Nor is the dead look in his eyes.
Makes me wonder just how long the guy’s been there, considering how old this lab is. Also makes me wonder just what that monster is doing to him, since it’s obviously doing something while also keeping him alive.
Either way, it should be weak to fire. So when I get stronger spells, I can just torch that room. Because I’m absolutely sure that old man just wants to die by now. It’s what his eyes told me at least.
That aside, I did see a few interesting things in the room during that glance. Such as a station for making bullets for one. Magi-tech bullets.
Now, I don’t know how to make those myself, but I can definitely try learning. And if push comes to shove, I can even purchase the knowledge from one of the cities, since I’m sure at least one of them has it.
Because I really don’t want to run out of bullets.
I make sure the door is firmly locked before turning around and beginning to walk back to my home again, leaving the lab behind for now.
Still have some work to do on making some more Tier III spells.
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After that first day, none of the cities have been anything other than polite, with each of them – more than just the three who initially approached me – coming on a regular basis and offering me mercenary work. Most of which tends to just be clearing out groups of bandits working independently from the cities and attacking anyone who leaves them.
One of the cities did try to hire me to attack an enclave of refugees, but I decided to instead kill their messenger to send a message that I won’t allow that shit. Especially since most of the refugees were just children, with only a couple adults to look over them.
I glance at the bell when it starts ringing before sighing and closing out of my terminal.
My main issue now is that they bother me too much.
Never really thought I’d ever be complaining about having too much work before, but now I am.
Maybe I should tell them to give me less jobs? Because they’re practically relying on me now to lower any risk of casualties they have at this point. Whether that’s killing rogue groups, collecting medicinal herbs from areas more deeply covered in miasma, or even recovering the bodies of some of their hunters that had wandered too close to the Dark Forest and gone missing.
It all makes sense, of course. But it’s still rather annoying to be bothered so often for it.
I get up from the bed I was sitting on before heading over to the entrance of the cave system, soon finding Captain Rogers standing there – the replacement for Amy after my first interaction with Frost Veil. The man has a large build, with the same sort of equipment on as her and long black hair running down his back and a very polite face plastered on.
“Good day, Undying Magician Nathan Fox,” he says with a light nod of his head before handing me a tablet. One that is long since outdated by Republic standards. But I’m used to it by now and simply take the thing before looking through it to find another job to take out a rogue faction.
“Very well,” I answer after reading through the details. “I’ll take the job.” I hand the thing back to him, the man giving me a light bow and a smile in response. But his smile cramps up when I add, “But I’ll be putting jobs on a hold for a month after this one.”
“What? Why?” the man asks, his professional attitude cracking ever so slightly before he fixes it again. “I mean, is there a reason for this change?”
I nod my head while putting my hands in my pockets, “Of course. I have too much food now, and very little that I care about spending my coin on. So what’s the point of taking on daily jobs when I could spend my time doing other things?”
He opens his mouth to say something, only to close it, seemingly not having anything to actually say. Then he opens it again and says, “In that case, I wish you luck with your endeavors,” and walks away without another word.
Hmm. He took it better than I expected, honestly.
I watch him walk away for a few seconds before looking around the area just in case another captain arrives and then walking back into the cave.
The job this time is just to capture and not to kill, so it’ll be a bit more annoying. Namely in that I won’t be using the sharp end of my blade, or using my sniper rifle, since I’m not confident enough in my first aid to help them after attacking. And I would rather not waste my mana on healing them with invigorate.
I’ve done a couple other jobs like this so far, and they were all major pains. The first time I did one I ended up killing one of them on accident, which lowered the bounty. Then I proceeded to just use the flat side of my blade to knock the rest out instead, ending up in a much more annoying fight where I took a lot more hits than I would’ve otherwise.
Not that it mattered much in the end. Beyond me needing to bring my armor to a repair shop in Frost Veil, which I found out quickly on that they had.
A very lovely place too, if I ignore the soldiers constantly surrounding me there that trust me far less than New Hope does. Even if they’re doing it politely and ‘for my own safety’.
Rather ironic all things considered.
My thoughts are cut off when the bell rings again, making me groan and turn around, heading back to the cave entrance again while seriously considering hanging a sign outside for the rest of the day. But when I make it to the front this time, I find someone I very much wasn’t expecting.
“Sir magician! Please, you have to help us!” one of the adults working with that group of refugee children practically shouts as they rush over to me, grabbing onto the sleeve of my armor for a second, making me frown.
I slowly extricate my sleeve from their grasp while asking, “What’s wrong? And can you really be away from the kids right now?”
Most of those kids are all little girls too, only between six to ten years old. Why that is, I’m not sure. Didn’t really care much about asking for the exact details of their situation after realizing that they absolutely were not a threat to anyone, much less a magician led city.
My best guess is that the boys are being used for more labor intensive jobs and were kept more strictly watched. Or they just had a lot of young girls there. Which is entirely possible.
There should be around two dozen girls in the refugee camp with like seven boys there.
“Falkner sent soldiers to attack the enclave!” she exclaims while out of breath, making my eyes widen slightly, even more so as she meets my eyes directly without any fear of me in them. “Please help us!!!”
Huh. Unexpected.
I sprint through the forest from tree to tree in the direction of the refugee camp, only to end up finding the refugees before I make it there.
Looks like they really were heading towards my cave. Not really sure why though. All I ended up doing when I first went there was look through their place as they were all trembling in fear before tossing them some food and leaving. And killing the one who sent me there to kill them, of course.
I’m not even sure how they managed to find my cave in the first place.
Although the soldiers from the city attacking the refugees in the first place is rather predictable, since they weren’t likely to just drop their grievances simply because I chose not to kill the orphans, killed their officer, and warned them to leave them be.
Gunfire echoes through the trees as I get closer to them, only to pause when I jump straight out of the trees and land on one knee in the middle of the refugees, startling them into stumbling and falling down onto the ground. Then the kids – none of the adults from the refugee camp being here right now – rush around to hide behind me.
A few seconds pass in silence before I hear someone asking from somewhere in the woods, clearly having heard the news about my hearing, “Undying Magician. You already murdered one of our officers. Move out of the way before we are forced to deal with you.”
The voice belongs to the replacement captain contact for the city of Falcon Rest, owned by the magician known as Falkner. Who has no last name apparently, which I find odd.
“I told you before to leave the refugees alone,” I warn while slowly drawing my sword. “Are you willing to test me over this? Or should I be sending your head back to Falkner just like your predecessor?”
I didn’t actually send his head back to him, because that would be pointless provocation and a waste of my time. But the phrase sounds right, so I just roll with it.
The soldiers’ answer is to shoot at me.
Yeah, guess that was to be expected.
The children all run away in the direction I came from, towards my cave. But none of the soldiers seem to be focusing on them right now – likely too busy trying to deal with me.
I just stand in place taking their shots as I focus on figuring out the location of each shooter for the duration of their rounds. And once they each stop to reload, I burst into action, sprinting first towards the voice I heard talking to me whose name I don’t remember. And just seconds later, I find myself right in front of the man who is currently rushing to reload his gun. But I simply grab him by the throat and tear into it, drinking a little bit of his blood before snapping his neck and rushing around to the others, using the strength boost I got from his blood to tear them apart with my sword.
Eventually some of them start shooting again, but the forest is too dark in the middle of the night, and the only light here is the crimson glow radiating from my eyes. So the majority of their fire misses until everything goes silent.
I look back for a second before activating the cleaning enchantment on my sword and sheathing it.
None of them were even magicians. Not really sure why they thought they could be any sort of threat to me.
Anyways, I begin making my way back to my cave.
And what I find after arriving is a bunch of kids hiding close to the barrier to my cave with six kids injured and dying and one adult currently shooting a pistol at a magician who I’d somehow missed.
I frown before noticing that the magician in question has a light layer of wind moving around their body, seemingly blocking their scent and muffling any noise they make.
So that’s how they did it.
I rush over there faster than a regular human can move before drawing my sword and cutting it straight through the man’s wrist holding their gun. Then I kick them, sending them flying into a tree as I begin walking over to the kids.
Time to test out invigorate on actual people I’m meaning to heal instead of just animals and myself.
I kneel down next to one of the kids – a young girl – before raising my hand to the bullet wound on her shoulder and using the spell, making a small red magic circle appear above her skin. The magical circle then moves into her body before mana begins to spread out into her wound, slowly making the wound start healing on its own.
After watching it for a few seconds, I move on to the next kid, and then the next. All the way till I finish casting it on all six kids. But unfortunately, one of them was killed the moment he was shot, the bullet having gone straight through his heart. So there’s no saving him.
“Th-thank you so much, Undying Magici- no, thank you mister Fox!” the only surviving adult of the group by the looks of it – an elderly woman seemingly in her sixties wearing dusty clothes covered in holes – exclaims while shedding tears without a single sob for the kids that were lost. Which it’s clearly was not just this one boy, seeing as their overall numbers are lower entirely.
Whereas before there were twenty-four girls and seven boys, now there are only eighteen girls and four boys. Along with the one adult.
Not really a group that can defend themselves against a magician and his city.
If I remember correctly, the reason Falkner is chasing them down is rather simple. But stupid.
Apparently there was some girl magician there who cared a lot about an orphanage that he’d allowed to exist solely because of her, and he was trying to seduce the girl so that he would have another magician on his side. But of course, she rejected him outright and ran away without thinking about the consequences that might come to the orphanage until it was too late.
The kids from the orphanage and the few adults willing to help them managed to escape with a decent majority of them still alive but were still chased by the soldiers of the city. They were only able to set up their little refugee camp because the soldiers were afraid of the area it was in, the camp being too close to the Dark Forest for their comfort or something.
But I guess they finally decided to take action.
I frown at the thought.
Personally, I don’t feel attached in any way to these kids or the woman. But I can at least say that I don’t want them to die just because of some asshole entitled magician.
“Please…” the woman mutters, making my focus return to her from the crying children. “Please let us stay with you…”
I raise a brow at that request.
Stay with me? In my cave?
That’s…
I stare at her for a few seconds before sighing.
“Do what you wish, but know that you won’t be able to leave the cave without me. And I won’t be here all the time to let you out, nor am I willing to constantly let you in and out as you wish,” I answer, deciding that letting them stay in the other houses in the little village inside of the cave won’t hurt. Especially since I keep everything important in my storage anyways. “As long as you don’t bother me or interrupt my experiments, you’re free to stay.”
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Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 12 | Day 15
Of course, the first thing the children do after getting over the shock of losing their fellow children and the other two adults leading their little refugee group is to head towards the back of the cave in the direction of the lab. The lab with a large deadly monster in it. So I quickly put a rule in place to absolutely avoid that area unless they want to be eaten by a monster. Which quickly does the trick of scaring them away.
After that I return to my home, which I’d already told them which of the buildings it was before going back to my work on making a Tier III fire spell. One that – when it works – should inject fire mana directly into the target’s body that will then quickly spread throughout it before activating on my command, burning them from the inside at a rapid pace.
Overall, a rather dangerous spell. And not one that has any of my test subjects surviving, unfortunately.
The spell itself is also proving to be rather uncooperative, since fire mana doesn’t like going inert in a body. At all. Especially – as it turns out – in bodies whose mana is that of an opposing element, like water.
Very annoying.
I let out a sigh at that thought before making it to the mini lab inside of my house and returning to my experiments.
 

 
Almost an entire month passes by in relative peace, with me taking jobs only once every two or three days again starting after two weeks had passed from me stopping them in the first place. And during this time, the kids, outside of being loud, don’t bother me much, just living in peace in my caves while the one adult amongst them and some of the older children take care of cooking and cleaning for them, along with assigning homes and stuff.
For some reason the woman – who I’ve since learned the name of to be Caroline Wright – keeps giving me daily reports on how everything is going. I honestly don’t care much, but I listen anyways and keep track of it just to make sure they aren’t doing anything to my cave or messing with my spells.
Since coming to live here, the kids and Caroline have cleaned up all of the cave system with the exception of the lab, disposed of the monster corpses I just kind of left to rot a while back even if the kids weren’t very happy about it – not that Carol cared though – and have set up their own little areas in each building, making them their homes. They’ve only asked me to be let out or in twice a day, once to go out gathering and once to come back in. And they haven’t run into any issues with Falkner during that time either.
Which is rather suspicious in and of itself, but who knows? Maybe the guy finally gave up after hearing that his replacement captain was killed.
I kind of doubt that though. I’ve only met with him once before myself, and he doesn’t seem to be that smart. Not to mention how much of an asshole he is, which I can tell simply by looking at the refuges.
I yawn as I look out the small window of the house I’m in at the kids busying about doing chores. Or at least, most of them are doing chores. There are a few that appear to be on break and are playing around.
That or they’re just skipping their own chores.
I don’t have much experience with children, to be honest. There aren’t any at the academy, and I’ve never really had to deal with them anywhere else either. But at the same time, it does make me a little happy that I can care about them even a little. Since I was starting to wonder if I’d lost my ability to feel empathy for others or something.
Good thing that’s not the case. Wouldn’t want to actually become the monster that I look like after all.
I yawn again, briefly wondering if I actually need to do that or not considering my body’s condition before giving a mental shrug and turning back around to focus on the dead bear lying on my experiment table. A dead bear who’s left side is completely burnt to a crisp.
Something I realized during this latest experiment is that I also need to take into consideration if the target of the spell is actively moving or not. Because the way I had the spell scripted, all it took was the bear waking up and moving slightly to activate the inert fire mana before it could even finish spreading through the creature’s body.
A rather problematic issue, but not an unfixable by any means. Just have to change it to rely on a different-
My thoughts are interrupted when I hear the bell ringing, signaling someone at the barrier.
I sigh before leaving my mini lab and walking through the small little paths of the village inside the cave, simply nodding my head at the kids I pass by who all wave at me until I make it to the entrance and open the barrier, just to find Carol on the other side with a dozen kids – including all four of the boys that are still alive – each holding a basket of fruit.
“Good evening, mister Fox,” one of the kids says with a bright smile as she walks by me, and several of the others do the same until they’re all inside. Then Carol bows slightly to me and follows after them. But I decide to stay outside, closing the barrier behind me in the hopes of getting some fresh air.
Something I’m very much lacking considering how stuffy that cave can sometimes get, and how I’m almost always working on the spell or training my mana arcs.
And I quickly find that – at least for a day here where there is a small amount of miasma on the ground – it’s a rather beautiful day.
But that sentiment vanishes a moment later when I hear a voice I was very much hoping never to hear again.
“I see you’ve made yourself at home,” the skeletal king’s voice echoes in my ear.
Well, shit. At least he promised before he wouldn’t do anything else to me.
But does a skeleton keep their promises? Or rather, a king?
I hope so.
“What are you doing here, Adalwolf?” I ask with a frown as I look around, not finding the skeleton anywhere. “And how did you even find me?”
“If you’re referring to your interesting changes, they don’t affect my method of tracking you,” the skeleton answers before adding, “although they are a little bit interesting as a side effect of the mutagen mixing with your condition.”
But if he didn’t track me through my mana signature, then how-
“It’s simple enough,” Adalwolf says, seemingly guessing at my thoughts. “I simply tracked the death mana inside of you. Not something anyone else would be able to do, mind you, but a very simple method of finding you.”
Oh. Well, at least the doctor can’t find me through it then.
“And why are you here?” I ask while still trying to look around, only to suddenly jump slightly when the skeleton appears standing in front of me while wearing a fancy set of black and silver armor fit for a king.
“Can’t a magician check up on his past test subject?” the skeleton asks while tilting his head.
I scowl at him.
The skeleton walks past me to look at the cave before whistling somehow and saying, “You’ve set up nicely on my continent. My congratulations to you on that.” He then looks at me again and tilts his head. “How’s your progress on your spells? Do you need any more tutoring?”
That question catches me off guard.
The heck? Why is he offering to help me?
“Before you ask, you’re the only person I know from this era, and I feel like we have a connection between us seeing as you’re the one who freed me,” he says with a shrug, making me rather suspicious of him. “As a side note, I thought I should tell you that I’m blocking that asshole Leodmir from entering the continent or even searching it with his mana. So you’re completely safe from him as long as I’m here.”
My eyes widen in shock.
Huh.
I knew the skeleton likely wouldn’t allow him entry, but to go so far as to block him entirely from even searching the continent and tell me about it? Why do I feel like he’s trying to curry favor with me or something…
“You’re like me,” he suddenly says, surprisingly for a moment.
“How am I like you?” I ask, not really understanding.
Last I checked I wasn’t a skeleton.
“You’re immortal,” the skeleton says while seemingly looking up at the sun with a faint hint of sadness showing in the flames of his eyes. A look I didn’t realize was possible. “Just like me.”
Huh.
Wait, is he lonely? That can’t be possible… he treated me like a freaking test subject before!
He’s up to something.
And yet, I can’t help but feel he really does mean what he just said. Even if he doesn’t necessarily care about me personally beyond it.
I sigh.
So annoying.
“Do you have a reason for being here? Or can I go?” I ask, getting sick of his word games.
He looks at me again and answers without any emotion in his tone again, just like when he would talk to me after turning me into his test subject, “I wanted to see what you were doing to my kingdom since gaining the powers of a vampire. And it has been rather amusing so far.”
I narrow my eyes at the skeleton, only to sigh and turn around, beginning to walk towards the barrier of fire again.
“Please just leave me alone,” I tell him, too mentally tired to deal with his crap anymore.
“So you don’t want to know how the world outside of this continent is doing?” he asks, making me stop in my tracks.
Damnit.
I turn around and walk back to him again, trying really hard to ignore the smug look that I swear he’s sending me right now despite not having a face.
How is it that this skeleton always seems to show eccentric emotions at times like these despite not having a face to express them with?
He doesn’t say anything sarcastic though, instead simply waving his arm and making a hologram of the main continent appear with various lines acting as the borders between the nations, along with a few new symbols in the middle of the Barren Pass. The skeleton then points directly at the pass as he says, “The Class S magicians all have their own little bases spread throughout the Pass, but they aren’t staying there all the time.” He moves his hand to point at various important locations for each of the other nations, “They’ve all been attacking various strategic locations belonging to each of the nations, with a specific focus on the Republic.”
That makes sense. The Republic was absolutely moronic to think they could handle them.
The skeleton waves his hand again, changing the hologram to instead show a large battlefield filled with dead soldiers and two floating figures in the sky. One of which I immediately recognize as the doctor, and the other as the Chairman of the Republic. A Class S anti-magic magician.
“Leodmir is also a little bit too busy dealing with Artorius to actively search for you right now,” Adalwolf says, sounding slightly amused as we both watch the two Class S Special affinity magicians fighting each other with neither of them having the upper hand, despite Leodmir’s clear age and experience advantage over Artorius.
Wow. Anti-magic really is powerful.
Throughout the battle, anytime a spatial blade gets near Artorius, he simply negates it by spending an equal amount of his own mana. Meaning the only ways that the doctor can beat him are through either making rifts and using those as indirect attacks, since he can’t dispel them for some reason, or through using his larger amount of mana arcs to overwhelm the Chairman with sheer brute force.
“They’ve been having battles like this over and over again, both of them repeatedly trying to take advantage of the other whenever they’re weak to prematurely end their little war by killing the other side’s leader,” the skeleton continues, even more mirth in his voice than before. “And neither of them have succeeded.” He turns back to me again. “So that doctor of yours won’t have any time in the near future to search for you besides the little search spell he has going through the kingdom right now that I’m currently tricking.”
My eyes widen at that.
If the skeleton is tricking it, then won’t that mean the doctor won’t even realize that he’ll have to search for me for five to ten years at the very least?!
I can’t help the smile that stretches across my face at that thought.
Freedom. Something I haven’t had since becoming immortal.
The smile fades again though when I see the skeleton still staring at me.
Right. Still have to deal with this thing.
“What do you want?” I bluntly ask the skeleton, since I know that while he dislikes the space magician, he probably wouldn’t go so far as to trick his spell just to help me for no benefit.
Adalwolf stares at me for a few seconds before answering equally as bluntly, “I want the results of your experimentations on yourself.”
My eyebrows rise at that, and I open my mouth to speak, only to not know what to say.
That’s all he wants? I know that if he wanted to, he could easily just knock me out and capture me again. But instead he’s just going to ask for the results of my experiments?
I… don’t know what’s going on in this skeleton’s head.
“Is that all you want?” I ask, genuinely unsure.
He nods his head and says, “Yes. I’ve already conducted all the tests I can on you, so why would I bother doing more? The other magicians I worked with to create the mutagen are all either dead or gone by now, so there isn’t anything I can do to you at this point.”
I blink at that.
Huh.
That actually makes sense.
“Alright, I’ll share with you the results of my experiments,” I tell him with a nod.
“Good,” he says, the flames in his eye sockets narrowing ever so slightly, “how about we begin with how you’ve physically aged by nearly an entire year since I last saw you?”
 

 
A Meeting Room located within the City of Frost Veil
Year 2849 | Month 12 | Day 17
Two days after Nathan’s meeting with King Adalwolf
“He has to have a weakness,” Frost Veil shouts as he slams his fist down on the table, not even making the seven other city leaders standing in the meeting room so much as flinch. However, the contingents of two soldiers standing on guard for each of the leaders do, reaching for their weapons on instinct. “We’ve sent him on dozens of missions by now, and he hasn’t even had any trouble with a single one of them! No matter what the rogues do, he just keeps healing!”
Damnit, and I honestly thought that we’d struck gold by landing such a good find! Because if he’s from the Republic, it means he has to have some modern technology from outside the continent, right? But now…
The lord of the city of Frost Veil – aptly named for its leader – grits his teeth and refrains from slamming his fist on the table again.
“I vote we just feed Falkner to him,” the man calling himself ‘The Archon’ – leader of the city known as Archal – suggests, not sounding the least bit apologetic. And why would he? Falkner always gets in everyone’s way acting on his ridiculous whims of fancy.
Frost can’t help but grit his teeth at the thought of the idiot. But the idea of sacrificing him does sound nice.
It would get rid of another magician city as well…
“I agree with this plan,” Harold – the leader of the city Volten – says, following which the remaining leaders all voice their own agreements.
“Looks like we’ll need to prepare then,” Frost says looking up at the others with a frown. “I’ll begin poking at the man’s pride.”
“In that case, I’ll fortify my city and keep my hunters out when the time comes,” Archon says, the other leaders voicing their own responses soon after.
After everyone’s said their peace, and most of the leaders have left the room, leaving only Archon, Frost, and Harold behind in the meeting hall, Frost leans back in his chair and mutters, “Just what sort of magic is that thing using?”
It can’t be fire magic, so what is it? Some sort of undead magic?
“With the king being alive, do you think it’s possible this ‘Nathan Fox’ is actually a monster created by him?” Harold asks, tapping his chin with a finger. The man is wearing a long golden cloak with the hood draped across his back and several fanciful engravings on the cloak worthy of a king, with a set of barely visible golden metal armor beneath it.
Archal shakes his head, his long robe draping over a chair as he takes a seat and says, “While it’s possible, I doubt His Majesty would let a monster of his own creation with such power loose. I believe it is more prudent to simply believe the ‘Undying Magician’s’ explanation on the matter that he was experimented on by His Majesty instead.”
Frost grimaces at that.
I can absolutely see His Majesty experimenting on someone he finds interesting. But that leaves the question of what about the kid roused his interest?
“We’ve tried sending him into a forest fire, but he just ignored the flames,” Archal mutters. “Tried shooting at him, and he ignores the bullets.”
“We brought out swords as well and it didn’t work either,” Harold says, sounding unsure of how to take the vampire himself. And Harold is usually the fastest to arrive at a conclusion between the three rivals.
Frost sighs.
“At this point I don’t know what could work,” Frost mutters while staring up at the ceiling. “We’ve tried pretty much everything besides specialized spells, complete destruction of his body at a speed too fast for him to regenerate, and beheading.” He blinks before glancing down at the other two and asking, “We didn’t try beheading yet, did we?”
Harold just nods.
We did. Well, damnit.
“Then there are just two options left,” Frost says, gaining a slightly despondent tone to his voice.
“Actually,” Archon speaks up, bringing both Frost’s and Harold’s gazes to him, “we have one more option.”
Frost narrows his eyes, and out of the corner of them, he can see Harold doing the same.
“You don’t mean…” Frost mutters, but Archon just nods his head and says, “I do.”
He stands up from the chair again, stating in a clear tone of voice, “Should Falkner not find us any usable data on the Undying Magician, we will simply have to overwhelm him with magicians until whatever is fueling his regeneration can no longer keep up.”
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The new year comes and goes without much fanfare, making me wonder just how my parents are doing. All I’ve been told on the matter is that they’re still alive and well, by the skeleton of course. But he hasn’t said anything beyond that. Like where the doctor’s base of operations is outside of it being in the Barren Pass, how the war efforts are going in the main continent, or really anything else. Nothing besides the doctor’s actions directly involving me.
But I guess he’s not really obligated to tell me anything. All our deal encompasses is me telling him the results of my experiments in exchange for him tricking the doctor and keeping him out of the continent.
My thoughts trail off as I reach a critical part of my current project – the very same one I was working on over a month ago. That damnable Tier III fire spell.
At this point I have most of it working, but not all of it. The thing still likes to detonate at certain areas of the human body from a simple movement, the code bugging out there for some reason that still escapes me. But as long as I hardcode the spell to avoid that area, it works fine.
Which I guess is worth celebrating. But it needs to be perfect still.
I narrow my eyes on the code for a few seconds before grabbing a random mouse from a cage and placing the unconscious thing on the counter.
Let’s see if this’ll fix it… fingers crossed.
I activate the spell with my hands held against the creature, making the spell circle form right on its surface before the mana begins going inside of the creature. The process then continues unimpeded for several seconds until going silent.
So far so good.
I let go of the mouse before grabbing a random pencil and whacking it on the nose a few times to wake it up. Which happens on the tenth hit, the creature somehow seeming to be able to sleep like the dead. But it quickly begins running away the moment it notices me, making my eyes widen in shock at seeing the spell continue holding.
“Holy, fucking, shit!” I swear out loud, a broad grin stretching across my face. “It actually worked!”
I have very little idea of how it worked right now, but it did! So I’m saving this code to study later. But for now, I have the spell working!
After watching the mouse scurry around for a few seconds with the fire mana firmly emplaced in its body, I snap my fingers, which is what I set as the activation method for the spell. The mouse suddenly convulses a little, making it stop scurrying about, following which a bright flame engulfs its entire body as it screeches in pain for a split second. But it doesn’t last long before the thing is turned to ash.
Perfect. There wasn’t a single problem with the spell.
Now I can go attempt making a Tier IV spell! At which point I’ll finally become known as a Class C magician!
I already have a little over a hundred arcs of mana at this point, courtesy of the Star Diagram. And I became able to sense magic circles not too long ago as well, with a bit of tutorage from the skeleton. Who traded it for more knowledge on my body that wasn’t in the deal. Specifically my study of space and time mana. Which is progressing rather slowly.
At this point I’ve almost aged myself to look about eighteen years old. A much more reasonable appearance for my actual age of nineteen.
Actually, that reminds me. I completely forgot about my birthday that happened a couple months ago.
Was I working on a spell at the time? Or dealing with the inhabitants of the Kingdom of the Fallen?
Either way, I clean up the ashes of the mouse before leaving my lab, done for now with my experiments. And what I find when leaving my lab, and promptly my house afterwards is the sight of the village. One full of life and several dozen people. Much more than the original couple dozen people, mostly kids.
At some point over the last month, Carol brought more people who were also refugees of one of the cities here. And I decided to let them stay since she recommended them.
That and the fact that they can’t actually harm me.
Of course, this seems to have pissed off another city. But I don’t really care what they think. Because those magicians out there are assholes.
If the mainland was considered a terrible place for nonmagicians, this place is hell for them. Mainly because at least the mainland has laws. Here? Here there’s just various cities, each with their own laws made by a single person each.
Whoever the current leader of that city is. Because every time that leader ends up getting too old, or is just straight up killed by another magician, they are replaced. Most of the time by the one who killed them.
Then again, the continent is filled with undead and miasma. It makes sense the civilization wouldn’t exactly be the greatest.
I’m also pretty sure the magicians are planning something against me anyways, so I might as well take in the refugees.
They’re free labor for some of my work anyways. When I need it. Which isn’t often.
Perfect way to make them pay for my protection and using my home.
Basically everyone who passes by gives me a respectful nod, a smile, or a greeting in one way or another before continuing with their business.
And the best thing about them is that they know not to bother me too much.
I watch the people go about their business for a little bit as thoughts of my team and Amelia flood my head.
Throughout our time in the academy, I was always too focused on keeping my secret and didn’t really spend as much time with them as I could’ve. Makes me wonder if I should’ve spent more time with them before I got sent here.
And I also can’t help but wonder if I’ll see them again, or how old they’ll look if I do see them. Because from what my experiments seem to show, it becomes harder and harder to separate my time mana from the space mana the closer I get to physically being in my prime for some reason. And if my suspicions are correct, I most likely won’t even be able to age past my prime.
I feel a slight pit form in my chest at the thought of seeing my friends and family all old in their fifties while I still look like I’m in my early twenties, at my prime.
After a few seconds of this depressing thought, my attention is taken by the sound of the bell ringing.
Wonder who it is this time?
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When I make it to the front, I find several children walking through the barrier with it opening up around them. Something I’d allowed at some point purely because I got sick of constantly opening the stupid thing for everyone and simply added their mana signatures and biological signatures to the spell along with mine.
Meanwhile on the other side of the barrier, before they can finish passing through, I find a familiar face standing outside.
What’s he doing here?
Xavier looks vaguely confused when he sees me, likely wondering why I look a few years old than the last time we met. Since we haven’t actually spoken since my last lesson with him months ago. But he seems to put that to the corner of his mind as he lightly bows his head to me and says, “Good day, Undying Magician.”
“Morning,” I answer before crossing my arms and asking, “why are you here in person? You could’ve just sent a messenger like all the other magicians are doing.”
He quickly gets an awkward look on his face as he answers, “Unfortunately, that is not an option right now.”
Wait… what?
“Explain,” I tell him, uncrossing my arms in the process.
And so he does, basically confirming my theories about the magicians.
Looks like Falkner really is going for me now. He’s set up a massive blockade around my cave starting several kilometers away and isn’t allowing anyone to see me. Except apparently magicians, probably because the soldiers stationed there can’t exactly stop a magician from going by if they want to. Especially when said magician is the leader of a city.
“And you’re here because…?” I ask, not really sure why one of the city leaders would actually try to help me – the foreigner. Much less a vampire foreigner.
Which as this point, I’ve just gotten used to being called a vampire. After all, that’s close enough to what I am on that side of things at least. Just that I’m not only a vampire. I’m an immortal one.
The man begins to sweat slightly as he looks directly into my crimson eyes before calmly answering, “Because I don’t advocate the ways the other magicians have taken to conducting themselves since the kingdom’s fall.”
I raise a brow at that.
“So it’s because you don’t like them? Or because you like to think of yourself as a good guy while they’re the evil doers?” I ask, briefly tapping my chin in the process. And he nods. But I just shake my head and ask, “What’s the other reason?”
His heart skips a beat at that question, proving that my suspicion is correct. That he does have another reason.
Something I’m very thankful for learning is how to read people with my new senses. Since it makes it rather easy, whether that’s seeing the slight sheen of sweat that might appear on their neck, hearing the way their heartbeat might skip a beat here and there, or even see the minute movements of their muscles tensing up ever so slightly.
A very useful ability for sure.
“All of the other magicians are still plotting against New Hope, and I’ve already worked with you once before and come out on top of the other magicians,” he answers after a few seconds of silence, making me nod my head in understanding.
Makes sense. After all, better the devil you know at this point.
Not that I’m a devil. I am who I am, which is far from a devil. Even if my eyes say otherwise.
And he’s right about the other cities still targeting him. I know that simply due to overhearing some conversations by some of the messengers who didn’t realize I was outside of my cave at the time hunting and could hear them when they were talking a ways away from my home.
In fact, the other cities are planning on dealing with him in the upcoming months, if I remember correctly.
He seems to hesitate for a second before he asks, “I would also like to make a trade route between New Hope and the Undying Caverns, if you don’t mind.”
I raise a brow at that and repeat, “The Undying Caverns?”
The man looks surprised for a moment as he answers, “That’s what everyone else is calling your growing city of refugees. Since it’s lead by the Undying Magician, and no one else is allowed inside.”
Hmm. Interesting.
They’re really going all in on this ‘undying’ shtick of theirs, aren’t they?
“In that case, you can take it up with Carol,” I tell him while glancing at a few more refugees who’re arriving right about now. Most of the people she’s been bringing are children, likely because the adults are more needed in the cities, but there have been plenty of new adults as well. And they’ve been a big help to her from what I can tell in regard to managing the kids. “She’s the one dealing with the logistics of the village inside.”
Well, amongst other things. Considering she’s basically the one running the place at this point. Just with her deferring to me during important decisions when I’m not busy.
Never really expected to make my own faction, if I’m being honest.
Before the guy can say anything else, I continue, “I’ll bring her out here when we’re finished so that she can talk to you.”
Seeing as he can’t actually enter my caves himself unless I allow him to. And I’m not letting a random magician enter my caves, regardless of if I’ve worked with him before.
He nods his head, showing his appreciation.
“Now then,” I ask, putting my hand on my sword’s pommel, “is it safe to assume you didn’t come here with information alone? Because it wouldn’t have been too hard to learn about that blockade myself.”
Wouldn’t be surprised if my own people started vanishing a little before I learned about it, which saves some of their lives, but we still would’ve found out in the end. But I doubt that’s all they brought with them if they’re wanting to make a more solid alliance with us.
“You’re right,” he says with a nod before pulling out some sort of box that I’m wondering where he was carrying. “I also have these, which I’ve heard you’ve been searching for.”
My eyes widen at that, only for my mouth to part open ever so slightly when he opens it to reveal the molds for sniper rifle bullets of my exact sniper rifle’s model. Or at least ones compatible with my model, seeing as they don’t use magic rounds.
With a mold, I should be able to experiment until I figure out how to craft the magic rounds compatible with my sniper rifle.
Something I’ve needed for a while now but couldn’t find anywhere, no matter how many cities I asked.
Although in hindsight, a lot of them were probably holding back purely because they didn’t want to supply me with ammunition that I could use against them in the future. Which makes sense.
“I’m open to discussion,” I tell the man, a smile forming on my lips.
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In the end we reach a nice little agreement where he has to use his creation mana – the affinity he has being something I learned about during the discussions – to help the refugees build better homes in the caves, and to create supplies for me such as armor to replace the one I currently have pretty badly damaged, and bullets until I can make my own. And in exchange, I’ll protect his city should his dealings with me become public knowledge.
Which will most definitely happen soon.
Probably before he even leaves the area, in fact, considering the sound of travel through the forest I can hear from all around us. Things like brushes being pushed aside, branches being stepped on, leaves being stepped on, and even the minute breathing of people.
Actually, I think he’s about to run into one of them now, since he just left not even a couple minutes ago.
I shout at the others to stay inside before leaving the cave and slowly climb up the cliff holding the cave on its side and getting into place on the top of it. Then I pull out my rifle and move it around till I get into a nice position to see the many soldiers slowly approaching the cave.
This’ll be interesting.
Before I fire though, my eyes are attracted to the sight of a certain creation affinity mage creating literal walls of camouflage between him and the soldiers he’s passing by, letting him escape unnoticed.
Oh? Very interesting.
That aside though, I slowly look through the soldiers as they close their encirclement by moving the soldiers behind this small plateau to connect to the wall of the plateau, making sure not to let anyone escape from the cave. And when I finally find who I’m looking for, I frown.
Looks like Falkner isn’t here in person. He just has one of his captains here instead leading this charge.
A captain that I can’t help but notice is a magician this time.
Interesting.
And judging by the small amount of fire mana I can sense in the barrier, he’s clearly a fire affinity magician as well. Which means Falkner is fighting fire with fire.
Literally.
He’s still a coward for not bothering to come himself though.
Either way, I’ll be going to pay the man a visit after I deal with this.
I aim directly at the magician before filling the gem on my rifle with mana and taking the shot right as he opens his mouth seemingly to shout for everyone to attack, my bullet quickly shattering his flimsy barrier before going through his mouth and out the back of his head.
Yep. Thought so. He was only a new Class D magician, probably with around thirty or so arcs of mana.
The soldiers around him all freak out, immediately dropping to the ground and out of my sights. Meanwhile the ones I can see further away from him appear simply confused. Until a moment later when they too drop to the ground with fear on their faces. Likely after being told through comms that their leader was shot down.
There goes the only real threat amongst these troops.
My thoughts come to a sudden halt when I hear the trees suddenly rustle above me, making me immediately roll over, barely avoiding a blade of wind that strikes where I was just lying down. Then I jump to my feet and look up to find Falkner floating through the air with some sort of wind magic.
“I knew you wouldn’t just let us march into your cave, much less even approach it,” the man says, sounding smug for some reason. “Did you really think I was that stupid?”
“So you tried drawing me out by using one of your captains as bait?” I ask with a frown while putting my rifle away and slowly drawing my sword. Then, after he nods his head in agreement, I tilt mine to the side and ask, “Why do you sound so smug then?”
That wipes the smirk off of his face as it’s instantly replaced with a look of anger.
“You think you’re so funny,” he says while spreading his arms out and creating several more magic circles, “don’t you!”
I blink at that, my head still tilted slightly.
“Not really,” I eventually mutter, seemingly making him even angrier as the magic circles immediately begin filling with script before dozens of blades of wind fly out of them. And I combat the blades by making a barrier of fire over my skin and putting mana into my sword to set it ablaze, then striking at each of the blades of wind, slicing them in half.
Over time though, the blades begin to be too much for me, purely due to the massive number of them that he keeps throwing at me, proving very well his status as a Class C magician. They start to make it past my guard, soon shattering my shield and slicing into my arm, then my leg, followed by various other places across my body. And in the process of doing so, it’s shredding my armor.
“Damnit,” I mutter, “how am I going to repair this?”
All of the wounds immediately seal up each time I get hit, of course, but the armor…
Suddenly his attacks begin to shift, more and more blades of wind coming at a faster and faster pace. Then a massive magic circle appears above me, followed by a tornado appearing below it, making my eyes go wide in surprise.
“Well shit,” I mutter right before the tornado crashes down on top of me, cracking pretty much half the bones in my body at once and sending me flying up into the air, all of the trees and even parts of the cliff I was on going up along with me, constantly hitting and scratching at me. But despite all this, I still can’t really bring myself to feel any fear.
And the pain isn’t really much compared to aging myself, so…
In fact, I use this as an opportunity to study the time and space mana in my bones.
Will taking so much damage at once from so many different attacks have any effect on the mana there? Is the time and space mana finite?
The doctor wasn’t really able to study the mana itself in my bones because the only one who can look that deep magically into someone’s body is that someone themselves.
Let’s see...
I focus on my bones with my mana senses as I’m tossed about in the tornado, being slashed apart by both blades of wind, different gusts of wind going in different directions with incredible force, and various bits of cliff, trees, rocks and whatever else is flying by digging into me. But none of it is as painful as messing with my time and space mana, so I simply keep my senses on said mana, not moving them even for a second. And during this time, I don’t see a single change to it.
Despite that, I continue watching. And watching. And watching while wondering just how long this tornado is going to last.
Eventually I do notice something change in my time and space mana. For just a second, a tiny wave of turbulence starts moving through it. And that turbulence seems to slow down my healing just a tad, surprising me quite a bit in the process.
So I continue watching it, only for a long period in the tornado to suddenly stop having blades of wind, decreasing the damage done to me and making the turbulence go away again. This immediately leads to my healing catching up in an instant just like before, only for the blades to come back again.
Did the guy stop to catch his breath or something? Or maybe his spell only allowed for a maximum number of blades, and he had to restart it?
Either way, it works for my experiment.
After another onslaught of attacks, the turbulence slowly begins to come back, and my healing starts to stall ever so slightly again. But the stalling only reaches a certain point, not moving any further than that.
Interesting.
All of a sudden, the tornado just vanishes, leaving me thrown to the side straight through a bunch of trees until I eventually slam into another cliff hundreds of meters away.
Okay, that kind of hurt.
The wounds immediately heal.
I get up while stretching despite not needing to. Then I begin making my way back to the cliff where I see the man kneeling quite a ways away.
Yeah, looks like he used up all of his mana to carry out all those attacks. Not that they amounted to much.
They did teach me a little bit more about my immortality though. Something the doctor couldn’t do till I got better at manipulating my own mana and sensing it.
It looks like people can stall my reversion just a little bit by constantly attacking me with mana infused attacks. So things like the trees and rocks hitting me didn’t seem to affect it at all, but the wind blades and tornado itself did. And considering how much mana he put into those attacks, it would likely take a Class A or even a Class S magician to stall my reversion long enough for it to matter.
Even then though, it doesn’t look like it’s doing anything other than stalling it. Because even when parts were completely severed or crushed, they still reformed not too long later, after the reversion caught up.
So it looks like I’m still completely immortal, as we expected.
Actually, I wonder what would’ve happened if the doctor ever tried personally going all out against me with his magic to see if he could kill me? I know he never did that because if it did work then his test subject would be dead. And even if I am not actually immortal, which it seems I still am, I would still be an answer to his aging problem. Which is his main issue at hand.
He did toss me into some other planes for a while though, where I proceeded to suffocate or get tortured by the mana in there for a while until he pulled me back out.
I stop walking at that thought as I realize that I don’t really feel any fear towards the memory anymore.
Huh.
Guess the pain I’ve been going through since coming to the Kingdom of the Fallen has numbed me of that?
A rather morbid thought, but meh. At least I’ve gotten rid of that particular trauma.
Actually, I’ve gotten rid of a lot of stuff during this time. More than just trauma.
After a minute or so of jogging back to the cliff, I find Falkner heaving in exhaustion while lying flat on his back in front of my cave entrance, surrounded by no fewer than three dozen soldiers. And the moment his soldiers see me, they all start muttering in fear and backing up a little, seemingly beginning to abandon their leader but not sure if they should yet or not.
Falkner himself turns his head and appears absolutely shocked by my appearance as I simply walk further into the clearing with my sword drawn.
“How *cough* are you *cough* still alive?!” the man shouts with a scratchy voice while coughing out no little amount of blood.
Looks like he overused his mana arcs. Which means he won’t be using his mana for months.
Well, if I wasn’t about to kill him that is.
I glance at the soldiers as I walk over towards them with even steps, only for them all to immediately begin running away without even bothering to defend their leader.
Guess that was expected with a garbage leader like him.
I turn back to the man again to see him reaching his hand out to me while still on the ground soaked in his own sweat and coughing up blood. But he doesn’t manage to say anything else. Not before I reach him and stab my sword straight into his heart. Then I wordlessly burn his corpse and head back into the cave.
The battle was by no means a waste of time like I was expecting it to be, so that’s certainly a plus.
And I finally got rid of that asshole Falkner who’s basically just been sending me refugees with how he treats his people. Although I’m pretty sure some of the refugees aren’t from him. But most of them were.
Kind of says something about a man when his soldiers all up and abandon him without a second thought though. In fact, I think I saw one of them with twitchy fingers on his gun as if he were about to gun down Falkner himself, which is a factor I don’t think the man considered.
After taking several steps into the cave, hearing the soldiers all scurrying away from my place in the process, I glance back at the barrier.
The inside of my cave looks perfectly fine and intact, but the outside might need some managing. So I should mention that to Carol.
That aside, I wonder if the other cities got their fill of watching yet?
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Frost stands in silence alongside a dozen other magicians, each leaders of their own cities. But despite their power, both in influence and magic, not a single one of them manage to muster a word as they stare at the screen in front of them. On the screen each of them can see the Undying Magician – who by now has earned the title – simply walking away from Falkner’s corpse after burning it with a fireball spell.
Is he really immortal?
“Wait, doesn’t he look older now than he did before?” Archon asks, sounding at least a little intrigued by this, his scholastic mind pushing aside the fear he’s no doubt feeling at the moment.
Frost’s eyes narrow before he focuses on the child who doesn’t appear to be a child anymore. If he was asked to guess his age when he first met the boy, he would’ve said about fifteen. But now? Now the Undying Magician appears to be about eighteen years of age by appearance.
“Is his immortality draining his life energy?” Archon mutters to himself before shaking his head and saying, “No, I don’t think that’s it. Otherwise he wouldn’t be so nonchalant about taking hits.”
“His appearance never really did match his actions,” Frost comments, getting a nod out of all the magicians who had seen and met with the Undying Magician before.
Archon glances at him before returning his gaze to the screen again as he says, “You think his aging was frozen at some point?”
“Certainly possible,” Frost says with a nod.
No one says anything for a few minutes, simply watching the barrier close behind the Undying Magician after he reenters his caves.
Eventually Harold speaks the question on all their minds, “Then what changed to let him age again?”
Silence fills the clearing for several seconds before Archon answers, “If I had to guess, it was most likely His Majesty’s experimentation that did it.”
Which means Nathan Fox is most likely older than he appears. It would certainly explain how he’s already a Class C magician.
“We’ve deviated from the purpose of our gathering,” Frost says, bringing everyone’s focus back onto the topic. “We’ve seen what he can do. Now we decide.” He turns around to face each of the magicians. “Will we attack him? Or will we leave him be?”
The threat level he poses has shot up past what we had expected it to be, so I would be surprised if someone didn’t back out…
As if in response to his thoughts, two of the magicians present shake their heads and voice their withdrawal before leaving the group, heading back to their own cities. Then, not long after that, another magician joins them, leaving nine magicians in the clearing.
Frost looks around for a few seconds to see if anyone else joins them, and when no one else does he lets out a sigh of relief.
Looks like greed and fear are still at the top.
Then he begins talking, “Now some of you might have noticed that the Undying Magician’s regeneration-”
“I wouldn’t call it regeneration, per se,” Archon suddenly interrupts, making Frost frown at him. “His wounds aren’t healing. They’re reverting.” The man walks over to the screen and begins pressing buttons on the terminal before the screen changes to show a recorded image of the Undying Magician while he was in the tornado getting torn apart and put back together. “Regeneration is when the body itself is healing through natural or unnatural means, regrowing the lost tissue or in some cases. But what the Undying Magician’s condition is doing appears to be reverting it back to how it was before he was hurt. Almost like-”
This time Frost interrupts him as he finishes, “Time magic.”
Gasps echo from the other magicians at this revelation. But Archon doesn’t stop there as he turns back around and says, “Not just time magic. It would also require space magic to get that level of precision in returning everything back to how it was. Especially since some of the missing parts, as shown in this clip,” he pauses as he fast forwards the video to show the man’s arm being torn completely off and sent flying away along with a boulder, only for the arm to suddenly teleport back to his shoulder along with all of the blood and any other ligaments that were torn off in the process, “were teleported entirely. Something time magic can’t accomplish.”
Not good.
“Does this mean he’s a time and space magician in addition to fire?” Frost asks the unthinkable. But Archon just shrugs at that and answers, “Who knows? It shouldn’t be possible to have more than one affinity, but then again, not much about this thing should be possible in the first place. If you ask me though, I don’t believe he has time or space affinity. Otherwise he’d be using time and space mana while fighting.”
Frost – along with the other gathered magicians – let out a collective sigh of relief at that. Then Frost gets back to what he was originally going to say before getting interrupted, “Now, some of you might’ve noticed that his,” he pauses to glance at Archon, “reversion,” he looks back at the group as a whole again, “appeared to become stalled by several seconds after he took enough damage from Falkner’s attacks. Which proves that it should be possible to deal with him as long as we move quickly enough and with enough force.”
He moves over to the terminal and messes with the buttons before saying, “And if you didn’t see it, look at this recording.”
The various magicians do so as Frost watches each of them.
“So is it safe to assume that everyone still present here is with us?” Frost asks, narrowing his eyes, only to nod after hearing each of the magicians respond in confirmation. “Then we’ll attack in a week. Prepare anything you need to attack in full force, regardless of how wasteful you may believe it to be. We just need to deal enough damage at once after his reversion stalls to kill him without the reversion kicking in to save him. But if someone holds out and our attacks prove to not be enough because of it? We’re dead.”
All of the magicians present frown at that, but none of them say anything. Because all of them know that it’s the truth.
A dark truth, but a truth, nonetheless.
Frost turns back to the screen again with a sigh, simply letting the video resume playing.
For a brief moment, Frost can’t help but wonder if he’s going to regret what he’s doing. But he pushes past it anyways.
I need that armor if I’m going to have any shot at breaking past the Barons’ city blockade.
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A few days pass without any attacks by the magicians. But despite that, I keep all of the refugees inside of the cave, not allowing them to leave and simply letting them have the massive stash of food and water that I’d built up from my mercenary work. Food and water that I don’t really need, since I’m not really a fan of eating food in general. Unless it’s mint ice cream that is.
And thanks to my condition, I don’t have to eat all that much to keep myself from feeling that vague hunger that not eating gives me. Or the light pins and needles feeling it comes along with when my body is basically trying but failing to starve.
So all that food was kind of just sitting there barely being eaten anyways. Better to just let the refugees have it if it’ll keep them from leaving the cave where they might be killed by the magicians.
I silently walk through the newly dug out tunnels of the underground village, simply passing by refugee after refugee, each of them waving at me or giving me some form of greeting along the way. And throughout this process, I can’t help but smile very faintly.
It’s nice to know that I’m not becoming completely apathetic towards people. Since I do care about these refugees.
At this point I think I’m just apathetic towards those who do me harm. Like soldiers who shoot at me for example.
Which basically means that instead of the small amount of guilt I felt before when killing someone in battle, I now don’t feel anything like that. Of course, that’s only when they attacked me. If I’m not attacked, then there’s no reason to kill them.
An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth after all.
Anyways, I continue making my way towards the main tunnel leading to the entrance of the cave. And when I make it to the barrier, I walk outside before closing my eyes and focusing on my senses.
From what I’ve been able to gather when going out like this, there is a large encirclement around my cave. But none of the magicians involved in the encirclement are actually approaching us. They’re all just there in a blockade outside. Almost as if they’re preparing something.
I open my eyes again after finding that the blockade hasn’t gotten any closer.
Judging by the conversations I’ve overheard from time to time, the soldiers in the actual blockade aren’t going to be participating in the battle. Just the magicians from nine different cities.
So I won’t bother the soldiers themselves. After all, the people will need them for protection after the magicians are dead. And who knows? Maybe I could hire them to look after the refugees if they aren’t terrible people.
Because I never signed up to be a babysitter.
My thoughts pause for a second when I hear someone stepping out of the barrier, making me glance over to find Carol having walked outside of the cave.
“Do you think we’ll be in trouble?” she asks when she gets close enough to me. But I just shake my head and focus on the trees again.
“No,” I answer after a few seconds. “Not as long as you stay inside of the cave.”
She doesn’t say anything for several minutes, simply standing out with me as I stare at the forest until she finally says, “Please win. The children would be devastated if you died.”
I glance at her with a raised brow before focusing on the trees again and saying, “I can’t die. So don’t worry about that.”
Carol doesn’t say anything in response, instead simply going back into the cave again, leaving me in silence.
It’s nice to say that out loud for once. Not having to keep it a secret.
Although people most likely wouldn’t believe me. In fact, I wonder if Carol even believed me there? She might’ve just thought that I was bluffing or something to make her feel better.
Which isn’t something I’d do.
I can’t really blame them though. Immortality is a thing a lot of magicians strive for, and yet, none of them have succeeded. Except for two that is.
Myself of course, and that skeleton. Neither of which were through our own doing.
And technically the skeleton isn’t really immortal. Since his body runs on miasma, if all of the miasma in his body is wiped out, then he will die.
It’s just that he generates far more miasma simply by existing than he uses up to stay alive.
In all honesty, this fight won’t likely amount to much more than another experiment for me. The only reason I’m not going in right now to attack is that I actually want to see whatever they’re preparing. I want to see what effect taking more damage will have on my immortality.
Will the distortion in my time and space mana reappear and grow large than before? Will it actually reach a point where I’ll take damage that won’t repair right away? Or will it just be another failed attack on me like all the others have been?
I doubt it’ll result in much, considering that I’ve been hit by both the skeleton’s miasma and a small attack by the doctor before and still healed right away from them. But at the same time, I wasn’t focusing on the time and space mana at the time. So all I know is that I healed, not the actual effects it had on my condition.
There is one thing I am looking forward to after this though.
Getting rid of these nuisances. Because these nine are the most annoying out of all the magicians who have been badgering me these past couple months.
So not having to deal with them anymore will be a major bonus for me.
I continue watching the trees for a few more minutes before going back inside of the cave again.
Still no signs of attack today.
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I’m woken up by a loud explosion echoing throughout the cave. Without an ounce of hesitation, I shoot up out of my bed before grabbing my rifle and sword from my storage and rushing out of my house. But all I find are the refugees running around haphazardly in a panic. So I rush out through the village and the tunnels until I reach the entrance to the caves where I find the entrance completely blown to smithereens.
Damnit, that’s gonna be a pain to fix. Couldn’t they have just knocked to tell me they’re ready to fight?!
Outside of the entrance I find the nine magicians simply standing there in an arc without any of their soldiers with them. And of the nine, one of them has a large spear of fire currently dissipating above his shoulder, likely having been what was used to destroy my poor barrier.
Quickly coming to the conclusion that it would be pointless to go outside where they’re just waiting for me, I grab my sniper rifle and aim it directly at the first one of the magicians that I can get a lock on before firing. And the bullet shoots straight towards them, startling them into pumping more mana into the barrier they already have set up.
My flaming bullet strikes their barrier directly, making a loud explosion in the process. But even after the dust settles, the magician is still standing there with a frown on their face, their barrier only having cracked a tiny amount from the bullet.
Hmm. Class C magician closer to Class B than that Victor guy was.
Gonna be a pain to deal with. And if I’m being honest, using my rifle in this battle is going to be a waste of bullets and time.
I put my rifle in my storage spell before drawing my sword and walking out of the cave.
An Arcadian Metal sword should do a lot better against their shields.
“You have one last chance to put down your weapon and come quietly,” the guy directly in the center of the magicians calls out. I’m pretty sure his name was Frost, the leader of Frost Veil. But I could be mistaken since I only met the guy once. “If you do, we guarantee your safety along with the safety of the refugees inside as long as you cooperate with our experiments and hand over all of your technology from the mainland.”
Yeah, guess they would want to experiment. And their gazes that are locked on my sword kind of makes it obvious that they want the Arcadian Metal that it’s made of.
I shake my head with a sigh before tightening my grip on my sword slightly and asking, “Did you really think that would work?”
Frost shakes his head, answering rather bluntly, “Not really. Only said it because of appearances.”
Of course he did.
“How about I return the favor then?” I ask with a slight smirk on my face. “If you leave here now, I won’t take offense to this attack of yours. After you fix my cave’s entrance, of course.”
The man shakes his head again while raising his hands, making a massive spell appear over our heads. Meanwhile the others all pump more and more mana into their barriers while also using some sort of device that gives them a blue barrier just like Frost has. Likely one made to defend against whatever spell the man is currently using.
And as if the Tier IV spell wasn’t already enough, Frost grabs some sort of ornamental dagger and raises it straight up towards the massive spell circle around us. The dagger then begins glowing with a bright blue light before becoming a light itself and shooting up towards the spell, enhancing it and making the spell circle begin to grow till it’s over a hundred meters in size.
Wow. This is getting big.
I sprint forward to attack Frost before he can finish the spell, but as expected, the four of the other magicians begin bombarding me with their own attacks. Meanwhile the remaining four walk up to Frost and put their hands up, creating three more spell circles above and beneath the massive spell circle made of ice mana. These three new ones being made out of wind, water, and lightning mana.
What surprises me the most though is the sight of the fourth magician making a spell circle beneath all of us. A purple one using mana I don’t recognize. Most likely some sort of special affinity.
The spell circles above finally start producing results as I defend myself from the four Class C magicians hammering me with spells without much success, the magicians’ stronger grasp of mana, their higher Tier and more advanced spells, and their overall higher amount of mana arcs than me making this very difficult. But despite being hammered and having a lot of my armor – or what’s left of it – getting badly damaged and practically destroyed in places, I can’t help but look up to find a massive storm of ice, wind, snow, lightning, and water that quickly freezes to become hail along with the ice and snow building up above us all. And the storm soon begins to eradicate the forest around us.
Before it can directly reach us though, the purple spell beneath our feet finally activates, sending a wave of purple mana straight up from the ground to stop above all our heads, following which all nine magicians vanish. Not before one of the four magicians who were attacking me seals off the entrance to the cave by sending a bolt of nature mana straight at it, causing a cave-in.
Fucking teleportation special affinity. Of course they had a magician with that.
A loud crash of thunder echoes, followed by another, and another as the gales from above grow wilder and wilder. And along with the storm itself which has spread out over hundreds of meters, a funnel of what looks to be a tornado begins to form. Then the storm that had spread out around the area begins to condense, growing more and more focused on the building tornado, all the way till the tornado fully forms and crashes straight down towards me.
Well this might hurt.
Then the tornado of ice, snow, wind, and lightning hits.
 

 
A Cliff Located Hundreds of Meters Away
Year 2850 | Month 2 | Day 1
Frost immediately collapses to the ground in exhaustion along with the several other magicians around them, the only one amongst them able to continue standing being the teleportation magician in charge of the Interconnection. And out of the corner of his eye, he sees that very magician moving around to mess with the devices around them, turning them all on to show a zoomed out video feed of the cave from far outside of the massive tornado.
After a few seconds, Frost manages to regain enough strength to at least move himself into a position on the ground that lets him clearly watch the video. And the other magicians all do the same, each having signed a binding magical contract agreeing to a temporary non-aggression pact during this assault so that they wouldn’t just take advantage of the others’ weakness to kill them.
And what they all see has them both in awe and relaxing ever so slightly. Because the screen shows a massive tornado – one that they can actually see from here even without the screen – focused on a single spot so much that it isn’t even damaging the rest of the surroundings anymore. Not after it focused in on the Undying Magician at least.
What has them all relaxing though isn’t the sight of the enormous tornado filled with various different dangerous elements. It’s the sight of the Undying Magician being attacked by so many different spells amidst the tornado from so many different elements that his entire body is beginning to disintegrate, not even getting the chance to heal from it.
“We did it…” Frost mutters with his exhaustion clear in his tone. And all of the other magicians nod their heads while showing relief on their faces.
None of them say anything else as they simply watch the tornado continue to tear the magician apart until there is absolutely nothing left of him. And even then, the Tier IV spell, which at this point is bordering on the level of a Tier VIII spell instead continues to grow, slowly starting to expand to turn the forest around the cave into a wasteland.
Frost’s eyes narrow for a moment as he realizes that the refugees are perfectly safe from the spell thanks to being underground in the cave. But he shakes his head a second later.
No need to kill them. Better to just let them stay there and serve as a reminder to the other cities and rogue magicians after we loot the Undying Magician’s equipment.
On that thought though, Frost can’t help but glance at the others.
But who will be getting what? We never did agree on that.
“I vote we leave the Undying Magician’s belongings untouched for two days’ time while we all recover and then decide on what to do with it then,” Archon suddenly speaks, making Frost realize that he wasn’t the only person thinking about that particular subject. And soon enough, everyone agrees. Even the teleportation affinity magician, who is still almost peak condition.
Probably agreed because he doesn’t want all of our cities to attack his. Especially since his affinity isn’t directly combat related, even if he can use it in combat.
Without any hesitation, everyone begins to negotiate amongst themselves, trying to get the best benefits from this assault. And throughout this, no one pays any more attention to the screen. No one but Frost, whose eyes are practically glued to it as he continues watching just to make sure the Undying Magician is actually dead.
The number of times my men have thought him to be dead only to realize just how wrong they were have been too great to count. I will not let my guard down like they did.
Seconds pass, then minutes, and eventually the others finally notice his absence from their conversation.
“He’s dead, Frost,” Archon says, enough time having passed by now for the magician to climb to his feet and move over to Frost, who is also now standing again. But Frost just frowns and says, “I sure hope so.”
Archon just shakes his head and focuses on the screen himself, finding the massive tornado of ice, wind, and lightning still raging on, although with less strength than before. Time then continues to pass until Archon asks, “So how long is this spell supposed to run anyways?”
Frost’s frown grows deeper as he answers, “I set it to last for ten minutes because of his supposed weakness to prolonged damage. But the worst of it should already be over.”
The other magician nods his head at that, and they continue staring until the tornado finally begins to die down, leaving nothing behind but a sword and a magical storage device that managed to survive the spell somehow.
After several seconds of silence, the other magicians having turned to focus on the screen as well, each of them climbing to their feet as well, Frost’s frown finally begins to fade.
It looks like he really is dead then. That’s good.
“This is what happens when a magician with a unique constitution or magic gets too arrogant,” Archon says, and Frost can’t help but nod his head at that.
He certainly makes a good example of what not to do.
“Still…” Archon mutters, a frown of his own appearing. “I wish I could’ve studied him to find how he messed with his aging process.”
Frost and all of the other magicians nod in agreement with that, some of them voicing theirs along with the nod.
Everyone continues staring at the screen for a few more seconds before half of the magicians begin to return to their negotiating. And right when Frost is about to join them, he freezes.
“What the…” he mutters, catching the others’ attention as he sees a small orb of blue and purple mana suddenly appear where the Undying Magician was previously standing. But when they all turn their focus back to the screen, the orb begins to stretch out before forming what looks like a blue and purple skeleton made purely out of mana.
All of the gathered magicians’ eyes widen in shock and fear as they all then watch the mana slowly turn into an actual skeleton, following which flesh and blood begin to form around it, slowly filling the shape of a human body.
“No… it can’t be!” Frost shouts, but despite his disbelief, the Undying Magician fully reforms without a shred of his previous armor or clothes standing in the middle of the clearing now covered in ice, burn marks, and various cut up trees with a look of pure anger on his face.
 

 
Nathan
Year 2850 | Month 2 | Day 1
Right when the attack hit
For the first time in who knows how long that I’ve gotten an injury from something that wasn’t my own messing around with my time and space mana, I feel enough pain that I can’t help but scream. And it only gets worse as everything completely blacks out. All of my senses, everything. Just gone.
Eventually I can’t even feel anything. Everything just goes dark, with the only thing to accompany me being my thoughts with a strange phantom pain that stretches on for what seems like eternity.
The only thing I can feel right now is anger. Anger at myself for deciding to use this as an experiment. Anger at them for constantly bothering me with no other reason than their petty thievery and jealousy of power. And anger directed towards magicians in general.
At this whole fucking world.
The phantom pain continues on for who knows how long. It just feels like something is both tearing me apart and repairing me at equal speeds. And the longer it lasts, the longer I wonder if it will ever end.
But it does end. And it does so abruptly, first by letting me feel real pain from all over my body that has me screaming again. Or trying to scream, as I can clearly feel my mouth opening, but no words come out. And I can’t hear anything either, or smell, or anything.
This only lasts for a couple seconds though as soon enough my senses all return to me and I find myself standing on wobbling legs in the middle of a clearing straight out of some sort of frozen hellish battlefield. Without any clothes on.
I scowl in the direction where I can detect a faint scent of the magicians. Their little base camp that I knew about a while ago but didn’t attack to save their soldiers from slaughter when I could just kill them now.
A decision I deeply regret.
Even if this experience taught me something, assuming that what I’m guessing happened really happened.
It truly is impossible to kill me.
I’m pretty sure I was completely erased by that attack, and that was where that endless void of darkness was. But despite that, I’m still standing here who knows how long later without a scratch. Or clothes.
On that note, I look around for anything that may have survived the spell before finding my magical storage device along with my sword still safe.
Good.
I grab the storage device before pulling out some regular clothes that I had purchased from one of the nearby cities and putting them on. Then I look through to make sure everything else is safe. And fortunately it all is, including my rifle.
Now then.
I stand up straight while drawing my sword and turning a glare in the direction of the magicians again.
Time to see how they like being erased.
 

 
The Magicians Base Camp
Year 2850 | Month 2 | Day 1
The moment the magicians see the Undying Magician – who has truly earned his title by now – turn his hate-filled gaze towards them, they all immediately break up and begin stumbling away. But Frost just stands in place, not moving an inch as he stares at the screen showing the boy sprint through the forest straight towards him.
No point in running. None of us even have the strength left after our mana expenditure to do that anyways.
Out of the corner of his eye, Frost notices a purple spell circle activating, following which the teleportation magician – a man known as Felix Strider – vanishes without a word despite the pleading a couple of the other magicians were doing in order to have him bring them with him.
Lucky bastard…
Frost ignores the magicians as he stares straight ahead, the Undying Magician eventually arriving at their base camp before the others can even get a hundred meters away. But he just ignores them and heads straight for Frost, stopping right in front of him.
Guess he’s gonna take the others out after me.
The young man glares at Frost with a look of pure hatred. But right as he raises his hand and makes a spell circle of fire mana, Frost can’t help but ask, “How?”
The Undying Magician pauses for a second before answering, “You don’t deserve an answer,” and sending a burst of fire out to envelop Frost, setting him ablaze.
Frost then proceeds to silently burn, not making a sound despite the pain until he is nothing but ash, not having a single ounce of mana left after the spell to defend himself despite being a higher Class.
 

 
Nathan
After dealing with the first of the nine magicians – their little ringleader – I quickly move around to deal with the others, each of the magicians who so recently were acting high and mighty and probably celebrating having ‘killed’ me, just like all their subordinates did whenever they thought the rogue magicians had done me in, are now acting rather pitifully. One of them even groveled at my feet.
I didn’t give him the time of day though. Just cut his head off and moved on to the eighth magician, who is the man known as Archon. And this guy I find simply sitting at the edge of a cliff, not even bothering to run anymore.
Interesting.
“You understand that your actions here today will attract the attention of the Class B magicians,” Archon plain states, not even making it sound like a question. Just a statement. “They will come for you. Especially since Strider escaped.”
Strider. Right. That must’ve been the teleportation affinity magician.
Makes sense he would get away. But I can deal with him another time.
Not like he had any effect on their spell anyways, since he was just their getaway after using it.
I walk up to Archon before putting my sword to his neck and asking, “Tell me everything you know about the Class B magicians,” not really expecting him to bother answering. But to my surprise, he does. And he does so rather thoroughly, giving me every last tiny detail I might ever need.
When I ask why though, all he says is that it’s for his own vengeance against the Class B magicians for ‘locking us all up for so long,’ whatever that means.
Before I can ask about that, Archon actually flings himself onto my blade, making it go straight through his throat before he falls face forwards off of both the blade and the cliff.
Damnit.
I sigh before turning around and beginning to make my way back to their base camp.
Maybe I can find some clues about where that teleportation magician is going. Or at least what city they lead, since I’ve never met him before.




Chapter 60

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-
A Clear Head
 

 
Nathan
Year 2850 | Month 2 | Day 1
I sigh as I reach my cave again to find the entire entrance collapsed, and the caved in portion covered in frozen rocks.
This is annoying. First I don’t find much on the teleportation magician outside of his affiliation, which is some sort of small city that can literally move around thanks to his teleportation magic. Meaning that I have no idea where he went or how to find him. And now I have to deal with this.
Sometimes I wish I could just go find a nice and quiet place to train my mana arcs and create new spells in peace where others won’t bother me.
Oh wait, I already did that once.
I shake my head at the thought before raising my hands and using several fireball spells on the rocks to both blast them open and melt the ice. And after spending quite a bit of mana just firing the balls of fire back to back, I finally melt them all enough that I can begin moving the remaining rocks out of the way myself.
Before I even finish clearing out the rocks though, I hear whispers from the other side, likely being from nosy children who made it past Carol or something. So I hasten my rock moving effort, only to be tackled almost the moment I move a rock out of the way, clearing the path into the cave.
“Mister Nathan!!!!” a few kids shout after having run into my legs, none of them managing to knock me over. And I find myself struggling to figure out what to do with the large rock in my hands that I’m holding over their heads.
“Now, now,” I hear Carol’s voice, bringing my attention to the tunnel to find her shaking her head with a smile, “you shouldn’t bother him while he’s busy.”
“But Carooool!!!” the triplets whine in sync, making me raise a brow at the girls, only for my mouth to part open at the sight of the rest of the kids who were all the original refugees on the other side of the cave-in practically bawling their eyes out.
I carefully put the boulder on the ground, maneuvering it around the kids in the process before I pat two of them on the head and say, “It’s fine. No one will be coming here for the foreseeable future.”
Out of the corner of my eye, I find Carol nodding with a smile on her face at that. Meanwhile more of the kids rush over to join the mass hug, making me feel incredibly awkward. Since I’m not exactly used to physical contact anymore. Especially considering my blood lust that isn’t exactly making this a pleasant experience.
Despite that though, I can’t help but feel a faint warmth in my chest at the affection that I’ve been missing for so long now.
Eventually Carol manages to wrangle all the kids back up and have another adult bring them back inside before she goes back to talk to me. But I don’t pay much attention to that, simply staring out at the wasteland that is now the immediate surroundings of the cave.
Most of the damage of the spell was contained after the initial blast, but it still turned the forest several dozen meters around the cliff the cave entrance is in into a bit of a frozen wasteland with sliced up and frozen trees lying everywhere. Something that might make this place rather annoying to go through for the refugees.
So how am I going to deal with it…
I blink at that thought.
Since when did I begin treating those refugees like I’m their leader or something?
“Nathan, are you…” Carol suddenly asks, bringing my attention back to her. “…okay?”
“Yeah,” I answer with a brief nod before focusing on the frozen land again. “Just wondering how to deal with this mess.”
I could always just set a horizontal barrier of fire mana to cover the whole area to melt the ice. But that would be a hazard for any animals or refugees who try to go out, so I should clear the area first. It would also require me to make some hardcoded changes to the spell to make the barrier vertical and to not have it anchored on the ground anywhere.
Then there’s the barrier to the cave that I have to reinstate as well.
Overall, a massive headache.
I sigh at that thought before turning around and beginning to head into the cave with Carol hurrying behind me.
For now though, I should rest. Even if I’m technically at perfect health right now, or as perfect as a vampire can be, I… I’m still tired.
That experience isn’t something I ever want to relive.
I’ll also have to deal with anyone who saw that whole event go down, not to mention that teleportation special affinity magician who is most likely spreading the news himself. Someone I will have to deal with as soon as I can.
Teleportation affinity is rather annoying after all.
Actually, on the subject of special magicians, this situation with the cave could be a nice time where Xavier could come in handy. And I’ll bet he’s perfectly happy to help me after seeing that whole battle go down. Because I’m sure he was watching it somewhere.
Would be stupid not to keep an eye on it.
I continue walking for a little bit before pausing mid-step and looking down at my hand and then at my sheath.
It’s… I don’t know. Why am I suddenly feeling a little lost?
“Nathan? Are you sure you’re okay?” Carol asks, bringing my attention to her, only to find the elderly woman with a worried look on her face.
“Huh…” I mutter before chuckling.
Guess it is nice to have people care about me. I was kind of looking past that for so long, simply digging my head under the stone while working on spell after spell, training my mana arcs day in and day out, and experimenting on my own body.
And she and the kids aren’t the only ones either. The other refugees, my team back in the Republic, my family. They all care. Although I have to wonder what the people back in the Republic would say about my vampiric nature. That’s a problem for future me though.
I smile at Carol and answer, “I think I’m fine.”
She tilts her head in confusion for a second before smiling back and saying, “If you’re sure.”
I tighten my hand into a fist for a second before moving that hand to rest my palm on my sword’s pommel as I begin walking further into the cave again.
First I get the situation here settled, then I find the teleportation magician. And after that? I can deal with whoever comes to bother me then.
For now though, I need a nap.




Epilogue

 

 
The Border between the Inner and Outer Rings of the Kingdom of the Fallen
Year 2850 | Month 2 | Day 2
Felix can’t help but feel relieved as he kneels down in front of the Baron in front of him. Relieved that he survived the assault against that monster. Relieved that all of his adversaries were wiped out. And relieved that he got an audience with the Baron in the first place.
That relief immediately drains away though when Baron Henry Cavendish – a Class B Baron from before the kingdom’s fall – says, “You really expect me to believe this? To believe that a child somehow attained immortality and took on nine Class C magicians on their own while at Class D? Are you here to piss me off, or are you just that daft?”
Felix quickly holds out a video card while keeping his head down and answering the man, “My lord, please look at this. It contains evidence of my claims!”
Silence fills the office for several seconds, making Felix begin to wonder if coming was a bad idea or not. But eventually he feels the Baron taking the video card from his hand before he begins walking away towards his desk. And it’s only now that Felix finally gains the courage to raise his head and look at the man.
The Baron has light gray hair and is widely known to be in his late sixties to early seventies. He is wearing a set of armor similar to the one Felix and the other Class C magicians destroyed that belonged to the Undying Magician, but clearly outdated and old. And he has a simple sword sheathed at his waist. One whose sheath is pitch black with several light streaks of silver running through it.
“This had better be worth the time you’ve wasted so far,” the Baron says in a gruff tone of voice, but right after he pushes a button on his desk to bring down a projector screen and is about to put the video card inside of his computer, he pauses and waves a hand at Felix. Several magic circles then appear around Felix, making him panic for a moment, only for silver chains to wrap all around the man. And even after he tries to use a teleportation spell to get out of it, more chains simply smash into the spell circles he summons before they can do anything, leaving him stuck in the chains. “You will sit quietly while I review this. And if it has been a waste of time, I’ll find a very nice use for you.”
Felix feels shivers run down his spine at those words, but he still manages to calm down as the Baron puts the video card in and begins to bring the video up onto the projector.
He’ll let me go after he sees the video. I’m sure he will.
The video begins to play on the projector, and the Baron simply crosses his arms as he watches it, not showing a single reaction until the video reaches the point where the nine magicians are combining their spells into one. At which point he glances at Felix with a raised brow and asks, “You really went to the trouble of constructing a multi-element spell just for this brat?”
The Baron doesn’t bother listening to his response though, simply returning his attention back to the screen again before watching the spell play through, completely eradicating the seventeen or eighteen year old appearing boy from existence. And after he sees that, he turns to narrow his eyes at Felix, only for Felix to shout, “Keep watching!”
“This better be worth the time,” the Baron says with malice clear in his eyes before he focuses on the screen again, soon finding the video to be speeding up over the span of ten minutes. Then, after he sees the orb of blue and purple mana appear, his eyes immediately widen, and he uncrosses his arms while stepping around his desk to get closer to the projector screen. “It can’t be…”
Felix relaxes a little when he hears that, and even more when he stretches his neck around to follow the man as he walks up to the screen and becomes totally enthralled by the process of the Undying Magician reforming himself.
That’s it. Exactly the response I was hoping for.
A faint smile stretches across Felix’s lips as he sees the look of both awe and obsession forming on the Baron’s face.
The old man is getting closer and closer each year to passing away from old age, so the possibility of immortality is far too much for him to ever pass up on.
Just according to Felix’s prediction, the man immediately turns around the moment the video ends and begins walking around his desk while snapping his fingers, making the chains all shatter in an instant, freeing Felix in the process. He then stops in front of his chair behind the desk and slams his hands on the desk itself, asking, “Where is this boy?! I must capture him!”
Felix rubs various places on his body that the chains had hurt in the process of capturing him as he answers, “First I would like a guarantee of protection from him, along with a portion of the research results you get from experimenting on him.”
The Baron narrows his eyes on Felix and doesn’t say anything for a few seconds before eventually saying, “Very well. You will have your protection and results. But first I will need to prepare.” He looks down at his desk for a second before grabbing his terminal – one from before the Kingdom fell – and begins messing with it for a bit. “And I will need to gather another two Barons to help us make a Tier VIII spell, no matter how much I despise the idea.”
Felix grins as the man starts a call on his terminal and begins speaking with another Baron through it.
Now let’s see who gets the last laugh, Undying Magician.




Author’s Note

 

 
Hello! Thank you so much for taking the time to read The Undying Magician Book 2, Kingdom of the Fallen!
If you enjoyed the book, then please consider leaving a review! It helps me a lot as a self-published author!
Now, just like I mentioned in my author’s note on The Rise of the Winter Wolf’s most recent book. I’ve seen some people talking about how I’ve been writing so many different book series, and I’ve seen how you worry about whether it will affect my current series or not.
Don’t worry.
I’ve been writing at least three series at once since I published the very first book of The Rise of the Winter Wolf to Amazon, so it’s not like it’s a new thing. I just never announced it on Amazon until the most recent The Rise of the Winter Wolf book.
In fact, I was writing either 4 or 5 different stories as of publishing book 2 of The Rise of the Winter Wolf, long before even publishing book 1 of The Undying Magician.
Also! This upcoming year will be my last year of college! After this I will be graduating and going full time author!
Which as you can guess will mean I’ll have even more time to write!
I hope you all have a lovely day! And please consider checking out my Patreon if you are interested in reading the chapters of my books that haven’t been released (or edited) yet in advance for a small subscription fee!
Also, consider checking out my discord server!




My Other Series

 

 
My current most popular series aside from The Undying Magician,
The Rise of the Winter Wolf
[image: ]
What would you do if your entire life was suddenly changed at the drop of a hat?



The entire population of the world that you were born into suddenly transported to another planet along with the rest of the intelligent inhabitants of the Milky Way Galaxy.



A strange System talking to you about abilities and levels without a care for your opinions.



Thousands of monster spawning dungeons placed around the new world without a care for the new inhabitants.



And if those weren't bad enough, a forced invitation for one thousand random individuals to compete in a livestreamed competition within a dungeon with the rank of Administrator as the prize.



You don’t know?



Well, it’s actually pretty simple.



You survive.



Our story follows Wolf Adler as he, along with every other human on Earth, are faced with a strange blue box filling up their vision, warning them about an upcoming reappropriation of every being of sufficient intelligence to a new planet for the initialization of some sort of System.



Will he perish in this new world? Or will he thrive?



If you’re interested, click here!
 

 
And of course, there’s the first series I ever wrote and the story that got me started on writing,
Dungeon from the Void
[image: A picture containing text  Description automatically generated]
A strange new dungeon, only having recently left the void; a destructive new element, never-before seen by the inhabitants of Midgard; and a half-elf mercenary on the search for a peaceful life.



Within the world of Midgard, most people struggle just to survive.



However, a daring few fight within places known as 'dungeons' to get stronger so that they may make a place for themselves within this cruel world.



These few are known as cultivators.



Our story begins with a young dungeon core as he enters the world of Midgard for the first time.



This dungeon core, one bound to an element known only by the strongest people within the world, starts his new life outside of the void within a secluded mountain range, far away from any kingdom.



How will the world react to this new dungeon core and his extremely dangerous element?



That is yet to be foretold.



If you’re interested, click here!



 

 
And last but not least, a few future releases that have not come out yet!
My current most popular story on my Patreon that is not yet on Amazon and will be coming to Amazon early next year:
Wolf of the Blood Moon
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When a Demonic Assault occurs, most people stuck inside of a Fracture end up hiding inside of a bunker in the hopes that they don’t end up killed by a demon.
Others might even hope for the slightest possible chance at signing a contract with a spirit and becoming a Guardian.
What they don’t expect is to become a demon themselves.
Exactly two centuries ago, humanity was struck with their very first Demonic Assault.
The skies above the capital of the US, shattering as if made of glass; demons of all kinds appearing out of nowhere; and no way to effectively stop them before the end of the Assault.
On the brink of devastation, some of the humans managed to find themselves offered a contract whilst inside of a Fracture.
Who these beings are that are offering these contracts, the humans don’t know. Nor do they care.
All they care about is that by becoming a Guardian, they were offered a chance.
A chance to rebuild.
A chance at life.
And, in the case of those Guardians, a chance at power, fame, and fortune.
Now, long after every nation of the world joined together to form the Terran Republic, Scarlet finds herself stuck trying to find a university from the Republic’s capital that will accept someone from a lower tier city into their midst.
But, as if that wasn’t already enough trouble for one person to bear, she somehow ends up stuck in one of the Fractures of a Demonic Assault while visiting her father figure’s company building.
However, she doesn't perish in the darkness and rather awakens her dormant bloodline as a noble demon.
A Blood Lycan.
Turns out she had been a demon all along and had literally been born for the apocalypse.




































My next story to come to Amazon just late next month:
The Eternal Winter
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Alexander North is just a second lieutenant in the Terran Empire’s military until the apocalypse spreads throughout the universe on the back of an endless blizzard and everything begins to change.

No longer can people use guns; no longer can they use electricity; and no longer can they use fire.
But the worst of it is from the radiation filled shards flying through the storm that mutate any creature they enter, turning them into mindless monsters whose natural instinct is to kill.

How will Alex cope with his newfound changes as the only infected soldier in his base to not fully turn into a monster?
Will he die to the other monsters? To the soldiers?
Or will he thrive?
































And the story to come not too long after The Eternal Winter:
The Calling of Wrath 
[image: ]


What happens when a medieval world of swords and steel is invaded and forcefully introduced to a System of levels and magic?
 



It was just another ball.
Princess Cassandra thought she could deal with it.
She just had to pretend for half an hour to actually care about the attending nobles before her father would let her leave, as usual.
 



That is, until the sky started glowing blue and strange text appeared in front of her face, mentioning something about a System.
 



Even that she could deal with.
After all, it’s interesting, right?
Regardless of how… bizarre… it is, it’s still something new in her rather boring life.
 



But being kidnapped by planar invaders from some planet called Earth after a literal glowing heart flies through a portal in front of her and disappears in her chest?
 



That might be a little too much.
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