
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: ]




Chapter 1

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-
Evaluation
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 5 | Day 6
 
I pat mom on the back as she hugs me with tears flowing from her eyes. Meanwhile, I glance over her shoulder to see dad lightly nodding his head with a stern look on his face.
It takes the bus parked in front of our house honking to get mom to let me go before she grabs my shoulders, looks me directly in the eyes, and finally says, “Stay safe, and don’t let anyone know.”
I nod my head before looking at dad again as he adds, “Especially anyone from one of the families.”
“Don’t worry, I’ll be fine,” I reassure them while opening the front door and stepping out of my family’s two story house onto the grassy front yard. The yard doesn’t have any signs or anything of the like, and it only has a few trees to it, but it’s still the yard that I grew up with, so it’s a bit melancholy to know that this might be my last time seeing it.
As I continue walking towards the black military bus parked in front of our driveway, I raise my head to look up at the sky through squinted eyes; at the two suns beating down on me with their seemingly endless heat. When I lower my head again to look at the bus, I hear the driver shout with a less than pleasant look on his face, “Hurry up, boy!” as he taps his fingers on the steering wheel in front of him.
I hide my displeasure at his treatment of me as I walk down the driveway towards the bus. While I’m walking, one of the bus’s windows rolls down before my best friend – Aidan Hawkins – sticks his head out, letting his shoulder-length black hair fall into his face as he says, “Hey, Nathan!”
His actions noticeably anger the driver even further as he shouts back at him, “Shut up and get back into your seat, cadet!”
Okay, so this driver is a bit of an asshole.
I keep my thoughts hidden from my face as I enter the bus and scan my new ID that had only come in the mail just yesterday on the scanner, next to the door.
The ID itself has a picture of my face, showing my short brown, wavy hair, and my blue eyes as I stare straight ahead, along with a black and red border around it, showcasing the national colors of The Republic of Arcania. It also has a few other details, such as my name and ID number to the side of my picture, and the name of the school on the top of the card – The Arcane Academy.
As soon as the scanner beeps, recognizing my ID, I quickly move past the driver in an attempt to avoid any more interaction with him before navigating my way towards Aidan and sitting down next to him.
The rest of the people within the bus all avoid looking at the driver, apparently also sick of the man, before he turns to face forwards again and the bus door closes itself. As he is starting the military bus again, he points his hand towards us, palm outwards, before a green circle with several hundred tiny lines of text running back and forth across it along with a star appears in front of his palm. Seconds later, the magic circle grows slightly before vanishing inwards into itself as a strange, green barrier appears in between us and the driver. He then starts to leave my neighborhood as the people within the bus begin to chatter away.
Huh, I guess the driver doesn’t want to bother with us unless he has to.
The driver’s use of magic aside, Aidan takes that as his cue to begin talking, “So how’ve ya been since graduation?”
I close my eyes and put my hands behind my head as I answer, “It’s been okay.”
A few seconds pass as the other people within the bus fill it with their chattering voices before Aidan exclaims, “Are you excited to finally learn how to use your magic?”
I slowly open my eyes again before glancing at him.
Magic. The end all, be all of a person’s position in our society. A society built on war, bloodshed, and military might. Where the nation with the strongest magicians – our nation – reigns supreme.
Am I excited to finally begin my formal training in magic?
“Not really,” I mutter while facing forwards again and closing my eyes.
I hear Aidan gasp in surprise before feeling him shaking me back in forth as he practically shouts in my ear, “But why!! Magic is amazing!”
Without opening my eyes, I answer him, “Because I don’t have a choice in the matter.”
Which is the honest truth.
We’re all being forcefully conscripted into the military just because we’re magicians. And even if I wasn’t trying to hide the fact that I’m immortal from them, I would still hate the idea of not having a say in this.
Aidan stops shaking me after hearing my answer before he moves his hands from my shoulder and quietly says, “I guess that’s true.”
Neither of us say anything for several minutes as the bus continues to pick up cadet after cadet.
“Hey… Nathan?” Aidan suddenly asks me, sounding a little nervous.
I open my eyes and turn to him out of curiosity as I ask, “What is it?”
This sudden nervousness isn’t like him. He normally has a rather bubbly attitude, with the ability to ask almost anything without…
Oh.
“If it’s about her, then I don’t want to hear it right now,” I answer him with a frown before he can even ask anything.
As I thought. His face clouds over with surprise as he exclaims, “But the three of us are-”
“Were,” I cut in before he continues talking without missing a beat.
“-best friends!” he finishes with a sad look in his eyes. “C’mon, man! You can’t cut out the six years that we were friends just because of one simple lie!”
I grimace at the thought. He’s technically right, but I’m still not sure if I can really consider Amelia as one of my best friends anymore. Not after finding out that she had been lying about who she was from the very moment we met.
“Not only did she lie to us, but she’s also from the Marshall family and therefore can’t be trusted,” I state with a note of finality in my tone as I face forwards again while closing my eyes, practically quoting dad’s words in regards to any of the top families of the Republic.
I hear a familiar groan from Aidan, signaling his giving up on the subject once more.
Amelia Marshall. The youngest heir to the Marshall family, the family currently – and for the past several decades – occupying the dark-magic council seat. A family that also apparently has a tradition of sending their kids to a public school under a fake name.
Which also means that it would be dangerous to be around her, what with my body’s condition and all. Adding on another reason to avoid her for the moment.
If her family were to find out about it, then it could only mean bad things for me.
After all, their matriarch – who also happens to be Amelia’s mother – is part of the ruling council governing The Republic of Arcania.
That said…
I open my eyes while turning to look at Aidan, finding him staring out the window with a sad look on his face.
It’s not like I can tell him that. He doesn’t know about my condition, nor does anyone else outside of my own family and the doctor.
I close my eyes with a sigh before facing forwards again.
Might as well take a nap as we wait.
 

 
I wake up to Aidan shaking me as he shouts, “Wake up! The Arcanian Gate is in sight!”
“The gate?” I mutter, still slightly out of it from my nap before the words register in my mind as I sit up straight again.
The Arcanian Gate!
I may not be interested in this academy, but I am a little bit interested in the gate at least. After all, it’s a magic object that acts as both the entrance to the academy grounds, and the evaluator of a magician’s talent level, as well as what magic they’re able to use.
And while I already know that I’m a fire magic user, I never figured out what my talent level was.
The talent levels range from 1 through 5, with a talent level of 1 meaning that the magician has only the bare minimum affinity for magic, and a 5 basically meaning that they were practically born to use magic and should be fostered with the utmost of care.
That said, the thing that really matters in regard to the talent level – to me at least – is that the academy places you into different course levels depending on your talent. Talent levels 1 and 2 are placed in the low level courses and will be granted the rank of second lieutenant as soon as they graduate from the academy. Meanwhile, levels 3 and 4 – the average and slightly above average levels – are placed in the high level courses and will be granted the rank of first lieutenant upon graduation.
Lastly, the level 5 prodigies will be placed in the advanced courses and granted the rank of captain upon graduation, allowing them to skip six entire ranks within the military.
Of course, this is all with them passing the various tests for the officer ranks along with their classes. Because it would just be stupid to allow an idiot to be a captain just because they are talented in magic.
“What talent level are you hoping for?” Aidan asks without looking away from the window, “I hope I’m level 5!”
A faint smile emerges on my face at his unrealistic wish before I mutter, “I just want something in the middle. Preferably either level 2 or 3.”
Level 2 would make me less noticeable, but I would also have less authority. And authority is something that I might need to keep my secret.
As for level 3, I would be a little bit more noticeable, but I would still only be average. And I would have a little bit more authority whenever I graduate, so things should still work out well.
Aidan sends me a strange look before shaking his head and muttering, “That sounds like something you’d say...”
He then looks out the window again with his previous fervor. As if this conversation hadn’t happened in the first place.
I shake my head with a smile at this before the bus finally comes to a stop.
A sudden ripping sound comes from the front of the bus as the driver rips down the sound barrier, followed by the driver’s voice, “Shut up and begin exiting the bus in an orderly manner!”
I hold myself back from raising an eyebrow at his emphasis on the word ‘orderly’ as I get up from my seat and begin following the rest of the cadets out of the bus.
It doesn’t take long for me to completely lose track of Aidan after exiting the bus into a crowd of dozens of students, including those from other buses. Many of whom I notice sending me curious glances, likely due to my looking a little bit younger than most of them.
None of them comment about it though, and after a brief moment of confusion, a loud voice calls out over the crowd, “Everyone, please form one line down the sidewalk starting at the scanner. The person at the front of the line will scan their ID before moving on into the Gate. You will then wait on the other side with the instructors and advanced notice students for the rest of the students to finish making their way through.”
I follow the crowd into the line, somehow ending up close to the front without even realizing it before the person several places in front of me at the very front of the line touches their ID card to the scanner and begins to walk towards the enormous gate.
The Arcanian Gate itself spans several dozen meters in size so that it can fit people, vehicles, and anything else the academy might need to stick through it. It’s red and black, symbolizing the national colors of The Republic, with an arc shape, and a light blue field of energy within the arc.
After a brief moment of hesitation, the girl walks through the gate, following which a strange, robotic voice suddenly echoes throughout the area.
“Name, Rose Alexandra. Affinity, Nature magic. Talent, level 3.”
My eye twitches slightly at the announcement.
The gate announces everything right as you walk through? To everyone?
Well, that’s just building the academy up to have a caste system, now isn’t it?
This just reaffirms my desired levels. At least others won’t try to make trouble for me – most likely – if I am average in talent.
The next person touches his ID to the scanner and walks through the gate without any hesitation.
“Name, Blake Frost. Affinity, Water magic. Talent, level 2.”
Soon after him, the next person walks through as well.
“Name, Arnold Smith. Affinity, Wind magic. Talent, level 1.”
I wince for the poor fella before watching another person step up.
“Name, Joshua Hicks. Affinity, Dark magic. Talent, level 2.”
At the rate it’s going now, we should be finished a lot faster than I had originally expected.
My eyebrows raise in surprise as the fifth person – a tall girl with bright red hair – steps through the gate.
“Name, Catherine Cline. Affinity, Fire magic. Talent, level 4.”
A level 4 already? That was fast.
The announcement of her level stuns the gathered instructors and cadets before one of the instructors says, “Continue moving along.”
This makes the next student hurry to scan their ID before moving through the gate as well.
“Name, Jack Roberts. Affinity, Wind magic. Talent, level 2.”
A slight feeling of anxiousness builds in my chest as the next person directly in front of me scans their ID and begins to pass through the gate.
I don’t pay any attention to the name announced by the gate as I grab my ID and scan it on the scanner before walking up to and through the gate.
But all of the tension leaves my body the moment I hear my talent level.
“Name, Nathan Fox. Affinity, Fire magic. Talent, level 3.”
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Before I can think much about my results, I find myself looking around as several voices enter my ears that weren’t there before entering the gate. What I end up finding is a large, metallic, and fortress-like structure inside of an enormous bubble. The outer edge of the bubble is made up of some sort of golden liquid with a bluish hue to it, and it completely blocks out the suns. Yet, despite that, there’s still plenty of light inside of the bubble; just as much as there was before entering through the gate.
Meanwhile, the fortress-like structure – which I am assuming is the academy grounds itself – is even bigger than a damned castle, with four large towers on each of the four edges of the thing, along with one even larger tower at its center. Each of the four outer towers have walls connecting them, along with an entrance leading inside of the fortress on the inner corner of the tower.
“Name, Richard Argent. Affinity, Fire magic. Talent, level 2.”
I turn around towards the noise to find the portal connected to the gate behind me, inside of the fortress itself, before I turn around again to look at the large courtyard that I now find myself in. At the center of the courtyard is a large fountain, with a brick path surrounding it splitting off into three different paths. The leftmost path leads to a relatively large building with the numbers 1-2 above the large double doors. The next path – the rightmost path this time – leads to another large building, but this time it is quite a bit bigger than the first, with a noticeably better appearance, and a 3-4 above its entrance.
Lastly, the central path leads to an enormous structure with its own gate and inner courtyard behind the central tower. This one has three different fountains inside of the inner courtyard, along with a golden – and quite flashy looking – number 5 engraved above the gate.
Meanwhile, in front of each of the buildings are several people, with the central building having the most people in front of it – likely due to the seeded individuals who were raised by powerful families.
“Please head towards the dorm building for your talent level!” I hear echo across the courtyard.
At that, I focus my attention on the rightmost building before heading towards it. As I’m walking, I hear a name called from the direction of the talent level 5 building that immediately makes me frown.
Deciding to ignore the name, I turn towards the 3-4 building before beginning to approach it.
The group gathered in front of the 3-4 building notices me approaching and stops talking for a second before continuing again not even a few seconds later. Meanwhile, one or two of them looks back at the portal as another name is called, albeit less clearly, considering how far we are from it.
“Name, Cyria Argent. Affinity, Water magic. Talent, level 4.”
Huh, another level 4 already? And wasn’t that family name just called?
Are they twins? Or do they just happen to have the same family name?
Either way, I turn my attention to one of the instructors within the group as he looks directly at me and says, “Wait with the group until the evaluation stage is complete.”
I simply nod my head before going up to the building itself and sitting down while leaning against the wall with my eyes closed, slightly away from the group.
Maybe I can get a short nap before the rest of the new cadets get evaluated. I never really was much of a people person after all.
A few minutes pass by as names continue to get called out before I hear someone clear their throat and ask, “Um, excuse me?”
I open my eyes just in case whoever is speaking is talking to me, only to find a girl with long black hair and blue eyes standing right in front of me. The girl has on the same uniform as every other girl here, with a black, knee-length skirt, and a red and black blazer, along with a clear frown on her face. One that says just about as much as I need to know about how she feels being at the academy right now.
“What?” I ask her with a frown of my own.
Why is someone bothering me?
The girl just stares at me for a few seconds before asking, “Would it be alright if I joined you?”
I barely hold myself back from raising a brow at the question before I close my eyes again and answer, “Sure.”
Several minutes pass in relative peace as the group next to the dorm’s entrance continues to grow from the new people, albeit nowhere near as quickly as the 1-2 dorm is likely growing.
Eventually I open my eyes to look before finding an enormous crowd, over twice the size of the one at our dorm, standing in front of the entrance to the 1-2 dorm. Which is quite strange, considering the size difference between the dorms.
Although all three dorms are a little too big for the number of students that will actually be attending the academy.
After all, it’s not like magicians grow on trees. So even level 1 talents are treated relatively well in the academy in regard to accommodations.
It’s mostly the other magicians that treat low talent level individuals rather poorly.
I turn my head to find the black-haired girl leaning up against the wall of the building a few feet away from me with her eyes closed. Then, right as I am about to turn away to look at the portal linked to the gate again, the girl speaks up, “What’s your name?”
This time I do raise an eyebrow.
“Nathan Fox.” Deciding to go along with it out of boredom, I answer her question before asking one of my own. “And you?”
The girl opens her eyes and looks at me without the frown from earlier this time as she answers, “Cyria Argent.”
Oh? That’s the girl that I was wondering if she was siblings with that other Argent person.
“So why exactly did you come over here to talk to me?” I ask her with my eyebrow still raised in question. “Because you don’t exactly strike me as the social type.”
Cyria just stares at me for a few seconds before closing her eyes and leaning her head back up against the wall as she answers, “Because there’re team assignments at this academy, and I wanted to find someone suitable to team up with before I ended up being randomly paired with someone. And you appeared to be the most suitable of the people here to me.”
Well, someone’s certainly preparing for the future…
“You do realize that I’m only a level 3 talent, right?” I ask her, thinking it’ll likely make her go away.
It’s not necessarily that I don’t like her, it’s more that she will probably attract attention to me due to being a level 4 talent.
“Doesn’t matter,” Cyria answers, surprising me before continuing, “I picked you because I thought you would work best with me out of the people here. Talent level is only a way to judge the affinity someone has for magic. Meaning the speed at which they will grow, and not how powerful they will be when they grow.”
I stare at her for a few seconds before shaking my head slightly, closing my eyes again, and leaning back up against the building wall.
That wasn’t what I had expected.
This girl might be more than I’d thought she was.
Although, if what she mentioned before about team assignments is true – and I imagine it probably is – then she could be of use. Even if I’m immortal and all of the damage I take immediately gets rewound in both time and space, it would be good to have a water magic user in whatever group I end up in to act as a healer.
For the rest of the group of course. But also, if I end up without a single scratch, or even any blood on my clothes, while everyone else in my group is injured pretty badly, then someone might begin asking questions. Or I might just be accused of not putting in any work.
Either way isn’t exactly a pleasant outcome for me.
As for my group finding something off with me? The doctor already told me how to explain that. But it might not work for Class C or higher magicians, so it’s best to keep the lie to a smaller number of people.
My thoughts are interrupted as a loud bell echoes throughout the fortress, followed by the sound of a portal closing. After that, a loud voice echoes through the courtyard.
“All of this year’s cadets have now been evaluated! From this point on, follow the instructor assigned to your course, and they will guide you through the rest of the process!”
I open my eyes again before climbing to my feet and glancing at the other buildings.
Where is Aidan?
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As if on cue, I feel someone poking my shoulder before a familiar voice says, “It looks like we’re gonna be in the same course!”
When I turn my head, I find Aidan with his usual grin on his face as he gives me a playful salute.
“Looks like it,” I answer, lacking the same bubbly excitement that he has before noticing Aidan’s eyes straying to Cyria, who is still leaning up against the wall a few feet away from me as she watches the two of us interact.
“And who’s this?” Aidan asks, his bubbly attitude fading away slightly at the presence of a stranger.
Cyria just looks at him for a few seconds before turning to look at the instructor for our group as she answers, “Cyria.”
After that, the instructor – who also happens to be the one who spoke to me earlier, telling me to wait for everyone else with the group – begins to speak, stopping Aidan from giving any reply to Cyria.
“Let’s get through this as quickly as possible, shall we? Every one of you will have a roommate of the same gender, but the dorms themselves won’t be split up into any boy or girl sections. What you do amongst yourselves is none of our concern as long as you don’t cause a fuss.” The man says with a serious look on his face; one that will clearly accept no arguments with his statement. He has on a military uniform – one of a major within the military, surprisingly enough. The uniform has the usual red and black coloring, with a magi-tech under armor plating beneath a fancy looking tuxedo. On his shoulder is four bars, marking him as a major, along with a black and red circle with a star in the center. Meanwhile, the star itself has two of the five points filled in going from the center of the star all the way to the tip on each points, marking him as a Class C magician.
Seriously? I didn’t expect them to give us Class C magicians as instructors… this could be bad.
It would be best to avoid getting hurt near him.
One of the requirements to become a Class C magician is the ability to sense the formation of spell circles, so he should be able to instantly see through my lie and tell that my immortality isn’t just a ‘spell that my family came up with.’
Why couldn’t one of the other instructors that were here with him earlier be our instructor instead?
The man continues speaking as his eyes move through each and every cadet in our group, pausing momentarily on Cyria, Aidan, and myself – likely for our distance from the group. Or my young appearance, since I look like a fifteen or sixteen year old. “I don’t care about introductions as I’ve already memorized each and every one of your names. With that said, I will introduce myself to you, seeing as I will be both your dorm head and magical circuitry class’s instructor.”
He stands up a little bit straighter at this point before pointing to the circled star on his shoulder, “As you can tell, I am a Class C magician. My name is Leonidas de Ashford, and you will refer to me as Instructor Leo. Are we clear?”
“Yes sir!” Every single cadet in the group – myself included – answers with a salute. After the salute, however, a few whispers begin to break out amongst the cadets.
Seriously? He's also a member of the leading fire magic family in the Republic?
That certainly complicates things.
Uncaring of the reactions his name is giving the cadets, Instructor Leo continues speaking without any change in his demeanor, “Now I will move on to how the classes will work for the first semester.”
The man raises his hand, palm outwards, before a red magic circle appears in front of it. The magic circle – just like with the one from the driver of that bus earlier today – has hundreds of tiny lines of words running across it before it begins to shrink in on itself and five rows of six books appear in the air above our heads. The books each give off a small amount of smoke that disappears as soon as the magic circle vanishes, leaving them all to slowly float down to one student each.
After all thirty students grab their books, the instructor continues speaking, “These books will serve as a basic rundown for the classes accessible to you at this academy as first year high course students. You will also find a key inside of each book that will bond to you and the dorm room that you choose, along with the dorm roommate that you pick to room with. The keys will not bond if you attempt to room with someone of the opposite sex, nor will they bond if you try to bond with an already bonded room. Lastly, you must bond with a roommate’s key first before you may bond with a room.”
The whispers amongst the cadets grow louder at his words. At the same time, I turn to look at Aidan before quickly finding him nodding his head towards me.
“Roommates?” he whispers to me.
I nod my head before taking my key out of the book.
“To sign up for the classes you wish to take, you need to go to a registrar located at one of those two towers,” Instructor Leo pauses as he points towards the two towers on the opposite corners of the fortress to the entrance portal. He then looks at each of us in the eyes and adds, “Make sure that you register for at least five classes and do it before tomorrow at noon.”
After that, he crosses his arms and says, “That said, the class I teach, magic circuitry, is a requirement for all students going to the academy, no matter what course they are taking. But in your case? You will all be taking it with me, which will also take up one of your five required classes.”
And with that, he raises his hand with his thumb and middle fingers together, says, “That’s all,” before snapping it, causing a large magic spell to appear as his entire body bursts into flames and he flies straight past us towards an open window on the fifth floor of the dormitory building.
I guess there’s no asking questions.
So I turn towards Aidan, still with my key in hand.
How do we bond our keys?
Aidan simply looks between our keys and shrugs to himself before touching them together, causing a mixture of fire and electricity to sparkle around the key as I feel my mana begin to drain a little bit.
Huh, I guess Aidan has the lightning specialized affinity. Neat.
Putting that aside for the moment, the key in my hand begins to grow slightly warmer before the mana drain is cut off and the fire and electricity stop sparkling around the keys.
Guess all it took was us touching the keys together.
I look around at the other cadets, only to notice several of them watching me and Aidan before repeating what we did. After that, I turn to look at Cyria, who has a frown on her face.
Poor girl. Looks like whoever told her about the team assignments forgot to mention the dorm situation.
Actually, now that I think about it… I turn to look at all thirty of us before counting the number of boys and girls.
Well, that’s interesting. There managed to be fourteen boys and sixteen girls total.
Was it a coincidence that they both had even numbers? Or did Instructor Leo just not bother telling us what to do if we couldn’t get a partner because he already knew that there was an even number of each gender here?
Either way, it doesn’t really matter much to me.
I nod my head towards Cyria before starting towards the dorm building with Aidan following quickly behind me. When we reach the front doors, a strange sensation comes over me as if my person is being scanned for something before my key begins to glow slightly red.
I turn my head to look at Aidan, only to find his key doing the same thing in his hand.
Guess we can’t enter if we don’t have our keys.
Which makes sense, considering that there are three different courses here. It wouldn’t make sense to let all three courses roam free in the other course’s dormitories.
Anyways, the keys continue glowing for a few more seconds before the glow fades and the double doors in front of us open, only to slam shut again as soon as we walk through into the fancy looking entrance hall behind them.
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This nation really does love its red and black color scheme…
The entire entrance hall is based around this, with a large, open space filling up the entrance. High up in the air, closer to the back of the room, is a floating platform where I’m assuming announcements are probably made from. Meanwhile, on either side of the platform, there are two enormous, black and red spiral staircases that lead all the way up through all five floors of the building. Each floor has a long balcony that runs the entire way around each of the walls – with the exclusion of the one behind us – along with several hallways leading out of the room.
Interestingly enough, each floor – except the first floor – has a number on the edge of the balcony for the floor, going from one to four.
I look down at the book in my hands before opening it up and searching for the floor layouts. What I end up finding is that the bottom floor is for instructor dorms – for the instructors that are actually living on campus – while the rest of the floors are separated by year. The second floor is for first years, third floor for second years, fourth is for third years, and the top floor is for the fourth years.
“It looks like we need to find a room on the second floor,” I tell Aidan before starting towards the staircase on the right. As I’m walking, I notice several people wearing the same uniforms as us walking around the different balconies, with several of them actually standing at the edge in groups chatting whilst watching us.
The second through fourth year students, If I had to guess.
I turn to look at Aidan before hearing the front doors open again. When I turn to look back at it, I find most of the rest of the students walking through. And – surprisingly enough – I actually find Cyria already walking with some other girl. The girl – who I’m assuming is her roommate – has brown hair, with green eyes and a gentle but quiet demeanor about her.
Figures that she would find someone else that doesn’t talk much.
Anyways, she sees me and Aidan rather quickly and nods before walking over towards us.
I pause in my step to wait for her as Aidan continues going for a few steps. Once he realizes that I’ve stopped, he stops and turns around whilst opening his mouth to speak, only to shut it again as he sees Cyria and the other girl with her walking towards us.
“And who is this?” I ask as soon as I think they are within hearing distance.
Cyria looks at the girl with her before nodding her head and introducing her, “This is Sophia, and she’s my roommate.”
I glance at the girl to find her looking between me and Aidan with curiosity. Meanwhile, Aidan does some stupid bow before saying, “Hello, Sophia. My name is Aidan Hawkins. It’s a pleasure to meet you!”
Surprisingly enough, I catch a hint of a smile appearing on the girl’s face before it vanishes just as quickly and she nods her head whilst saying, “It’s a pleasure.”
Her casual response aside, she turns to look at me next with a slight tilt of her head.
“I’m Nathan Fox,” I answer with a slight nod of my head before turning around and continuing my way towards the staircase while calling out, “C’mon Aidan, we still have to find a room.”
I hear Aidan say a quick goodbye to the girls before following after me as the voices of the other new cadets begin to spread through the enormous room. As I walk, I scan the faces of each of the other students of our course and year out of curiosity.
Most of them don’t stand out to me at all, and several of them are already beginning to form groups – if they haven’t already done so.
Although there are two groups that catch my eye, each for opposite reasons. One of them is very much like the group that I had just been in with Aidan, Cyria, and Sophia, with it being a small group of only a few members. Meanwhile, the other group catches my eye strictly due to its large size.
The second group has a total of ten people in it! I’m not sure if they knew each other beforehand or not, but I do notice that most of them seem to be fussing over one girl in particular.
A girl who – interestingly enough – doesn’t seem to have much interest in them, despite the way they’re all crowding around her.
Suddenly, the girl turns her head and looks at me, making eye contact with me almost immediately.
Huh, don’t see golden eyes too often…
Her eyes aside, I simply nod my head towards her before turning to look at Aidan, only to find him catching up to me with the other two girls following closely behind him.
I turn back towards the stairs as we reach them before climbing up to the second floor. Once we get there, I peer through the closest hallway out of the entrance hall, finding it filled with doors all the way down the hall, each separated by quite a bit of distance.
Uh, is it just me, or is this building larger on the inside than it is on the outside?
Also, considering the distance between the doors, does each door have more than just a single room…?
It looks like I underestimated how luxurious the dormitories would be. Although I do wonder what the low course dormitory rooms look like.
I turn around to look at Aidan, only to find him, Cyria, and Sophia all following behind me.
Are they really just gonna follow us?
 

 
In the end, not only do all four of us end up walking together through the halls, but we also pick rooms directly across the hall from each other.
So, I end up interacting with her anyways.
I guess that's fine. It's not much worse than interacting with Aidan due to his specialized affinity.
While specialized affinities aren’t as rare as a level 4 talent, depending on what the affinity is, they can be extremely useful. Although, all a specialized affinity really is, is just someone with a normal affinity for one of the types of magic affinities, except with a particularly strong attunement to a specific type of magic within said affinity. So, in Aidan’s case, he has Wind Affinity, but with a particularly strong attunement to lightning magic.
Anyways, when we open our new room’s door, we find a suite of four rooms inside of it instead of just a single room.
“This is great!” Aidan exclaims with a grin as he walks into the room with me following after while closing the door behind us. The main room itself is pretty big, with a few couches in one corner along with a tv, and a small kitchen in another corner. Lastly, the rest of the space appears to be just social room areas, along with storage.
I walk up to one of the two rooms directly opposite of each other before opening the door on the left and finding a bedroom inside. It’s surprisingly rather simple, with just a bed, a closet, two dressers, a desk, and some sort of screen that is mimicking a window.
“Imma take the room on the right, okay?” I hear Aidan call out from the other side of the suite.
“Sure,” I mutter before leaving the room that will be mine now and walking towards the last of the three doors. When I open it, I find a bathroom on the other side, equipped with a shower, a bathtub, sink, and a lock on the door.
I look around the red and black themed suite for a few minutes before starting towards my room while calling out, “I’m going to start deciding on what classes I want to take!”
Aidan’s voice sounds out from his room a few seconds later, “Right, I should do that too!”
I chuckle slightly at that before closing my room’s door behind me and approaching my new bed with the class guide in hand. The bed – just like everything else in this entire building – is a mixture of black and red, and it is king sized for some reason.
That aside for now, I sit down on the bed and open up the book on my lap.
Time to see what classes are offered here.
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When I get to the first of the classes pages, I immediately find the one the instructor said was required at the very top.
Basic Magic Circuitry
Description: This class goes over the basics and fundamentals of building a magic circle, along with how to cast Tier 1 spells.
Prerequisites: None
That explains why the class is mandatory.
I walk up to the desk before searching the drawers and finding some paper that was left there for the student who takes the room – aka me. There are also some pencils, pens, and other supplies that might be needed.
After placing the paper on the desk, I write down the class itself before looking at it again and finding the times the class is being taught at beneath the prerequisites. Then I turn my attention to the list of classes that follows the required one.
Fundamentals of Wind
Description: This class goes over the fundamentals of what the wind element truly is.
Prerequisites: None
Fundamentals of Water
Description: This class goes over the fundamentals of what the water element truly is.
Prerequisites: None
Mana Manipulation
Description: This class goes over how to train and split your arcs of mana, and how to effectively insert your mana into a magic circle.
Prerequisites: None
Magical Warfare
Description: This class teaches you how to effectively fight on a battlefield of magicians and non-magicians.
Prerequisites: None
Meditation
Description: This class teaches you the effective techniques to relax your heart, mind, and mana arcs so that your arcs of mana will regenerate mana at a faster pace.
Prerequisites: None
Tactics and Battle Strategy
Description: This class goes over the basics of military tactics and battle strategies.
Prerequisites: None
…
Okay, there are a lot of classes to choose from…
I continue reading down the list for a few hours whilst occasionally writing one of the classes down. It isn’t until I hear a knock from the door to my room that I finally look up from the book and my notes to ask, “What?”
My door opens to reveal Aidan with his own sheet of paper as he walks in and asks, “Have you finished selecting your classes yet? Because I just did.”
“Just about,” I answer him whilst turning back to look at my notes. “I’m just having trouble deciding between which of these last two classes to take.”
Aidan walks up to me and looks at the list I have written out so far.
Basic Magic Circuitry
Description: This class goes over the basics and fundamentals of building a magic circle, along with how to cast Tier 1 spells.
Prerequisites: None
Fundamentals of Fire
Description: This class goes over the fundamentals of what the fire element truly is.
Prerequisites: None
Mana Manipulation
Description: This class goes over how to increase your arcs of mana, and how to effectively insert your mana into a magic circle.
Prerequisites: None
Meditation
Description: This class teaches you the effective techniques to relax your heart, mind, and mana arcs so that your arcs of mana will regenerate mana at a faster pace.
Prerequisites: None
Tactics and Battle Strategy
Description: This class goes over the basics of military battle tactics and battle strategies.
Prerequisites: None
“Those look almost exactly like the classes I chose,” Aidan says before leaning back again, “although I’m taking Magical Warfare instead of Tactics and Battle Strategy, and of course, Fundamentals of Wind instead of Fire.”
That makes sense. Most of them are all beginner level magic classes; ones that are needed to build off of for a lot of the other classes taught here, and just to get started at being a magician in general.
I turn to look at him before glancing at the two classes that I was debating over which to take.
Magical Warfare
Description: This class teaches you how to effectively fight on a battlefield of magicians and non-magicians.
Prerequisites: None
Magical Combat
Description: This class teaches you how to effectively fight a magician.
Prerequisites: None
I'm required by the school itself to take one combat class this semester. But since there are two of them...
“I was actually trying to decide between taking Magical Warfare or Magical Combat as my last class,” I tell him before looking at all of the class times and frowning, “but it looks like Magical Combat doesn’t fit in my schedule. Not with Tactics and Battle Strategy.”
Aidan nudges my shoulder – to my dismay – and says, “Then just take Magical Warfare! It looks more practical than Magical Combat anyways, since it teaches us how to fight both magicians and non-magicians.”
I agree with that logic. Although having to take a combat focused class at all makes me a little nervous about my secret coming out, but there isn't anything I can do about that.
I write down the Magical Warfare class as the last of my six classes before climbing to my feet with the paper in hand.
“By the way, why did you select six classes instead of five?” Aidan asks me with a curious look on his face.
I glance at him before walking towards the door and answering, “No real reason.”
In truth, it’s because I need to graduate as early as possible before people really begin to notice oddities about me. Specifically the fact that I’m not aging.
People have obviously already noticed my younger-than-average appearance, but that can at least be explained by my medical disease. The one that I’ve had since I was born that makes me age slower and was mutated by the accident to make me immortal in the first place.
But I’m pretty sure people would notice the difference between aging slower and not aging at all. So it would be best to take as many classes each semester as possible in order to graduate faster.
And while my reasoning is affected by how the doctor told me to graduate as early as possible, preferably even by my second year, it is also how I feel on the matter. Since if I look about fifteen or sixteen years old while actually being 22 or so by the time I’m a fourth year, it would be stranger if someone didn't notice that something was off. Even with my disease as an excuse.
The only reasons I'm not taking even more classes right now are because I don't want to completely overload myself in my first semester, and it physically wouldn't be possible to fit all of the classes into my schedule.
“Uh huh, I’m pretty sure you’re just being a workaholic again,” Aidan says as he follows me out of my room, shutting the door behind himself, “just try not to overwork yourself too much.”
Okay, that's not the reason, but It'll work for an excuse.
We continue walking through the common room of the suite before exiting our suite entirely into the hallway and locking the door behind us.
“After all, we don’t want you passing out from exhaustion like you did in your second year of high school,” Aidan eventually says, dredging up the past.
Back when I actually could pass out from exhaustion.
Or at least, from physical exhaustion. I haven’t tried it – for obvious reasons – but I think I can still pass out from mental exhaustion.
My immortality only reverts my body back to perfect condition both in time and space, so it doesn’t do anything to my mental health.
Which also means that mental attacks might still affect me. They obviously won’t kill me, but still.
Then again, it’s not like I can go around having someone test it out. Mental magic – outside of one of the Special Magic affinities focused on a type of mental magic – are almost exclusive to Tier VI spells or higher. And unless there just happens to be a trustworthy Class B magician lying around, then I doubt I’ll ever be able to test it.
“What’s this about passing out?” I hear someone ask. When I turn to look, I surprisingly find the two girls walking out of their own room on the other side of the hall from us.
“Oh, nothing much.” Aidan turns to look at them as he puts his arms behind his head and says with a slight nod towards me. “Just this guy’s habit of overworking himself until he passes out.”
I frown at Aidan before crossing my arms and arguing, “That only happened-”
“Three times.” Aidan suddenly cuts me off, holding out one of his hands with three fingers stretched outwards. “It happened twice in your second year, and once in your first year.”
Sophia chuckles at our interaction while Cyria just raises an eyebrow at me and asks, “Workaholic much?”
Deciding that I’ve lost the argument, I just shake my head and turn around towards the entrance hall. I then begin walking whilst calling over my shoulder, “Not sure what you’re talking about, but I’m gonna go register for my classes.”
I hear quiet snickering coming from behind me, followed shortly by the sound of footsteps as they begin to follow me.
That’s just rude.
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Once we reach the entrance hall, I find that same group of ten from earlier standing at the end of the balcony for our floor. And almost as soon as we enter the entrance hall, a few of the people within their group turn to look at us. Including the golden eyed girl from before.
“That’s a pretty large group,” Aidan suddenly mutters with a frown as he sees them as well.
The ones that had looked our way continue watching us for a few seconds, with some of them glancing at me – likely due to my young appearance – as we walk towards the stairs before focusing entirely on whatever conversation they’re having again. With the lone exception of the golden eyed girl, who looks to be staring at Cyria for some reason.
“I would stay away from that group, if I were you,” Cyria suddenly says, sparking my interest. “No good can come from interacting with them. And especially not from interacting with their little princess.”
I raise an eyebrow as I turn to look at her and ask, “Princess? Do you mean the golden eyed girl?”
Cyria turns to me and asks, “You noticed her?”
How could I not? It’s obvious that most of those idiots are fawning over her in a bit of a roundabout manner.
Instead of saying this, I just nod my head, prompting her to turn to look at the group of ten as we walk – who are all once again busy chatting, with the lone exception of the golden eyed girl who is now simply staring at the ground floor, seemingly bored as hell – and continue, “Well that ‘golden eyed girl’ as you called her is Rebecca Hunter, and also happens to be the daughter of Theodore Hunter.”
“Damn, really?” Aidan exclaims before jerking his head to look at the group again. Meanwhile, Sophia – interestingly enough – doesn’t react at all.
Makes me wonder if she already knew that as well.
Anyways, that bit of information is rather interesting.
The Hunter family is the foremost power in all of the Republic with regards to Special Magic. Which generally includes strange mana types that can only do certain things, along with neutral magic spells. They could honestly be referred to more as abilities than magic, if I’m being honest, but they do still have mana, and it can still activate spells.
It’s just that they tend to only use spells that don’t require any particular element in the mana. So, neutral magic spells. Like barriers for example. Or neutral mana bullets.
“Doesn’t the current Chairman of the Republic have a Special Magic affinity?” Aidan asks, not taking his eyes off of the group of ten until I physically grab his head and turn it away, to which he grumbles something in protest but doesn’t fight back.
Surprisingly enough, Sophia answers this one instead of Cyria, “Yes, the Chairman has a Special Magic affinity known as Anti-Magic. It’s a very interesting magic in that it nullifies any mana it comes into contact with, but only if it’s outside of a person’s body.”
Aidan, Cyria, and I all stop to glance at her as she continues walking and talking, “But what’s really interesting about it is that it can also interact with magic circles, which are made of solidified mana, allowing it to…”
Sophie begins trailing off as she realizes we aren’t following her anymore before she turns around to look at us. “Um, guys?”
Huh… I guess she’s into magic then.
“You’re a magic nerd!” Aidan suddenly says with a grin, only to shout, “Ouch!” as Cyria whacks him upside the head.
I nod my head towards her in appreciation before focusing on Sophia again and asking, “Would it be okay if I came to you for help with anything magic related when I need it?”
Sophia – who had started blushing a little bit at Aidan’s comment – turns to look at me before quickly nodding her head and saying, “Yeah, that’d be fine!”
And with that, I continue walking down the stairs with the others following soon after.
 

 
“Why are there so few people walking around?” Aidan mutters as we're about halfway across the distance between one of the two towers and the dormitory. “You’d think there would be more magicians going around in a magic academy…”
Without looking back at him, I answer, “You have to remember that we only just got here today, and the semester hasn’t even begun yet. So a lot of the students are still either not here yet in the case of the upper classmen, or are choosing their classes, likely inside of their dorms.”
Although I have to admit, it does feel a little bit empty. While, yes, most of the enormous fortress really is just a lot of open space with a few dozen shops set up around it, along with the three dormitories, and five towers, it is still a little strange to see it almost empty of people. The fortress itself should be several hundred meters, if not a kilometer in length, after all. And that’s a lot of empty space, despite the shops, dorms, and towers.
Anyways, from what I read in the book, the two towers on the opposite side of the fortress from where we portaled in are meant for the high course students, while the two towers on the side that we came in from are for the low course students. And, of course, the central tower is for the advanced course students.
Hence why it’s practically connected to their dormitory.
We continue walking for a while until we eventually end up at the tower on the north-east side of the fortress – according to the map. The tower is red and black, with precious few windows, and some sort of strange-looking stone making up its build. It has a simple set of double doors serving as its entrance and, judging by the few students that I’ve seen enter it, the doors scan us for our key just like the dormitory doors do.
“They really are touchy about students entering the wrong course’s buildings, aren’t they…” Aidan mutters, to which someone responds, “Of course we are, otherwise it would open up a boatload of problems for the faculty.”
We all turn to look at the source of the voice before finding Instructor Leo approaching us from a nearby shop.
Was he shopping there? Or maybe he owns the store?
Anyways, we all pop off a salute to him before shouting, “Sir!”
Surprisingly, Instructor Leo waves us off and says, “No need for that. Just call me Instructor Leo, as I told you before.”
I share a look with Cyria before shrugging and turning back to the instructor.
“Anyways, it’s good to see that there are students in this year that aren’t suck-ups,” he continues, briefly confusing me before the image of Rebecca surrounded by the nine students comes to mind.
Instructor Leo then proceeds to continue past us towards the doors, only to pause again as the doors scan him. He then turns around and asks, “Do any of you happen to have Fire Affinity?”
As if on cue, all three of my companions – more like traitors – turn to look at me before I hide a sigh and answer, “Yes. I do.”
Instructor Leo immediately turns his full focus on me as the doors open up behind him before he asks, “Your name?”
“Nathan Fox,” I answer him, trying very hard to hide how uncomfortable I am with the current situation from him.
He stares at me for a few seconds before a faint grin stretches across his face, only to vanish again a few seconds later as he says, “Then I will be seeing you in Fundamentals of Fire, Nathan Fox.”
The man then turns around and walks through the doors of the tower, with them closing by themselves right after he steps through.
Wait, he’s the instructor for the Fundamentals of Fire class?
I mean, it makes sense considering which family he is from, and it would also be a major boon for me to learn from a member of the foremost family in fire magic in what’s quite possibly the entire world, but seriously?
As I'm hiding my current thoughts from my face, Aidan exclaims, “I wonder how many classes that man’s teaching?”
“Hmm?” I turn to face Aidan with a look of confusion on my face.
Two classes aren’t that-
“From what I’ve heard, he’s also teaching Magical Warfare as well,” Aidan continues with an impressed look on his face, almost making me lose my composure.
I stare at him for a few seconds before turning to face the door and walking to it.
Well shit.
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The interior of the tower is… not something I’ve ever seen before, really. It has two large desks lined up directly across from the entrance, each with receptionists wearing military uniforms marking them as Second Lieutenants, along with two tunnels that curve around inwards next to them. Just from the entrance, I can already see several doors lined up on the tunnel walls with only a couple of meters of space between them.
Before I can wonder how they managed to fit a classroom – assuming that’s what they are, considering the numbers above the doors – in those very small spaces left between the doors, I see one of them open to reveal a portal lining the frame. Soon after that, a woman in a military uniform with the rank of captain walks out of the room before closing the door behind them.
So all of the classroom doors are connected via portals? That’s interesting.
The portals aside for now, we walk up to a desk before stopping in front of it as the receptionist begins speaking, “Hello, are you here to register for your classes?”
“Yes,” I answer the woman before placing the list of classes I chose down on the desk in front of her. She looks at it for a second before nodding and asking, “Alright, hand me your dorm key. If you couldn’t tell by now, these keys also act as an id of sorts.”
Another id besides our actual id? That’s interesting.
I reach into my pocket before pulling out my key and handing it to her. She then pulls out some sort of scanner and messes with a computer – which really looks out of place in the more medieval setting of this academy – before pulling up the list of classes I wrote down and saying, “This’ll only take a sec.”
Actually, now that I think about it, there wasn’t any computers in our dorm. Does that mean that we don’t need them? Or are they going to provide us with laptops?
Then again, I can also just use my id’s terminal.
I’m distracted from my thoughts as the key in the receptionist’s hand begins to glow bright red before she quickly places it on some sort of pad. She then turns to me and says, “Your key is updating to give you access to the classrooms you have signed up for.”
After that she turns to look at Cyria and says, “In the meantime, why don’t we go ahead and begin your registration next.”
I glance between Cyria and the receptionist before stepping to the side and focusing on my key, which is still glowing red with some smoke rising off of it.
Meanwhile, Cyria proceeds to put her own piece of paper – not sure where she was keeping it – onto the desk before handing the receptionist her own key. After that, the same process ensues, except with her key glowing an aqua blue, with droplets of water beginning to drip off of the key.
Hmm, looks like the keys were changed by our mana. I turn to look at the metal pad where she placed my key.
And that pad is for more directly dangerous elements like poison or fire.
Interestingly enough, when Aidan has his key updated, it just has wind this time instead of the electricity from before.
Not sure what’s up with that.
Anyways, I turn my attention back to my key as it finally stops glowing red before picking it up and placing it back into my pocket.
This place has so much more magi-tech than I’m used to seeing… which – now that I think about it – makes me wonder why I didn’t see an enchantments or magi-tech class on the list of classes. Actually, I didn’t even see an alchemy one.
Then again, they’re probably for the later years at the academy.
Once we all have our keys updated and back in our possessions, the receptionist nods her head towards the tunnel and says, “The number of the floor that the classes are on also equates to what the minimum year is that the classes are offered on, so the first floor has classes that can be taken at any year, while the second floor has classes that can only be taken as a second, third, or fourth year.”
“To find the classroom number for your classes, just look at the guidebook.” She then turns to look at us again as she finishes. “Classes begin tomorrow at twelve hundred hours. Do not be late.”
I nod my head to her in appreciation before starting towards the tunnel.
It would be best to find the classrooms now so I know where to go tomorrow.
At that thought, I open my guidebook to look for the classroom numbers. As I’m doing this, I hear the others begin talking.
“I’m kind of surprised that there’s only one instructor for most of the classes,” Aidan says to which Cyria responds with, “When you consider that there’s only thirty students in the high course first year class this year, it would probably be weirder if they had more professors.”
They continue talking for a few seconds as I find number after number until I find each one and close the book. I then raise my head and stop at the first classroom, surprising each of them.
“We’re here,” I explain, pointing at the 1-1 above the door.
The classroom for-
My thoughts are interrupted as the door opens to reveal Instructor Leo walking out of the room.
-basic magic circuitry…
I guess he would be here for his classes, wouldn’t he…
“Hmm?” the instructor notices us pretty quickly – considering that we’re almost blocking the doorway – before nodding his head and saying, “Greetings again.”
“Good evening, Instructor Leo,” I answer whilst backing up a bit to give him more room to leave the… well… room.
The others repeat my greetings before the instructor looks between us all and asks, “You looking for your classes?”
When we all nod, a pleased look appears on his face as he nods and says, “Good.”
He then just turns and walks away.
I watch him go for a few seconds before turning around and looking for my next class, with the others following shortly after me.
As we’re walking, Cyria says, “Let’s find each of our classes before we head back to the dorms.”
I simply nod my head in agreement without pausing in my step.
 

 
“Wait, so we’re all taking Magical Warfare?” Aidan asks with a surprised look on his face. “That’s great!”
Cyria just nods as she says, “I’ve been told that it’s a difficult class, but completely worth it in the end.”
Her words catch my attention before I turn to her and ask, “I’ve been wondering, but who’s been telling you all of this stuff?”
Both Aidan and Sophia turn to look at her at my question.
Cyria looks between all three of us for a few seconds before sighing and answering, “My father. One of the four generals of the army.”
My eyebrows raise slightly at that answer.
That’s interesting, but not entirely unexpected.
Her father isn't as strong as Amelia's mother, but he's still pretty strong. Considering that the rank of general requires one to be a Class B magician at the least, while a councilmember's seat requires them to be Class A.
“Which one?” Aidan suddenly asks.
You don’t really need to ask, considering her last name.
She focuses on him anyways and says, “Jacob Argent.”
Yep. So her father is the Healer General.
I guess it could be worse for me. Like if her father was the Warrior General, or the Soul General.
I shiver slightly at the thought of the two generals who have a pretty big reputations of being complete and utter sociopaths.
It’s too bad the Republic works on a strength and skill basis, and not on a ‘are you mentally stable’ basis. But then again, I guess they are technically mentally stable. Just that they don’t care about human lives in the slightest and would sacrifice an army to benefit the Republic.
Which might just be what the council is looking for to be honest.
The others continue chatting as I think about the military.
In general, the only ones with power over the four generals are the council seats and the chairman, but even then, they don’t tend to veto many of their decisions. They will often order them to do stuff, but they tend to not go against the generals’ private agendas if they don’t have to.
Which makes sense, since most people who’re promoted to general have done some rather noteworthy things, and despite the minimum magician Class requirements being lower to become a general than they are for being on the council, they all have their own… quirks, that make others not want to get on their bad sides.
The Healer General for example is loved by most of the military for his extraordinary healing magic, which can – supposedly – revive the dead if they were killed within an hour or so of him healing them. Meanwhile, the Warrior General is mostly known for being a berserker that will slaughter anything he sees on the battlefield with his Enhancement Affinity magic, both friend and foe, and the Soul General is a bit crazy as well. Considering his supposed knack for raising the dead with his Soul Special magic and setting them loose on armies in battle.
Although, the fourth general doesn’t have much of a public reputation. From what I’ve heard, they tend to stick to themselves without making many public actions.
All I know is their title.
The Hidden General.
Anyways, I turn towards Sophia out of curiosity.
I wasn’t really paying attention to her key earlier when she had it updated, but the class she went to that the rest of us didn’t have was the Fundamentals of Poison class. Which was probably one of the last elements I would have guessed her to have as her affinity.
“We’ve finished finding our classes, so I’m heading back to the dorms,” I interject after hearing a pause in whatever conversation the others were having.
Aidan turns to look at me and says, “Sounds good.”
Meanwhile, the two girls share a glance before nodding their heads as well.
Following that, we all head towards the entrance to the tower, only to pause right in front of the doors as it opens to let in the sounds of some sort of commotion. When we continue going outside of the tower to see what’s going on, I find a large group of over a dozen people – all students, and not all in the same year judging by the numbers on the cuffs of their uniforms – crowding in one place near the entrance.
As soon as we all step outside, several of the people within the group turn to look at us, moving out of the way slightly and revealing a familiar face in the middle of the group.
Amelia?
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“Hey, it’s Amelia!” Aidan exclaims with an excited look on his face, only for it to turn worried as he glances at me.
Meanwhile, a hopeful look appears on Amelia’s face once she sees me looking at her. She still has the same appearance as she had when we were in school, so that hasn’t changed. Still the same dark eyes, black hair, and sharp looking features. Even how she always used to wear her hair in a single braid doesn’t appear to have changed.
Movement from the direction of our dormitory catches my eye and I turn away to find another large group of students walking our way. Except this one is surrounding the golden eyed girl – whose name I think was Rebecca.
Right as I hear Amelia begin to call out my name, a cold voice comes from the direction of the new group – directly from Rebecca.
“Amelia Marshall,” she calls out, still ignoring the people surrounding her, “I guess what they said is true. You did come here this year after all.”
I alternate my gaze between the two girls – noticing that Amelia continues to look at me with the same hopeful look for a few more seconds before it turns cold as she focuses on Rebecca and says, “And I see you’re just as lovely as ever, Rebecca.”
The two groups surrounding the girls begin to back away slightly – likely not wanting to get on the bad sides of either of the two girls by being on the other’s side. Meanwhile, Cyria and Sophia look between the two girls in confusion.
Although I do notice that Cyria also seems to be looking at me and Aidan as well.
Guess she heard what Amelia was trying to say. Not to mention that Aidan called her out by name when he saw her.
And looking at the way Rebecca is looking at us right now makes me think that she likely noticed the way Amelia was looking at me. Which just complicates this even further.
Sooo… as soon as Rebecca looks back at Amelia again, I begin slowly walking away from both groups in an attempt to sneak away without either of them noticing.
It's best not to get in the middle of a fight between powerful families.
Cyria and Sophia seem to understand what I’m doing, and both join me, followed by Aidan who just shrugs when he sees my raised eyebrow.
I’m betting that Amelia and Rebecca already have at least some training in magic despite only just now entering the academy.
It’s normally not recommended to learn magic before turning eighteen, strictly because that’s when your mana arcs fully develop and are ready to begin manipulating them healthily. That said, the top families – from what I’ve heard at least – have ways to speed up the development of the mana arcs, allowing them to train earlier than most.
“If I’m being honest, I really don’t give a damn what your talent level is,” Rebecca continues, surprising several of the people that were following her, “I just want to know if you’re ready for the duel that we promised each other back then.”
“Of course,” Amelia answers with a bit of a pride mixed in with her voice that I've never heard before as I make it halfway across the distance between the tower entrance and the closest nearby store, “just name the place, and I’ll be there after classes tomorrow.”
Interestingly enough, when I look back at the two girls, I find most of the two groups slowly trying to get away as well without getting on the two girls’ bad sides. But what makes it even better for me is that it’s giving us some cover to continue without them-
My thoughts are interrupted when I see Amelia look directly at me as Rebecca answers, “How about a bit further away from the populated areas? We wouldn’t want to draw any bystanders into our duel after all.”
Yes, you do that. Now please keep talking so that Amelia will be distracted.
I really don't want to be dragged into this.
Suddenly, a loud voice echoes throughout the area, startling everyone – including the two girls, and all of the people trying to sneak away.
“If you don’t want to draw any bystanders into your duel, then why not just use the dueling arena? It is what it was built for, after all.”
Before I can wonder who said that, a woman seemingly in her thirties suddenly appears directly in the middle of the two girls in a flash of… moonlight?
Shit.
“Aunt Alexis!” Amelia suddenly shouts, once again drawing the peoples’ eye to her and the woman, who is now confirmed to be who I had thought she was.
Although, aunt?
“This is certainly an interesting mix of high and advanced course students,” the woman says, tilting her head slightly as she looks around at everyone here, only for her gaze to end up eventually resting on the two girls, “and I’m guessing that you two are the reason?”
Right as I’m wondering why she's here, she continues without giving the girls or me a chance to think, “Or could it have something to do with the group of four that were leaving the tower right as everyone else arrived?”
Both girls, along with several of the members of what previously was their groups turn to look at me and the other three.
Well shit.
Amelia called her Alexis – ignoring the aunt part for now – and she's wearing a special uniform, and used lunar magic – a type of light magic. All of this basically adds up to her being the headmistress of the academy. Because only council members get to pick their own uniform’s designs, and the only member of the military that I know uses lunar magic is Alexis Luna. Who also happens to be in charge of the academy.
But, why did she show up now?
“Hmm, yes, yes, I think I can see what you wanted to do here, little Marshall,” the councilwoman says, scratching her chin and tilting her head, causing the strange uniform she has on to shift slightly. Her armor is – unlike every other uniform’s armor I’ve seen so far – blue and purple, with the magi-tech armor itself being practically skin-tight, along with an unbuttoned blue blazer fluttering in the wind over it, and two strange strips of blue and purple fabric falling down from something on her back that’s covered by the blazer. “I recognize the boys over there. They were the ones you were close friends with in high school, right?”
Okay then, that's a little abrupt. And very annoying.
Unable to keep my thoughts from my face anymore after hiding them all day, my eye twitches in irritation.
To my surprise, the woman raises an eyebrow slightly at me as Amelia begins to speak before she shakes her head slightly and says, “Actually, I think I might have been mistaken. It must have been some other students that were your friends back then. These two just look quite similar to them.”
My brows rise in surprise at her words, only for me to lower them again with a faint nod of appreciation.
Huh, so the woman’s actually not a bad person after all.
And the confused look on Amelia’s face is rather amusing to see, considering how much trouble she’s given me today.
The councilwoman turns back to face the two girls again with her hands on her waist and cocks her hip slightly outwards before asking, “Anyways, how about it, girls? What do you say to trying out the brand new dueling arena?” She then points towards a large building standing in between the high and low course towers that I swear wasn’t there the last time I looked. “It’s a pretty nice work of art, if I do say so myself.”
I turn to look at Aidan, only to see him shrug and shake his head.
This woman is pretty eccentric. For a headmistress. If not just in general.
Soon enough, both girls give their agreements, to which the councilwoman claps her hands with a smile on her face and exclaims, “Wonderful! The duel will begin at eighteen hundred hours. Now, I just have a few words I would like to share with young Marshall here.”
“Wait-” Amelia begins with a frantic look in my direction, only to disappear in a flash of moonlight along with the councilwoman.
Hmm, eccentric or not, she’s certainly being a big help to me.
The question is… why? Why is she helping me?
She shifted her attitude when she saw that I didn’t like that she had outed me as Amelia’s friend, but why is that?
Those questions aside for now, I quickly turn around to make my escape from the area with the others following not too far behind as the people in the area chatter about the councilwoman.
 

 
Oddly enough, neither of the girls say a word during the entire trip back; even after we reach our rooms.
“I’m gonna take a short nap,” I say as an excuse to get away from the others for some peace and quiet, and to think about what’s happened, “come get me if anything happens.”
All three of them simply nod their heads in agreement. However, right as I’m closing the door to mine and Aidan’s dorm room, I hear the three talking.
“So was what the councilwoman said true?” Cyria asks.
“The part about us being friends with Amelia was true, although I’m not-”
Deciding that I’ve heard enough, I finish closing the door before heading towards my room.
And the problems continue to grow.
Then again, at least I won’t have to worry about lying to the girls about that.
And with that, I close the door to my own room and lie down onto my bed facing the ceiling.
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As I walk up to the door to my first class of the day, I check the time on my watch.
1145 hours.
Not too early, but still early enough, I should think.
I reach out and touch the door, feeling a strange sensation flow through me as the door scans me for my key before opening. I then pass through the blue portal filling the frame to find myself entering a large classroom. The classroom has several stairs arcing around a desk and magi-tech board – something that I’ve only heard about from my father’s time in the academy. A sort of magical replacement for chalkboards or projectors.
Very convenient.
That aside, on the stairs line rows of tables, each with an outlet to charge our devices, along with a small laptop, and a comfortable looking chair spread out every three quarters of a meter or so.
Something that catches my eye is that the tables are actually gray instead of the black and red colors of everything else, but I push that thought aside as I notice several people already in the class, with half of them glancing at me, only to turn back to whatever it is they were doing without paying me any more attention.
Has word spread already about my appearance to the point that no one cares here? Or do they just not care in general?
I glance at the front of the room before beginning to walk towards the back row of the class as I turn my attention to a door at the front labeled ‘Training Hall.’
Hmm, probably a place to practice our magic circles.
Right as I sit down in a seat slightly off of the center seat in the back row, the instructor emerges from the portal, followed soon after by Aidan, Cyria, and Sophia – who had all stood around to talk for a little bit at our dorms as I proceeded to come without them.
Kind of surprising that they’re arriving with the instructor, but the guy does have some odd timing, considering our last encounters.
And speaking of the guy, his gaze locks onto mine for some reason before he simply nods his head and walks over to the desk at the front of the classroom, in front of the magi-tech board. Meanwhile, the other three all quickly find me and begin making their way towards my place at the back.
Ignoring the instructor’s actions – since it’s probably just because of our previous interactions – I focus on Aidan and the others as they wave towards me.
“Why didn’t you stay to chat with us earlier?” Sophia asks me as the three of them take their seats, with Aidan sitting on my left, and Cyria sitting on my right next to Sophia.
Aidan leans back in his chair and says, “He isn’t exactly the chatty kind of guy, so I doubt you’ll ever find him hanging out just to talk. Especially not before or in between classes.”
I simply nod my head towards Aidan and comment, “What he said.”
After this brief conversation, the three end up talking as we all mess with the laptops in front of us.
Although I’m not really sure why Aidan sat on the other side of me when I’m not even in their conversation. And it’s a tad awkward to sit in the middle of them while they talk.
Time passes by relatively quickly, and students continue to enter the classroom. And after there is only about five minutes left till the start of class, Rebecca emerges from the portal – surprisingly without any other students following her.
Maybe due to yesterday’s fiasco?
She immediately looks around the room at the twenty something students currently in the classroom before locking her eyes onto both me and Cyria and heading in our direction.
Oh? Does she know Cyria from somewhere?
Then again, considering the way Cyria described her before, I wouldn’t be surprised if she did.
As for why she locked eyes with me? It’s probably due to the aforementioned fiasco from yesterday.
Anyways, she ends up going down one row from us and walking straight up to the seat directly in front of me before looking between me and Cyria, only to focus on her as she says, “Cyria.”
“Rebecca,” Cyria replies with a frosty look on her face; one that displays pretty clearly how she feels about the – using her own words – princess.
After a tense few seconds with the two just staring at each other, Rebecca turns towards me and surprisingly introduces herself – as if I didn’t already know who she was.
“Hello, my name is Rebecca Hunter,” she says, nodding her head slightly towards me, “it’s a pleasure to meet you.”
I look between her and Cyria for a moment – briefly noting Cyria’s glare – before nodding my head back to her and answering, “I’m Nathan Fox.”
Surprisingly, she just ends it there with a nod as she sits down in the seat in front of Cyria, despite their obvious tension.
Not really sure what that was about, but-
My thoughts are interrupted as a group of students spill through the portal, ending at seven of them total. And just like with the other two large groups I’ve seen so far, most of them seem to be following one person.
Except, unlike the other large groups, this group is following a stuck-up looking boy. One who seems to be enjoying the attention given to him.
“Who’s he?” Aidan whispers, directing his question towards Cyria, only to look surprised as Rebecca answers instead.
“He’s a member of the Wolf family,” she answers with a frown, expressing her clear dislike of the kid just through her cold tone alone, “albeit not a very important member.”
Another person from one of the top families?
The Enhancement Magic affinity family isn’t as important in the republic, mostly because it’s not seen in as high of a light as the other magic affinities. Sure, it’s a powerful magic, but at the same time, it focuses more on the body of the user than magic itself. So a lot of the people with the affinity tend to just become muscle heads.
Kind of like the Warrior General.
Time passes until the kid – who Rebecca actually didn’t give a name for, outside of his family name – notices Rebecca and looks like he’s about to call out to her, only to pause as the instructor claps his hands and says, “Alright, it’s time to begin.”
He then turns to look at the kid and his group and says, “Find a seat.”
Unwilling to argue with the instructor, the kid and his group all sit down in the seats closest to where they were standing as the instructor turns his attention to the class as a whole.
A class that seems rather small compared to the size of the room. Seeing as there look to be just as many empty seats as there are occupied ones.
Looking around the class, I find several of the students with their laptops open to take notes, but I personally just have a pen and paper with me. Mostly because I don’t really understand why I would take notes on the laptop. After all, I don’t have a laptop or computer in my dorm room, so how would I review them outside of class?
Of course, there could be something I’m missing, but still.
As for taking them on my terminal? That would be annoying to review, considering the security checks that I have to get through just to access my drive account on my id card.
“Now,” Instructor Leo begins while raising his hand and summoning a magic circle without any of the lines of code running through it, “can anyone tell me what this is?”
Rebecca raises her hand and answers after the instructor calls on her, “It’s a scriptless magic circle, sir!”
The instructor frowns at her and says, “Call me Instructor Leo, or just instructor. Don’t bother with that sir crap.”
“Right, instructor,” Rebecca says with a polite nod, prompting the instructor’s frown to vanish as he continues, “And your answer was correct. Everyone open up your laptops.”
At his word, I open my laptop before finding the words ‘Tap your key to the screen’ shown on the screen. After I do that, it automatically logs me into my profile and sends me to a desktop, which includes various coding software, along with different note taking services.
“Once you do that, enter any of the coding software. Just make sure that it either uses the standard coding language that will be taught here, which was named by the academy as MCL, or one that you are comfortable with,” he says, waving his hand towards the magi-tech board and causing a screen to appear with what looks like a tutorial for MCL coding.
A faint smile emerges on my face as I see the coding software my dad taught me coding through on the desktop of the laptop.
MCL is a coding language specifically made for magic scripting. It includes libraries and calls that would otherwise not work on regular computers and other software, since they interact with mana itself. And if I remember correctly, it should be based off of C as well. With several minor changes, of course.
The smile goes away pretty quickly as I focus on the instructor’s words whilst clicking on the coding software.
“Now, I’m sure some of you already know how to code,” he says with his arms crossed and his gaze looking through the students, pausing slightly on me, “and for you, I will have you design a very short and easy program to prove to me that you know what you’re doing.”
His gaze then continues on to the other students as he finishes, “If the program is done to my satisfaction, then I will allow you to start on magic circle construction.”
At his words, a second screen appears next to the first, causing the first to shrink down to half of the board. The second screen has a rubric for a very short, and extremely simple program.
Write a program to output ‘Hello World’ nine times, each on a different line. 
The program should ask for the user’s input before starting and asking which line from 1 through 10 to omit. It should then print all ten lines, with the line’s number, followed by a period, a space, and the words ‘Hello World’ on all ten lines except for the inputted number, in which case it should only print the line’s number and a period.
 
Okay, that’s actually incredibly simple.
“Now, get to work,” Instructor Leo says, his gaze once again roaming through the students, “either on the tutorial on the board, or on writing this program.”
I immediately get to work as the class falls silent, with the only sound being that of clicking keys.
It only takes me a few minutes to finish the program before I raise my hand to signal that I’m done, with a few others finishing before me. The instructor walks from person to person, having them show him their program before giving them a nod after seeing it work. Once he gets to me, he simply gives me a nod and says, “Nathan,” before looking at the MCL code on my screen.
	integer MCL(integer marg, char **marg2)
{
integer excluded_value;
in("%d", &excluded_value);
for(integer i = 1; i <= 10; i++)
{
if(excluded_value == i)
{
out("%d. \n", i);
}
else
{
out("%d. Hello World\n", i);
}
}
return 0;
}




(This is the only instance of code shown directly in the book.)
He nods his head once before clicking execute and entering in the number 1. After seeing the program work as it should, he runs it again two more times with different inputs each time.
“Good,” he says with another nod of his head before he goes to the next person.
That was easy enough. Now I just have to wait.
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After thirty minutes of the class have passed by, the instructor finally claps his hands, prompting me – along with several other students who had finished their programs – to look up from whatever we were doing and focus on him.
“That’s enough,” he declares, looking at a few students in particular out of the nineteen or so in the classroom that hadn’t finished or tried to do the program, “if you haven’t finished the program by now then it means you need more practice before I can let you start doing magic circles. Even if you already have some experience.”
The three students that he singled out with his gaze all lower their heads slightly at his words before he continues, “Those of you who have completed your program and have been checked, follow me. Everyone else, stay here and work on the tutorial.”
I get up from my chair, along with both Cyria and Sophia before walking down the row towards the aisle, leaving Aidan by himself with a pitiful look on his face.
No pity for you. It’s your own fault for not learning how to program before coming here.
Once the three of us get to the door, along with the other eight students who had completed the program, Instructor Leo opens the door and stands to the side of the portal that appears within its frame.
“Go on in,” he says with a faint nod of his head towards the door, “I have a few words I would like to share with the rest of the class after you enter.”
I look from him to the door before walking through and finding myself in some sort of training facility. It has several different areas, including a shooting range, an area with some training dummies, some sandy pits – likely meant for close combat spells – and another magi-tech board in the back of the training facility.
We all spill into the training facility before splitting off into four groups, with me, Sophia, and Cyria being one of the four.
Soft chatter begins to fill the room as we all wait for the instructor before – after only about a minute’s wait – he strides through the portal and closes the door behind him.
Which honestly makes me wonder if that closes the door on the other side as well, but before I can focus on that thought, he begins speaking, “To make things clear, you will be learning how to form your magic circles. I will not be having any of you attempt to form a spell with the circle.”
He pauses for a second as one of the students – the member of the Wolf family from earlier – raises his hand and asks, “Why not?”
Instructor Leo just looks at the guy with a scowl for a few seconds before stepping towards the magi-tech board as he continues speaking, “For your own safety. Now, to begin, I will teach you all what exactly a magic circle is.”
The guy – who I’m just going to nickname Muscles, considering the body-builder body most enhancement magic users, like him, have – clenches his fist in irritation while a couple of the members of his group start snickering behind his back. Meanwhile, the instructor waves his hand at the board, causing the design of a scriptless magic circle to appear on it, along with several sentences with arrows pointing towards parts of the circle.
“A magic circle in and of itself is just a manifestation of your mana in a controlled form outside of your body in the form of a spell,” Instructor Leo says before pointing at the outer circle on the diagram. “The outer circle of the magic circle is there to confine your mana into the magic circle, blocking it from getting out and causing a mess, or backfiring at you.”
His hand moves to the star inside of the magic circle as he continues speaking, “Next is the star within the circle. This part is there to help guide the mana placed in the circle along the instructions inputted into it. Or the code, as some of you might say.”
He then turns to look at us with a serious expression on his face and says, “Now, mana backfiring can be extremely dangerous, which,” he turns his head to look at Muscles with an eyebrow slightly raised, “is why it’s best to work on practicing the magic circle before you try to give it any mana or instructions.”
The man turns his gaze away from Muscles again as he snaps his fingers and points at the board, which quickly changes to show several pictures, including one of someone in a military uniform with his hand melting off. None of the other pictures look any prettier, with some of them having the magician’s hand completely inverted, with their flesh facing outwards, bare of any skin.
“This is what might happen if your spell backfires,” he says, his gaze once again turning serious as many of the students gulp audibly in fear, “so don’t let it happen.”
He doesn’t say anything else for a few seconds, letting us stew in what he had just told us, before snapping his fingers and creating a magic circle in front of his hand as the board once again changes to show the inner workings of a human arm, along with a magic circle next to it.
“Now, when it comes to making a magic circle in the first place, you must either have an S Class magician guide you through the process over and over again – which I highly doubt any would be willing to do,” he says before making eleven different devices fall from little, flaming red portals in the air into each of our hands, “or you can use these devices created by S Class magicians to simulate their construction of magic circles.”
Another one of the cadets – someone who I actually haven’t seen before, or at least don’t remember – raises their hand. The cadet is a boy who looks to be older than I am – which isn’t really saying much – and he is wearing the usual academy uniform for boys. A simple black and red blazer with black pants.
He has black hair, with… pink eyes? Or are they red? Huh. Kind of hard to tell.
Does he have partial albinism in his eyes or something?
Anyways, the instructor points towards him and says, “Name, then speak your mind.”
Hmm, so he asked his name and not Muscles’ name. That’s interesting.
“Arthur Loris,” the boy declares in a straightforward manner before asking, “if I’m understanding it correctly, you have to be able to free-cast to be able to create a magic circle without the help of devices or others teaching you how?”
Instructor Leo nods his head and says, “Correct. One of the requirements to be categorized as an S Class magician is to be able to free cast. Meaning that they have a perfect understanding of their element, and have perfect mana manipulation, allowing them to cast spells without the help of magic circles. However, since a magic circle is technically also a spell, just one for casting other spells with a handicap, it requires us to be able to cast it.”
“Which is where the devices or guidance from a S Class magician comes in,” Arthur says, nodding his head.
The instructor looks at the kid with a faint grin and nods, “Correct again, young Arthur. In regard to free casting in general, creating a magic circle is extremely easy. It’s the basics of the basics. So one of the S Class magicians a while back created a device that would simulate how they do it, albeit with several tweaks to the magic circle created to keep the weaker magicians from having the most efficient use of their spells as a way to keep them from growing too strong while still allowing the magicians without free-casting to make a magic circle on their own with the devices help. It even allows them to learn how to do it themselves without the help of the device, after a lot of practice.”
“Which,” the instructor continues after a brief pause with a single eyebrow raised and a rather intimidating looking grin on his face, “is exactly what you will be doing, seeing as you’re all high course students. And learning how to create magic circles without a device is required of you in this course.”
A wave of whispers sweeps through the room at this statement before he claps his hands together again and says, “Now then! To begin, attach the device to your wrists!”
At his words, I look down at the device. It has a point on one end of it, which – based off of the shape of the device – looks to be the part pointing further up your arm when you put it on, along with two blade-like tips pointing out of the other end, and a red jewel encrusted on the center of it. The device itself – excluding the jewel – is black, with a more obsidian-like feel to the sides, and two small red points on the tips of the blades.
I place the device on the back of my wrist, with the blades going out over the back of my hand, and the other point pointing towards my forearm before feeling a strange buzzing sensation enter my arm. One that makes the mana in my arm instantly want to join together with.
“After you attach it, you should feel an unfamiliar buzzing sensation crawl into your arm,” I briefly look up as the instructor continues speaking before looking back down at the device on my arm, “it should feel alien at first, likely making you want to stop your mana from entering it and rip the device off, never to put back on again-”
As he says this, many of the other students begin making weird faces at their arms.
“-but don’t do that. Instead, focus on the strange sensation and freely let your mana flow into it.” The instructor finishes as I’m still looking around confused.
What’s this about making me want to rip the device off of my arm? It feels strange, sure, but it isn’t that bad.
Maybe I’m just used to having an unfamiliar mana flow through my body? Considering the space and time natural mana that was infused into me due to the accident.
Although at this point, that mana isn’t unfamiliar anymore. It’s become a part of me, and I think I even naturally generate a small amount of it myself now.
According to the doctor that is.
Deciding that it’s best not to act weird, I focus on the strange sensation before allowing my mana to enter inside of it instead of blocking it like I had been doing. And as soon as my mana begins to enter the device, I feel the device gain some sort of minimal control as it directs my mana.
“After your mana enters the device, it will gain some control over it, so don’t freak out,” the instructor continues, “the device will then guide your mana through a layer around your skin that we magicians call the magical membrane, which is what keeps your mana inside of your body when you aren’t directly controlling it. It will then guide you into creating a magical circle outside of your body, with your will as the input for where you wish it to be made.”
I half-listen to the instructor as I focus on the process going on in my wrist. My sensations become a little bit blurred once my mana enters what I’m assuming is the magical membrane, only to become clear as day once it exits my body again out the two blade-like points on the device and begins the process of creating a red magical circle that slowly enters creation at the spot I’m focusing on. Which is right above the palm of my hand, facing upwards.
The instructor continues speaking as I watch the process of the magic circle’s creation, “After the circle is made, you will have to touch the jewel on top of the device twice to signal that you would like to safely dismantle the circle and have your mana guided back into your body through the magical membrane. Make absolutely sure that you do not tap it once, because that will make it try to activate whatever instructions you mentally placed into the circle. And if you don’t have any instructions at-”
Before he can finish speaking, a scream can be heard along with a strange fleshy sound from one of the cadets. But I’m too busy focusing on the magic circle as it completes itself and something attaches itself to my mind, letting me understand that I simply have to think of the instructions, and they will automatically be entered by the circle into it without me doing anything else. Then – still ignoring the screaming coming from behind me – I tap on the jewel twice before watching the magic circle slowly dismantle itself and move back through my magical membrane into my body with the help of the device.
I close my eyes trying to remember the sensations of my mana moving through the motions – vaguely remembering that it seemed to have only taken about one–hundredth of an arc to form the circle – before finally opening them and turning to the commotion.
As soon as I see what caused all of the screaming, I raise both of my eyebrows.
How did I manage to ignore all of that…?
In the middle of the room is Muscles, screaming his heart out as some random magician who I had never seen before guides the flesh of his hand through some sort of flesh magic – which I’m guessing is either of the Water affinity or is a Special affinity magic – to return to normal from the rather grotesque form it had taken. Meanwhile, Instructor Leo just looks on with a raised eyebrow at the cadet.
Interesting. Was he expecting someone to try doing exactly what he was warning against?
I know that – despite how cruel it is – it does make for a good lesson. After all, pain is a great teacher.
Something I know all too well…
“And this,” Instructor Leo says, his tone fully expressing indifference at Muscles, “is why you should listen to the instructor when learning magic.”
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I watch the flesh magician fix Muscles’ hand for a few seconds before a terrifying thought comes to mind.
What if my own spell backfired… and people saw my body near-instantly returning to normal after something like that happens?
My eyes immediately turn back to the device on my wrist.
It’s not like I can avoid using spells, and it would be bad if I lagged behind. Plus, I need to know magic to get stronger. And it would only draw even more attention to me if I tried being reclusive in my magic circle practice in the class – assuming we’re gonna do a lot of that.
Not to mention that it would probably mess me up if I were more worried about others seeing me fail than I am about actually doing it correctly.
So… I guess the only solution is to practice it like crazy on my own-
“I absolutely forbid practicing making magic circles without having an instructor’s explicit permission.” The instructor says whilst moving his gaze between each and every cadet’s faces. “This is for your own safety.”
-in my room until I don’t get it wrong.
Yeah, I’m just gonna ignore that warning. It’s not like I can get hurt.
Or at least, I can’t stay hurt.
What’s a little pain when compared to my secret being found out and me being turned into a lab-rat experiment?
Although the noise could be a problem…
My thoughts are interrupted as the instructor places his hands behind his back and says, “I think that’s enough for today’s class. Let’s go back to the lecture hall.”
He then walks over to the door and opens it before passing through the portal, leaving us all behind.
I look between the two girls – who don’t seem too surprised by what had happened – before focusing on Muscles again as he lies on the ground in a sweaty heap.
Hmm, guess the flesh magic had other effects on his body along with the flesh manipulation itself.
Makes sense.
At that thought, I turn away from the cadet and make my way straight through the portal, followed soon by most of the others. Interestingly enough, most of the students in the lecture hall seem to actually be doing their work – aside from the few who only looked up at our entrance out of curiosity.
I honestly would have expected more of them to slack off; especially for those who didn’t learn programming before coming here.
Then again, it probably has something to do with whatever the instructor told them before following us into the training facility.
Which makes me curios as to what that was.
I glance at Aidan, only to find him looking back at me with the same pitiful look that he had earlier.
Guess I can just ask him later.
“Class is over for the day,” Instructor Leo declares from the desk up front, “tomorrow’s class will be very similar. I will give thirty minutes to those who think they can manage doing the program, and you will show me the completed program. If it works, then I will send you through the portal to join the others so that you can practice making magic circles.”
Suddenly, the same flesh magic user from before walks through the portal from the training facility, entering the lecture hall with a frown.
“Instructor Dawn will oversee you all as you practice and will teach the newcomers the basics behind the magic circles as I did the other students today.” He finishes with a nod of his head towards the instructor.
Instructor Dawn has blue eyes, with equally long blue hair – which I’m assuming was dyed – sprayed out over her military uniform. One that marks her as both a captain in the military and a Class D magician.
She nods her head towards him, her blue hair falling slightly over her shoulder in the process before both of the instructors walk out of the classroom through the portal.
I glance at the watch on my wrist and frown.
Guess there’s no time to ask Aidan what the instructor said earlier. Not if I want to make it to my class with a reasonable amount of time left before it begins.
I simply send him a nod before walking towards the portal.
 

 
After a few minutes of walking, I find my next class on the other side of the tower, along with the other fundamentals of elements classes.
Unsurprisingly, when I open the door and walk through the portal, I find Instructor Leo sitting down in a chair next to a desk looking around at the nearly empty classroom. Which is unsurprising, considering how this is a fundamentals of elements class.
Judging by the uniforms of the students in the classroom, only about a third of them are first years, with there being about four or five second years and about two first years – other than me. Which is just about as I expected.
There aren’t any elements that are particularly rare, excluding some powerful and unique Special Affinities, like the Chairman’s Anti-Magic, but with a class of only thirty students, split between nine different types of affinities, there aren’t all that many that have the same affinities. Not to mention that – from what my dad told me – a lot of cadets tend to get a big head about their element and decide to skip the fundamentals of it, only to regret it later on and take it in their second year after doing poorly in magic circuitry and mana manipulation.
Which likely means that I’m gonna be stuck with a bunch of nuisances in this class.
Wait a second…
My thoughts dribble to a halt as I see the pink-eyed cadet from my last class in this one.
Arthur? He has Fire Affinity?
That’s a surprise.
Arthur seems to notice me as well before glancing at my cuff marking me as a first year and nodding his head in greeting.
I nod back before walking up to the top row of the seats and sitting down in the middle seat, just like with the last class.
Several minutes pass by in silence – which is rather surprising considering how I expected the class to act – until the class time finally begins with Instructor Leo standing up and saying, “Let’s get started. I’ve seen a few of you already in my last class, but for those of you who don’t know me, I am Leonidas de Ashford. But call me Instructor Leo.”
The class remains silent as a wave of nodding heads follow his words.
This prompts the instructor to raise an eyebrow while looking around the room.
“Not what I expected for a Fundamentals of Fire class,” he says, looking directly at each of the students with an emphasis on the second years, “although welcome nonetheless.”
“That aside,” he continues whilst waving his hand and causing a large magic circle to appear in front of him, followed by a large and yet stable flame, “this is the Fundamentals of Fire class. To manipulate your mana, you can’t just get by with your mana manipulation and scripting skills. You have to have a deep understanding of your mana’s element as well.”
The class continues to listen to him without anyone saying a word as he snaps his fingers and causes another smaller flame to appear above his hand.
“The better your understanding of fire, the stronger and more controlled any fire you summon will be. You will also be able to manipulate your mana at a much faster pace, making you able to cast spells faster than if you didn’t understand your element,” he explains whilst playing with the fire in his hand, “but another benefit to understanding your mana better is that your mana will evolve along with your understanding, dragging your body along with it,” he pauses in his explanation as he grips the flame in his hand with his bare fist, “and your body will begin to grow resistant to your own element thanks to that.”
My eyes widen slightly.
Okay, dad never said anything about that last part.
Maybe he didn’t know? Or he just didn’t think my understanding would ever grow enough that it would matter?
Although it’s also possible he didn’t mention anything about it because he knew I would be taught about it here.
Then again, he probably just didn’t mention it since it didn’t matter to me. Not with my immortality.
Would just mean that I’d have a good excuse if I was burnt later down the road. And that I wouldn’t experience as much pain. If it even changed my body in the first place.
“That part always seems to catch everyone’s attention,” Instructor Leo says with a faint grin before extinguishing the fire, crossing his arms, and saying, “and with that, it’s time to begin the lesson.”
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The class ends up taking about an hour, and it was actually pretty interesting.
Putting the threat level of it aside for now, having a Class C magician as my instructor is very helpful in learning magic. Which is to be expected.
It takes me about four minutes to get to my next class, and when I enter the class, my eyes almost immediately turn towards the back, where Aidan, Cyria, and Sophia are sitting.
Time for mana manipulation.
After sitting down next to Cyria, I open my laptop and pull out my notes just like with the last classes, pausing only slightly as she asks, “So how was your Fundamentals of Fire class?”
I glance at her before continuing what I’m doing as I answer, “It was actually pretty good.” Once I finish pulling out my notes from the book I’ve been lugging around with me, I turn towards her and ask, “What about your Fundamentals of Water?”
Is it just me, or is she a lot more talkative now than when we first met? Because she really seems like she is.
Makes me wonder what’s different between now and then. Or it could just be that she's not good at talking to strangers.
“It was a pain,” she answers, slumping her shoulders slightly in exhaustion, “not only was the instructor not as good as the one for Magic Circuitry, but the other cadets in the class were obnoxious, both before and after the class.”
I guess they don’t have a Class C magician for the Fundamentals of Water class then.
“Sounds about right for a Fundamentals class. I was pleasantly surprised that the cadets in my class were oddly silent the entire time,” I say whilst leaning back in my chair, “and Instructor Leo was the same in Fundamentals of Fire as he was in Magic Circuitry, if not slightly better.”
In fact, the instructor actually looked more motivated to teach the class than Magic Circuitry.
Maybe it’s because it’s a fire class?
Regardless of why, it should help me a lot.
My thoughts are interrupted as a woman enters the classroom through the portal. A familiar woman at that.
“Hello, I will be your Mana Manipulation instructor,” Instructor Dawn says without pausing in her stride towards the desk at the front of the lecture hall, “my name is Dawn Suess, and as you’ve heard in your Magic Circuitry class, you shall call me Instructor Dawn.”
“Now,” she continues after coming to a stop at the desk and sitting down on top of it, “if you aren’t going to listen to what I have to say, get the hell out of here. I’m not like Instructor Leo. I won’t let moronic actions slide just because they tend to make a point and result in the one making the actions in a lot of pain.” She pointedly looks at Muscles at this statement, causing him to stiffen up before she continues. “So if you aren’t planning on listening, leave now. Because I will take off points from your final grade for every single time you do something moronic in here.”
Several seconds pass by, but no one moves from their seat.
After seeing this, Instructor Dawn simply nods her head, crosses her arms, and says, “Alright, if that’s the case, then let’s begin.”
She snaps her fingers, causing a portal with edges made out of torrential rapids to appear above each student before a book falls down onto the tables in front of us. The books are blue with the title ‘Mana Manipulation for Dummies’ on it, along with Instructor Dawn’s name written as the author.
Well, that’s interesting.
“I will explain what you need to do with the textbooks later,” she says before waving her hands, making a blue magic circle appear in the air in front of her, followed by some sort of water stool that she simply puts her feet up on, “for now, let me ask this question. What is mana manipulation?”
She looks around the classroom for a few seconds, waiting for someone to raise their hand, only to sigh in disappointment and breathe in to speak. However, before she can say anything, Sophia suddenly raises her hand, drawing a surprised expression from the instructor.
The surprise quickly turns to a pleasant smile – the first one I’ve seen from the instructor since meeting her – before she points at Sophia and asks, “What’s your name, young lady?”
“Sophia Inverno,” she answers, surprising me slightly with her last name.
Instructor Dawn continues smiling as she waves her hand and says, “Alright, please tell me. What is mana manipulation?”
Sophia takes in a breath and lets it out again a few seconds later before answering, “Mana manipulation is a term that can be used to refer to two different things. In both my case – as someone who isn’t even classified as a magician yet – and in your case – someone who is not able to free cast – mana manipulation is a bit of a loose term. It refers to the act of training and stretching the arcs of mana within our bodies until they are strong and large enough to withstand splitting. This will increase the total amount of mana a magician has in their body, while also strengthening them against rips or other such damage. And the flexibility and speed at which a magician can train their arcs of mana, along with their arcs' natural development rate after splitting apart, is determined by their talent level.”
Instructor Dawn’s smile grows wider, and she begins to lean forwards slightly as Sophia continues her explanation, “Next up is for the S Class magicians. For S Class magicians, mana manipulation refers to the act of controlling their mana to do what they want. It is a lot more efficient than our method of using magic through magic circles, and it requires a lot more focus and understanding of their element to be able to do.”
At this point, the instructor begins clapping with an excited look on her face before exclaiming, “Wonderful! Absolutely wonderful!!” only to suddenly turn serious again as she says, “However, there are a few details that I need to correct you on, young miss Inverno.”
Instructor Dawn hops off of the desk and waves at the magi-tech board behind her.
“Now, everything you said was technically correct, but,” she pauses here while pointing at the screen that changes to show the images of two humans, one labeled as S Class and one not, “and this is a huge one. Those are not exclusive to the two types of magicians. After all, S Class magicians still have to train and replicate their mana arcs as well.”
Sophia’s eyes widen at this before she begins writing down notes.
“It’s just that they do it in a much more efficient manner than we do.” The instructor continues with her excitement growing. “With the S Class magicians’ ability to freely control and manipulate their mana, they’re able to freely stretch and split their mana arcs without having to worry about tearing or damaging them in any way, while also being able to freely manipulate their natural development. This allows them to exponentially increase the number of arcs they have, which leads to part of their ability to use what many people call ‘strategic level magic.’”
She pauses at this point and turns to the cadets – most of whom are listening – and clarifies, “Which generally means magic that can end an entire war on its own, to the point that it can even damage reality itself.”
My face twitches slightly at the ‘damage reality’ part before returning to normal as she turns back to the board and continues speaking.
“In the end, mana manipulation is one of the most important parts to growing a magician’s power,” she says, facing away from us towards the board as a magi-tech-scanned image of a mana arc – which literally just looks like an arc of energy given solid form with the color of whoever’s element it belongs to – appears on the board. “After all, the number of arcs a magician has also determines how much mana they have, and how strong of spells they can use. Not to mention the number of spells they can use before running out of mana.”
She turns back to face us again as she finishes, “And they are one of the tell-tale determining factors for which Class of magician you are.”
Several seconds of silence reign through the room before she claps her hands again and says, “Now, I will get straight to the point! To be classified as an E Class magician, which is the bottom of the barrel, the weakest class, one of the requirements that you must fulfil-”
She waves her hand towards the screen again, causing it to change to show ten different arcs of mana.
“-is to have a total of at least ten arcs of mana!!! Which will also,” she pauses before looking around the room at the unsurprised faces of the gathered cadets and grinning, “be one of the requirements to pass this class.”
This announcement has whispers breaking out amongst the cadets.
“Yes! You heard it right! To pass this class as a high course student, you must have at least ten arcs of mana by the end of the semester!” she exclaims, causing the whispering to grow louder.
I frown at this before closing my eyes and looking inwards.
What I find are just two single arcs of mana flowing through my body.
I open my eyes again, my frown growing even deeper as I look at the ten arcs on the board.
This might be difficult.
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The rest of the mana manipulation class isn’t all that interesting. She didn’t even let us start training our arcs of mana. All it was, was a bunch of theoretical lectures and explanations.
Although, she did at least say that we would be starting on the actual training of our arcs of mana tomorrow. So, there’s that.
That said, the idea of having classes on weekends is still… strange. In fact, the entire schedule for the Arcane Academy is strange.
Each semester lasts for the same amount of time as a semester in high school lasted, but with six days of classes a week instead of five. The classes themselves can end whenever the professor wants them to end as long as it’s before the next set of classes’ start time, and every student can take whichever classes they want that they fulfil the prerequisites for – outside of the ones forced on them by their dorm instructor. Yet, despite that freedom, there is a list of required course credits that one must have to graduate. And not only that, but that’s all you need to graduate.
Well, that and being recognized as a Class D magician.
In reality, anyone can graduate in any year as long as they have the required credits and are a Class D magician.
Anyways, I glance at the other three as we walk down the stairs towards the classroom's entrance.
“So did anyone bother finding out where the cafeteria was?” Aidan suddenly asks, giving me pause.
Uh…
Oops.
“It depends on which cafeteria you want to eat at,” Sophia answers, drawing my attention towards her. “There is a cafeteria in each dormitory, but there’s also a main one that has better food than the others near the advanced course dorm. One that’s open for anyone to eat at, from any course.”
At least someone looked into it.
Also, now that I think about it, she said that her name was Inverno. If I remember correctly, that’s a branch family of the Winters family – which is the head family in regard to water magic within the Republic.
That would certainly explain her knowledge of magic.
Branch families are pretty common in the top families of the Republic. In fact, there are always dozens of them in each top family.
It’s rather sad, but whenever a family member is born with an affinity that isn’t the one the family focuses on in a top family – such as the Ashfords or Marshalls – they are considered part of a branch family instead, and not part of the main one. Even if they were born to the main family.
Generally, kids tend to take after their parents in their affinity, but there are those that don’t. Myself for example. Considering that my affinity is fire, while my dad’s is wind, and my mom isn’t a magician at all.
That said, the branch families are still treated rather well by the main families. They just don’t enjoy the same prestige as the main families.
“So, what are you going to eat?” Aidan asks while elbowing me in the side.
I glance at him before shrugging and facing forwards again as I answer, “No idea. Whatever looks good.”
What I eat doesn’t really matter. My body doesn’t technically need food or water since any deterioration caused by lack of food and water will automatically restore itself. It just makes not eating or drinking feel uncomfortable.
Kind of like tiny little needles are piercing me all over my body whenever I haven’t eaten in a while.
Not pleasant, but it’s tolerable.
And what I eat doesn’t seem to matter, although the doctor could never figure out why that is. Just that my body always stays at what top form was at the time of getting the disease.
 
I am lucky that the disease doesn’t affect my magic though, in regard to locking it as it is. Because that would suck.
If it had affected my mana arcs like that, then I wouldn’t be able to grow any as a magician. Not if my mana arcs were to just return back to what they were when I got the disease.
And that would leave me at being a helpless immortal for all of eternity. Which is a very unpleasant thought.
My thoughts are interrupted as I feel Aidan shaking me and asking, “Hello? You home?”
I glance at him before nodding and facing forwards again as we leave the tower.
Okay, so maybe I should stop getting so lost in my head. It’s not a good habit.
“So which of the cafeterias are we going to go to?” I ask out of curiosity before frowning as Sophia takes the lead and begins directing us away from any of the dormitory buildings.
Uh, where is she-
“We’re not going to a cafeteria,” she answers in a suspiciously joyful tone, “we are going to the Snowcrest Diner!”
“The…” I begin before Cyria finishes for me with a strange look on her face, “…Snowcrest Diner?”
“What’s that?” Aidan asks for the three of us as the girl continues joyfully prancing around – acting rather out of character for the normally quiet and reserved girl.
“Oh,” she starts before chuckling, “it’s just my family’s diner.”
I stop walking for a second before opening my mouth to speak and closing it again a second later.
Her family has a diner in the middle of the academy…?
Actually, never mind. Her family may only be a branch family, but it’s still a branch of one of the most powerful families in the Republic.
We end up walking for several minutes before coming upon a very nice looking building. It has what is obviously a dining setup with several nice-looking tables outside, along with the building itself – which is two stories in height.
Although, what catches my eye is the dining area on the balcony of the second floor.
Sophia seems to notice my gaze and says, “That balcony is one of the main attractions of our diner!”
It’s certainly unique.
The balcony diner has some sort of gentle snow falling around it, despite the lack of any real weather in this academy. And yet, the snow seems to avoid touching any of the tables, vanishing before it can even get within half a meter of the tables or the diners eating at them.
I wonder how they managed to do that? Considering the number of enchantments needed to keep that running, it must have needed a Class B magician at the least to make it.
My thoughts are interrupted as Sophia waves to a woman in a maid outfit who leaves the shop with a sign in her hands. The woman appears to be several years older than us at most, with the same brown hair and green eyes as Sophia, but with a completely different atmosphere about her.
“Hey, Alex!” Sophia shouts with excitement, drawing the woman’s gaze towards us. “How are you!”
The woman – apparently named Alex – looks up before a grin splits her face and she literally throws the sign onto the ground and vanishes from her spot in a puff of purplish-green smoke, only to appear next to Sophia again a second later, enveloping her in a hug.
“Soph!!!” She shouts with unrestrained joy. “You’re finally heeerrrre!!!”
I vaguely notice Aidan’s jaw having dropped at the sight before the woman notices us and asks over Sophia’s shoulder, “And these people aaarrre? Your friends maybe?”
Once she feels Sophia nodding her head, the woman seems to burst in excitement once more, quickly moving from her position hugging Sophia to rush over to Aidan, enveloping him in a hug that leaves him flabbergasted. She then moves to Cyria and does the same thing, only to move to me and just barely miss me as I sidestep the attempt at a hug.
This woman is too touchy.
“Sophia, would you mind explaining?” I ask her with a frown as the woman sends a confused look my way.
“Alex! You can’t go around hugging people just because they’re my friends!” Sophia shouts with a slight blush on her face, attracting the attention of some of the diners on the second floor balcony. She then turns to look at me and bows slightly as she says, “I apologize for my sister’s behavior.”
I blink slightly before looking between the two.
Sister?
After looking back and forth between the two girls for a few seconds, I lightly nod my head.
Yeah, I can see it. In their appearances at least. Not their personalities.
“Ooh,” Sophia’s sister suddenly exclaims, her excitement returning as she turns around and begins walking towards the open door to the diner, “let me get you all a table to eat at!”
I glance at her before looking at the sign she had so unceremoniously abandoned, only to send a questioning look towards Sophia.
Sophia just shrugs at my look and explains, “She is just a very… bubbly? Yeah, that’s the word. She’s just a very bubbly girl and doesn’t get to see me very often.”
That doesn’t explain the-
“And…” she continues, looking away from my gaze, “I haven’t really had very many friends in my life. So she gets happy whenever she hears that I have some.”
Hmm. Okay, that explains it then.
Although I didn’t really think we’ve known each other long enough to be considered friends, but I guess we are.
I glance at Cyria, only to see her shrug when she notices my look.
Guess this will also be my team for any of those group assignments Cyria mentioned before.
“Come on in!” I hear Alex shout from the balcony. “I have a table ready for you!!!”
Sophia sends each of us a pleading look, to which I just sigh and begin walking towards the entrance to the diner.
It looks like a nice place to eat, and despite the fanciness of the place, there don’t seem to be very many customers. Which does bring up a few questions, but those can be left for later.
For now, I might as well get something to eat.
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As it turns out, the lack of customers is entirely due to the price of the food, and not because of the food or the service themselves. Which are actually quite splendid. And thanks to Sophia being with us, we aren’t even being charged a single credit!
Overall, I’d say the food is worth the price it costs. Not to mention the beautiful snow falling around us.
I glance at the watch on my arm before interrupting Aidan and Sophia’s conversation to say, “It’s almost time for Magical Warfare.”
Both of them pause before glancing at each other with a sad look on their faces.
Right as I’m raising an eyebrow, they both immediately turn away from each other, hiding the looks that were there as they begin gathering their things.
Hmm… well that’s certainly interesting.
I wonder how long it will take for them to get together?
Their possible romance aside, I gather my things and stand up from my seat before pushing it in and glancing at Cyria. When I find her already standing and waiting for us, I simply give her a nod and begin walking towards the entrance to the building on the balcony.
Time to see what fresh hell the Magical Warfare class will be…
 

 
Uh…
That’s a lot of weapons.
The first thing that greets us once we enter the classroom portal – which just happened to be on the far side of the tower, placed in between two different flights of stairs – is a large array of dozens of different weapons. These weapons vary all the way from swords, spears, pistols, revolvers, rifles, snipers, and even enormous axes!
“Well…” Aidan mutters, wiping the astonished look off of his face, “I guess warfare is in the name of the class…”
“Please don’t block the portal,” I hear a familiar voice shout to the right of the weapons. When I turn to look, I find Instructor Leo leaning against a sword that has its tip stuck in the ground.
I quickly move out of the way before taking in the rest of the room.
Including the large and transparent blue box that’s sitting in the middle of it.
Not sure what that is, but the rest of the room is obviously full of different types of training equipment, along with over two dozen different cadets ranging from first years all the way to fourth years. What’s more is that there’s some sort of large door at the back of the room that I can see through the blue box.
I turn my gaze back to Instructor Leo to see him nod his head towards me and say, “Nathan.”
After giving him a polite greeting back, I turn back towards the weapons. My gaze quickly locks onto two different weapons in particular. One of them being a sword with a beautiful silver blade, and a black and red sheath lying next to its similarly colored grip. The other one being a black and red sniper rifle lying only a few feet away from the sword.
“If you’re interested in the weapons, you can go ahead and choose two now instead of at the beginning of class,” I hear Instructor Leo say from a much closer distance than I had thought he was. When I turn towards his voice, I find him standing only a few feet in front of me as Cyria, Sophia, and Aidan all move away to talk further into the room. “Although you have to choose one melee and one ranged weapon to learn. No exceptions.”
I glance at him again before alternating my gaze between the sword and the sniper rifle.
It would be difficult to train with the sword without revealing my secret, but if I have to have a melee weapon anyways, I might as well choose the one that catches my eye.
As for the sniper rifle? It’s a pretty obvious choice to minimize the risk of my secret being spilled.
Not to mention that I just like snipers.
My decision made, I walk up to the sniper first – because priorities – before lifting it along with its shoulder strap.
Some of the talking quiets down at this point as I hear the instructor walking up to me and saying, “Good choice for a fire magician. There aren’t very many defensive fire spells, leaving them to have to rely on neutral barriers for defense, so fire magicians often end up closer to the back where they aren’t in as much danger.”
I glance at the other cadets in the class, only to find over half of them watching the instructor and me.
Suppressing an urge to frown at the unwanted attention, I turn my focus on to the sword next before walking up to and picking it up. However, when I lift the sword, I end up lifting it a lot higher than I had meant to.
“What the…” I mutter as I stumble slightly. “Why’s it so light?”
“That’s because it’s made out of Arcadian Metal, which is an extremely durable and yet light metal that can only be found in our nation,” Instructor Leo says, nodding his head slightly in approval of my choice of weapon. “With this choice, you should be set for weapons. For the foreseeable future, of course.”
Arcadian Metal… that’s not something I’ve heard-
My thoughts are interrupted as I notice the whispering and pointing fingers of the other cadets, and even the surprised looks on both Sophia and Cyria’s faces.
Uh… did this somehow draw more attention to myself? Or was it because I didn’t know what Arcadian Metal was?
I’m given my answer as Instructor Leo notices their attention and says, “Yes, there are other weapons made of Arcadian Metal on the rack. No, there isn’t enough for everyone. Yes, you get to keep it if you choose a weapon and I approve.”
Before the instructor even finishes speaking, almost all of the cadets within the room immediately begin rushing straight towards the racks of weapons and digging through them as I blankly stare at them with the sniper’s strap over my shoulder, and the sword sheathed in my hand.
Uh… are Arcadian Metal weapons really that rare?
 
Also, if it weighs less than a normal sword, wouldn't that affect its ability to function as a sword?
Suddenly, a commotion breaks out between two of the students who begin to verbally fight over one of the Arcadian Metal weapons.
Hmm, guess they wouldn't be reacting this way if that were the case.
Instructor Leo slams the sword he has on him against the ground point first as a magic circle appears beneath the sword and a wave of embers moves around the point of impact. This immediately silences the room, drawing everyone’s attention towards the instructor.
“I will not have any verbal fights over the weapons,” he says before raising his hand for silence as some of the cadets – including the ones that were fighting – begin to raise a fuss, “if you can’t decide on who’s going to get the weapon, then duel over it. It’s as simple as that.”
My eyes widen slightly at that statement, especially after seeing a couple of the other cadets turn their attention towards me.
Fortunately, the instructor notices this and says, “But if the cadet has already had their weapons approved by me, then you can’t challenge them for it.”
The cadets that had focused on me quickly turn their attention back to the others who are contesting weapons.
I let out a sigh of relief before walking over to a place several meters away from the commotion and sitting down on a chair.
That was close, but at least I got an Arcadian Metal weapon.
I hold up the sword to the light from the electrical lights on the very high ceiling before unsheathing it and examining the blade. It has some small detailing on it, with some patterns engraved through the sword, along with… is that an eagle? Or, wait…
It’s a phoenix, isn’t it? Considering the flames engraved around the bird on the pommel of the sword.
The sword has a thin cross guard, with only a very small pommel that just extends slightly from the round, blunt tip of the handle. The pommel has what looks like a phoenix engraved on it, with two clear jewels in the place of the phoenix’s eyes, and the entirety of the sword’s handle is black and red. Although mostly black.
After getting a good look at the sword, I sheathe it again and place it on the ground next to the chair before maneuvering the sniper rifle around me to my front.
I’m not too familiar with guns – not as much as I am swords, considering the blades that dad always kept around the house from his time in the military – but I can tell that the sniper rifle looks to be of rather high quality.
I think.
Okay, never mind. I can’t tell that.
But I can at least tell that it’s almost completely black, with very thin streaks of red running through it. It has a scope on the top, a bipod near the end of it-
My thoughts are interrupted as I hear the commotion of the other cadets begin to near me. I raise my head from the rifle to look before finding them all heading towards the blue box.
“C’mon, let’s go watch the duels,” I suddenly hear Aidan from my left. When I turn to look, I find him already walking over towards the blue box with Sophia. Although, oddly enough, Cyria waits for me instead of going with them.
I get up from my chair whilst grabbing the sword and maneuvering the rifle around to my back before following after with Cyria next to me.
Time to see my first duels in the academy.
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Once we arrive at where the large box is, I notice the instructor messing with some sort of magical panel that had appeared in front of him. After waiting with the other cadets for a few minutes as half of them stand there glaring at each other, the instructor presses one last button on the panel and steps back.
I follow suit just in case, pulling Cyria along with me by the shoulder to her surprise before a sudden pulse of light flashes from the large box and it flares outwards slightly. The inside of the box then begins to grow larger, making it very strange to look at – as if I’m looking through some sort of magnifying glass. Except from the wrong direction. After that, the inside of the box begins to change into some sort of fire-scorched battlefield.
Well, that’s certainly interesting.
Some sort of mock battlefield arena.
Which makes me wonder if that arena the headmistress spoke about yesterday uses the same magi-tech as this box.
“Jackson Cale and Samantha Bridge, enter the BFS and begin your duel once the countdown reaches zero,” Instructor Leo suddenly declares with his arms crossed in front of the panel.
At his words, a second year boy and a third year girl both enter the box – which I’m guessing is the BFS. Both of them have weapons on them outside of just the one they are fighting over – which happens to be an Arcadian Metal combat knife.
After they’re both inside of the box, a large, bold countdown appears at the center of it counting down from ten.
I can’t help but lean forwards a little in anticipation of seeing my first duel between magicians.
While they’re waiting for the countdown, the girl pulls the compound bow off of her shoulder and grabs an arrow from the quiver on her back, meanwhile the boy simply unholsters the pistol from its place on his hip and unsheathes a knife from a strap built into his uniform’s pants.
The two then tensely watch each other for several seconds before bursting from their positions as soon as the countdown reaches zero. As they’re running, Samantha releases an arrow at the boy whilst barely dodging a bullet with some sort of wind spell, making it fly straight past her shoulder from the inaccurate quick shot Jackson makes. But before the arrow can reach him, he raises his arm and summons a magic circle that creates a green barrier around his body. The barrier has hints of powerful winds flowing through it, marking his mana as wind affinity mana as well.
Once the arrow reaches it, it slides against it for a second before being knocked away, leaving the black arrow chipped and his barrier noticeably damaged. But Jackson doesn’t seem to let it bother him as he sprints forward towards Samantha again while she is still nocking another arrow to her bow.
I see her eyes flick to him at his movement before she actually drops her bow and grabs a second arrow instead, quickly touching the backs of the arrows together and making them combine, with the fletchings of the two arrows dropping off as the arrows begin to thicken in size.
Jackson’s eyes narrow slightly as he sees this before he fires his gun once more at her, only to miss again showing his inexperience in actual combat before she grabs another arrow. She then tosses it into the air in front of her and creates a green spell circle in front of her palm that quickly fills with instructions before blasting a powerful wind outwards right as the arrow falls in front of the circle, sending the arrow straight towards him.
The boy’s eyes widen at this before squinting again as he tries to move out of the way, only for the arrow to strike directly at his barrier, shattering it the rest of the way from the combined force of the arrow and the wind and leaving a faint scratch on his shoulder, through his uniform and the armor underneath it. And yet, despite the pain he must be feeling, he ignores it with only a light grunt and instead leaps forward the last of the distance between them with his knife, only for the blade to be blocked by the girl’s combined arrow as she twists it around to lock onto the knife and redirect the force of its blow, throwing Jackson off slightly before she manages to disarm him of the knife.
Samantha then finishes it off with a kick towards his gut while he tries to bring his gun to point at her, only to be too slow as he lets out an oomph of pain and falls onto the ground. Before he can get back up, she gets down and activates another spell that creates some sort of ball of wind that she simply smashes down onto his head, knocking him out.
The girl quickly moves to grab Jackson’s wrists and turns him around before grabbing a zip tie from her back pocket and tying his wrists together. She then gets up and looks at the instructor.
It isn’t until I see the instructor nodding his head towards her that I realize I’m smiling.
That was great!
Although I’m not really sure why she just happened to have a zip tie in her back pocket. And the boy obviously was lacking in actual combat experience, considering his poor aim.
Not that I’m one to talk that is.
“Well done, cadet Samantha,” Instructor Leo says with a nod before looking off to the side of the room and saying, “Bring him out.”
Suddenly, the wall opens up on one side of the room and some sort of training dummy walks out of it before going directly into the box and grabbing Jackson’s unconscious body. It then walks with Samantha out of the box and unceremoniously drops him onto the ground, waking him up again from the force of his head smacking onto the metal floor of the room.
“Shiiiiit…” he groans while trying to get up, only to realize that his hands are zip tied. “The fuck?”
I hear quiet chuckles from the other students as the instructor looks at Samantha and says, “Get those off of him.” He then turns to look at another pair of cadets who were fighting over weapons and says, “Cadets Bridget and Rooks are next.”
And with that, the class continues with duel after duel after duel until seven different duels are fought and the instructor looks around for any other fights over weapons. Once he finds none, he messes with the panel, doing something that makes the box return to its previous size and appearance before he walks over to a magi-tech board that I actually hadn’t noticed before.
“To keep things simple, this class is to teach all of you cadets how to fight both magicians and non-magicians, through any means necessary,” he says, instantly attracting everyone’s attention with the image that appears on the magi-tech board behind him. The image looks to be that of a fire-ravaged battlefield, with several unnatural canyons, and even a strangely out of place tornado. On the battlefield are dozens of thousands of soldiers, both those wearing the black and red of our nation, and those wearing the green uniforms of the Collective Kingdoms. And amongst the soldiers, there are approximately thirty or so on each side with magician ranks, each with their own variated uniforms.
I’m not sure which military ranks are considered magician ranks for the Collective Kingdoms – outside of the fact that they seem to call their magicians Knights instead – but I do know that our magician ranks range from second lieutenant and above, with every soldier below those ranks being a non-magician.
“Some of you may ask why you need to be taught to fight with non-magicians as well, but I think this should explain it to you on its own,” the instructor continues as he moves to the side, letting what I had thought was just an image begin playing as a video, showing everything move as the sounds of explosions and gunshots echo throughout the classroom.
The magicians on both sides of the fight seem to be scattered in groups of five magicians each, with every group having a sniper stationed someplace high above the ground, who also fights off any soldier that manages to get close to them in their semi-secluded locations. The other four members of the groups tend to vary, with each of them generally having a mixture of fighters, healers, and supporters amongst their ranks, with all of the four members working together to wipe out large numbers of enemies – numbering almost entirely of non-magicians who are rushing in like cannon fodder – with both their magic and their weapons.
“That’s a lot of non-magicians attacking them…” one of the other cadets mutters from somewhere in the room, but I don’t take my attention away from the video as some of the other cadets begin saying similar stuff.
As the instructor had said, the video does explain pretty damn well why we need to be on guard against non-magicians.
Suddenly, the video pauses as the instructor moves up to it again and says, “If you somehow couldn’t figure it out, strategies in war tend to focus on wiping out as many magicians as possible from the opposing army. Especially since the Warzones are protected by anti-missile and artillery barriers to immediately disable any heavy arms from being used, leaving the magicians as the only powerhouses on the battlefields.”
I stare at the screen despite its paused state as the instructor continues speaking, “It may be harsh, but the higher ups in most nations – and especially in our own – tend to view the average non-magician as fodder; only to be given recognition and a nice life if they manage to actually kill a magician. Which almost never happens.”
He has the video begin playing again as he turns down its volume and finishes, “It’s also one of the reasons why we don’t allow non-magicians on the academy grounds.”
It’s at this point that I turn to look at him and notice the complicated look in his eyes.
“It’s because the Republic doesn’t want you getting emotionally attached to any non-magician,” he says, moving his gaze between each and every cadet, “because it’s highly likely that they will die on a battlefield sometime in the near future.”
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Several seconds of tense silence follows with the only noise being that of the video until it ends as well and the instructor steps up to the box’s panel again and says, “Now, just like you saw with that video, you will be forming teams of five. So, get to it.”
Silence follows for a few seconds after his order before chatter begins to envelop the room.
I glance at Cyria beside me, and Aidan and Sophia who are walking over towards us.
Teams of five…
…but we only have four…
“We need a fifth,” Cyria says, giving voice to my thoughts as we both begin to look around at the cadets who hadn’t automatically picked a team. Which is actually quite a few. Eleven to be exact.
Although I find myself surprised when I see Rebecca alone without anyone else around her. Which only makes her stand out even more, considering her golden hair and eyes.
Figures that she would be in this class, considering her background, but I didn’t expect her of all people to not have a team. Not when considering the group of people that would follow her around before.
And unfortunately, when I look at the other ten students, I find them all splitting off into two groups themselves, albeit with one of the students seemingly going with some regret shown on their face.
Leaving Rebecca all by herself.
Shit.
As if on cue, the instructor looks at her before pointing at us and saying, “Cadet Rebecca, go join that team.” He then turns to the panel and begins messing with it again without another word.
 
Well, that's annoying. And Rebecca seems to think so as well, considering the look she is sending Cyria as she begins to walk over to us.
Which makes me once again wonder just what sort of history those two have.
“I guess we’re stuck together for the mom-” Cyria begins, only to be cut off as Instructor Leo begins speaking again, his voice resonating over all of the conversations in the room, “From now on, this will be your team. And that’s not just for this class, but for your entire military career, unless there’s a valid reason to leave the team or replace a person in it.”
My eyes widen in surprise as I jerk my head towards him, vaguely noting several other people – including the one who looked to have regretted not going with someone else – all doing the same. Not even a full second later, shouts of disagreement run through the hall, but they are all quashed in an instant as the instructor says, “It’s too late to change your team. I’ve already entered them into the database.”
What. The. Fuck?
Can he do that? Is he even allowed to do that?
It's possible that he's lying, but there isn't any way to know for sure.
Maybe I should just give up on not attracting attention… because it seems like it’s just chasing after me at this point.
Actually, that’s a bad idea. Although at least I’m getting numbed to it happening by now.
I just have to make sure my secret doesn’t get revealed because-
My thoughts are interrupted as the instructor continues speaking, “And since these are your teams,” he pauses as he presses one last button on the panel, causing the box to shift into six different partitions, each with some sort of barrier around them, and a single door for each partition to enter through, “use these soundproof rooms to figure out your group composition.”
And with that, the instructor simply waves the panel away and walks to the side of the room before stopping and placing his sword’s tip onto the ground. He then leans on his sword as he looks at us all with an expectant expression on his face.
Actually, all of the problems of the situation aside for the moment, why does he even have a sword on him right now anyways?
My question remaining unanswered, silence follows for several seconds before the teams – including my own – each begin to file into different rooms without saying a word.
It isn’t until a few seconds after the door to our room closes that someone finally speaks.
“So, hi, my name’s Aidan!” the cheerful idiot exclaims with a grin, breaking the silence.
I almost laugh at the absurdity of his comment before shaking my head and turning to Rebecca, finding a rather amusing look on her face that she quickly clears away as soon as she notices me looking.
“Since we don’t exactly have a choice in this matter for the moment, even if he is lying,” she begins, her face morphing into a frown, “we might as well begin with introductions.”
“You have a point,” Cyria begrudgingly admits, with a tone that expresses a desire to be anywhere but here right now. “As you all know, my name is Cyria Argent, and my affinity is Water.”
Cyria sends a nod towards Sophia before leaning down to strap her pistol’s holster to her waist as she places her sword on the ground.
“I’m Sophia Inverno, and my element is Poison,” Sophia says with a slight nod of her head towards Rebecca in greeting while leaning against the long metal staff in her arms.
After that, Aidan goes ahead and introduces himself again with both of his blades – one as long as a normal sword, the other as long as a slightly longer-than-average knife – held in his hands, “I’m Aidan Hawkins, and my affinity is Wind, with a specialization towards Lightning Magic!”
I narrow my eyes at him in suspicion. Why does he only have melee weapons?
Didn’t the instructor say we needed a melee weapon and a ranged one?
Or does he have a ranged weapon hidden somewhere?
Rebecca looks mildly surprised at his declaration before simply nodding her head towards him and turning to look at me as I say, “Nathan Fox, and my affinity is Fire.”
“Okay,” she says, her gaze returning to Cyria as she finishes putting on the pistol holster and begins strapping her sword’s sheath to her back, “my name is Rebecca Hunter, and my Special Magic affinity is Gravity magic.”
My eyebrows raise slightly at her affinity before I lower my head slightly while rubbing my chin in thought.
Gravity magic is a very useful Special magic in that it can increase or decrease the weights of people or objects with ease, but at higher tier spells I’ve heard that it can even create small black holes. In our case though, she could be on both support and offense with her affinity.
I raise my head, only to find everyone looking at me as I think.
“What?” I ask, slightly weirded out by their attention.
“You looked like you were thinking pretty hard over there,” Cyria says with a relatively blank look on her face.
I squint my eyes at her before looking at the others and sighing after finding each of them with a very similar look on their faces. Even Rebecca, surprisingly enough, seems to be looking at me in the same way.
I sigh again before beginning to speak my thoughts out loud, “With Rebecca’s affinity, she can fill the role of both support and offense, especially with the weapons she picked,” I pause as I point at the bow she has draped over her shoulder and the knife she has sheathed on her thigh. After that, I turn to look at Aidan as I say, “Meanwhile, Aidan will obviously be the main attacker, what with his lightning magic working for his offensive strength, and his usual wind magic working for his defense.”
I look between the two of them before continuing once they both nod in agreement, “As for Cyria, she will be the healer, seeing as she is the only one amongst us who can even use healing magic.”
Cyria nods her head at this before turning to look at Sophia.
“And Sophia,” I begin while crossing my arms in front of my chest, “can be both damage and support.”
Sophia looks surprised at my decision before tilting her head and saying, “I’m surprised you know.”
“Know what?” Aidan asks with a confused look on his face. “And why would a poison affinity holder be a support?”
I glance at him before answering, “Because poison is a relative term, and can be beneficial as well.”
My answer only seems to confuse Aidan even more, making me frown as I try to think of a way to explain it to him in a way that he would understand. Fortunately for me, Sophia suddenly begins speaking instead, “Think of it like this. The poison that can be made through poison mana can be any type of poison, both for humans and non-humans. But something that’s poisonous to some other species of animal might be beneficial to a human.”
A look of understanding dawns on his face as Sophia asks, “Do you understand now?”
He nods his head with a satisfied look on his face.
Okay, having her here will definitely come in handy. Explaining things never really was my strong suit.
“And I’m guessing you’ll be our eye in the sky and sniper?” I hear Cyria ask, prompting me to look at her, only to find her alternating her gaze between my face and the sniper sticking out over my shoulder.
I simply nod my head in agreement while shifting the sniper slightly to get it into a more comfortable position.
Once I see everyone else agreeing with the setup, I let out a mental sigh of relief.
This should help a lot in hiding my secret. Because sure snipers have to fight a decent amount as well in close combat – at least, if that video was anything to go by – but that’s still a lot less than the other positions have to fight. Not only that, but I’ll be fighting far away from the battlefield, so even if the enemies on a battlefield notice my condition, my own allies won’t be nearby to see it.
Most likely.
My thoughts are interrupted as Aidan suddenly asks, “By the way, who’s going to be the team leader?”
A few seconds pass in silence before the other four turn to look at me as if in sync.
“Okay, I can vaguely understand why you three would make this choice,” I state with a frown while looking at Aidan, Cyria, and Sophia before turning towards Rebecca and asking, “But why are you agreeing with them?”
The girl just shrugs and says, “Because Cyria would never see me as a team leader, I would never see her as one, and you’re the most responsible looking one of us all, with the only exception to that possibly being Sophia.” She pauses at this point with a look towards Sophia as she adds, “Although she seems like she would be better for a second-in-command position than a leader role.”
Sophia nods her head at this, prompting Rebecca to turn back towards me and finish, “Not to mention that you’ve already made your strategic knowledge known to us.”
My frown deepens at her answer before I sigh again and mutter, “Fine.”
Not like I can say no in this position. At least, not without it having some major drawbacks for the team.
Although…
“By the way,” Aidan suddenly begins while looking between Cyria and Rebecca, “how do you two know each other?”
…there’s still that.
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As soon as the question is brought up, both girls immediately turn to look at each other with sour expressions on their faces.
A few seconds pass with neither of them saying anything until Cyria sighs and mutters, “Might as well…”
After that, she turns to look at me, Sophia, and Aidan and says, “We both went to the same private school for middle school, and she didn’t exactly come off as someone I would ever get along with. Not when I met her when she was trying to pick a lock at the school.” She says the last part while sending a suspicious look towards the girl in question.
My eyebrows jump at this as I turn to look at Rebecca, only to find her with an angry look on her face.
“I’ve already told you!” she shouts, not bothering to lower her voice due to the soundproof walls, “I was doing that at the instruction of my father!”
Cyria turns to her with a single brow raised as she crosses her arms under her chest and asks, “Oh, so one of the leaders of our nation had his daughter going around picking locks at a middle school? I doubt that.”
I notice Aidan begin to open his mouth to say something, only to pause as Sophia puts a hand on his shoulder and shakes her head.
“My father’s position in the Republic doesn’t change anything! He asked me to do it so that I’d have some real practice picking a lock without being seen!” Rebecca exclaims waving her arms slightly as if to emphasize her irate mood.
“Oh yeah?” Cyria begins with a faint grin encroaching on her face, “Even if that was the case, didn’t I see you?”
Rebecca’s face actually begins to grow slightly red, making her look like she’s about to blow, only for her to seemingly calm down a little as a faint grin of her own begins to replace her look of rage. The girl then turns to me of all people and begins saying, “Hey, Nathan, do you want to hear about the time this little girl started a food fight in the middle-”
She is interrupted as Cyria actually throws a punch at her and knocks her off her feet before throwing a slightly embarrassed look towards me.
Huh, that certainly escalated rather quickly…
I should move back.
And with that, the fight between the two girls commences, with them both throwing insults back and forth with some occasional punches. The two fortunately seem to avoid hitting any important areas – with the exception of the first punches from both sides.
I glance at Aidan and Sophia before seeing them both shrug.
It might be best if we were to let them fight it out. After all, we’re going to be teammates now. So it would be best if we could all work together.
As I turn my attention back towards the two girls, I begin to pay closer attention to the insults Rebecca is throwing at her.
Why are all of her insults calling Cyria short, little, or small?
With that thought in mind, I focus on Cyria, only to realize that she is actually a little small.
Not overly short, seeing as I never noticed it before – although I don’t really pay attention to that sort of thing anyways – but still at least a few inches shorter than the average girl. And comparing her to Rebecca as the two are fighting, she looks a little small in practically every area.
Although it doesn’t seem to be stopping her from winning most of the verbal and physical ‘battles’ they’re doing right now.
Anyways, her size aside for the moment, after several minutes of fighting, their insults begin to soften until they stop almost entirely.
Silence once again fills the small, partitioned room until Cyria mutters in between heavy breaths, “I’ll work with you… but I won’t enjoy it,” at the same time as Rebecca says, “I guess I’ll just have to tolerate you being in the same team as me.”
I look between the two for a few seconds before glancing at Aidan. He just shrugs and says, “Glad that worked out. Anyone up for some dinner?”
My right eye twitches at that statement as Sophia taps on his shoulder and points out, “Um, we just ate before this class, remember?”
Aidan just smiles and nods his head without a care.
Deciding to ignore the idiot for now, I turn to the two girls before asking, “So, will you two be good?”
After seeing both of them mutter agreements, I nod my head and turn to look at the door. However, before I can say or do anything else, Cyria suddenly mutters, “Uh…”
I turn back to her with an eyebrow raised in question, only to be confused as she says, “About what the princess said earlier, with the food fight…”
Food fight? What…
Oh, yeah, I think I remember hearing something like that at the start of the cat fight.
“Doesn’t really matter,” I say, waving it off as I turn towards the door – although not without noticing the strangely dejected look in her eyes – and asking, “anyways, how long do you think we’ll be in here?”
As if on cue, a loud beep sounds through the room, followed soon after by the walls of the room disappearing, revealing the other teams.
“Now that all of the teams have finally come to a decision on how things will work moving forwards and I’ve marked the team leaders down,” Instructor Leo’s voice suddenly echoes through the box from outside. When I turn to look, I find the instructor standing outside in front of the panel, still leaning on his sword as he continues speaking, “I would like to say one last thing before letting you go for the day.”
Hmm, so he was listening in on our conversations after all. Which makes me wonder why he didn’t stop the girls from fighting.
Did he think that they needed to get everything out now before we work together? Or what?
My guess is that they just needed to get everything out; after all, that seemed to have worked.
I glance at the two girls before focusing on the instructor’s words as he begins speaking again, “Step out of the BFS.”
We all do as he says while he continues speaking, “I would suggest you familiarize yourselves with your new weapons if you aren’t already so that you’ll be ready when your weapons training begins tomorrow.”
“And with that,” he says, pressing a button on the panel as soon as the last of us are out of the box, causing it to shrink down and return to its original form, “class is over for the day.”
Something of note is that all of the cadets appear to have calmed down a lot since entering the BFS.
Although I guess part of that is probably because most of us chose our team’s members in the first place.
Even my team chose our members, outside of Rebecca of course. But at least she shouldn’t be a weight that’ll hold us back.
That said, I can’t help but wonder what Amelia would say if she knew Rebecca was in my team. Considering how the two reacted yesterday with that duel and…
Wait a second…
I turn to Rebecca as I realize that I’d forgotten about their little duel.
“By the way, what’s that duel about between you and the girl from yesterday?” I ask Rebecca, hiding the fact that I know Amelia.
The other three pause mid-step towards the entrance before sending me a brief glance and focusing on Rebecca to hear her answer. Rebecca on the other hand just squints her eyes at me – likely wondering why I’m hiding my relationship with Amelia – before shaking her head and saying, “We met in a special gathering during elementary school. That’s all I’m going to say about that.”
Elementary school? I didn’t know Amelia back then.
I was never all that social during school, and especially not back in middle school. And Amelia was actually rather similar in that. But Aidan, on the other hand, was like a freight train that kind of forced all three of us together.
My thoughts are interrupted as Aidan – speak of the devil – suddenly pats my shoulder and says to Rebecca, “Do you have Meditation next? Because that’s where we’re all going, if you want to join us!”
Cyria turns a glare onto him, only to freeze in place as Rebecca actually nods her head and quietly says, “Sure.” Cyria then turns her hateful gaze towards her instead.
Hmm, well this’ll be an interesting team. That’s for sure.
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It doesn’t take long to reach our next class, which is Meditation, but when we do, we find a strange scene inside of the classroom.
Okay, what’s going on…?
In the front of the classroom, a man in a military uniform – likely our instructor – is… arm wrestling with a cadet…?
What the hell?
The man I’m assuming is the instructor is tall, with quite a bit of muscle on him that’s rather poorly hidden by his uniform as he laughs and utterly annihilates the cadet in the arm wrestle before stepping back and calling out, “Who’s next! C’mon!” with a pretty strong accent; one marking him as likely from the Kingdom of the Fallen.
As I’m taking in the man’s appearance that is the stark opposite of what you’d expect of a Meditation class instructor, Muscles walks up to him with a grin on his face. It isn’t until they’ve already clasped hands that I notice the lack of any groupies surrounding the kid.
First it was Rebecca, and now it’s him? Do groupies like that just not last long in the academy or something?
My thoughts go back to when Instructor Leo mentioned something about us not being suck-ups.
Does that happen at the beginning of every new year or something?
Maybe having a high status isn’t as important as I had thought here…
Because that would be wonderful, considering the people I’m teamed up with.
I glance at Rebecca before making a mental note to ask her about it later as I focus on the two muscle-heads again.
The instructor has a surprisingly long beard for someone in his… late twenties? Early thirties?
Not sure, but still young.
Although I’m not really one to call him young considering that I’m only eighteen.
My face begins to slip into a frown as I remember my current appearance before I shake my head.
Anyways, my eternally youthful appearance aside, Muscles actually puts up a decent fight against the instructor before getting beaten.
The instructor begins laughing rather boisterously, only to stop as he notices me and the others behind me.
“You!” he says while pointing at Aidan with a large grin, “Come over here an face me!”
Aidan – just as expected – gets a grin of his own before rolling up his sleeves, revealing the muscles that were hidden pretty well underneath as he rushes over shouting, “Hell yeah!”
I just silently shake my head at his actions before going to my usual seat in the back; the same one I’ve taken in all of my classes so far. That have had this seating arrangement that is. Considering how my Magical Warfare class didn’t have seats at all.
Anyways, as I’m sitting down, I look down at the instructor and Aidan as they begin their arm wrestling match.
Aidan’s always been pretty big on working out. In fact, he’s even the one who got me into doing it as well back around the beginning of our eighth grade year.
I glance at my arms before rolling up the sleeves and looking at the muscle on it for a few seconds, only to roll it back down again as I rest my head on my arms while focusing on their arm wrestling match.
That’s something I really am thankful for. Considering that it made me stuck like this, with a well-fit body.
I’m by no means as bulky as a body-builder, but I do have plenty of muscle. Even if I’d be rather skinny without it.
If I hadn’t been working out for years before getting the disease, then I would never have been fit enough to actually fight, much less hold a sword or a gun in combat. Not when I can’t gain or lose any muscle.
Although, technically, I can lift more if I want to feel a lot of pain in the process of doing it. After all, I can force myself to lift way too much without any regard to my muscles safety, ripping them completely in the process just for them to repair themselves again.
But that hurts like hell, and I would rather avoid doing that.
My thoughts are interrupted as the instructor begins speaking again, “Aight, class’s should be startin now, so get to yer seats!”
All of the cadets begin to climb the stairs to find their seats, meanwhile Aidan comes and sits next to Sophia instead of me this time.
“Man, that guy’s strong!” Aidan says with a hint of envy in his eyes as he looks at the man.
Yeah, you’re plenty strong yourself.
“Now, some of you may be wondrin why it is a man,” he pauses here to place his fingers spread out against his chest, “as wondrful as meself,” he then points towards us and finishes, “would be teachin you all a class like Meditation!”
He pauses here as the cadets all look between each other and him, only to spread his arms out wide and exclaim, “It’s because of a wondrful order given ta me on high by a lovely lady known as Alexis!”
Okay, so someone has a flare for-
“And ya know what she’n said?” the instructor asks, pulling his arms in to rub his beard before nodding his head as if what he is about to say is some sort of sage advice. “She’n said that – because I was late to pickin ma classes – this was the only class left for me ta teach this semester!”
-the dramatics…
Seriously?
The man then just shrugs and adds, “Aside from ma other two courses that is.”
Wait, what?
I hear chuckling coming from several corners of the classroom as various students fail to hold in their laughter – Aidan and Sophia included.
This instructor… is probably the strangest one I’ve seen yet at the academy.
“Aight, now that you’re all with me up here,” the instructor says while pointing at his head, “we can get down to the introductions!”
He then bows low to the ground and says, “Ma name is Vilgeirr Thorn, I’m a Class D magician makin ma way up to Class C soon enough,” he raises his head again and finishes with a large grin, “Is nice meetin you all!”
Wait, he’s getting close to becoming a Class C magician? That’s actually pretty impressive.
Although then again, he’d have to be something for the Republic to take in a refugee from the disaster-stricken Kingdom of the Fallen.
That aside, the guy is kind of funny. And he seems like a pretty nice guy, which is a rarity in the upper echelons of the Republic’s military.
“Now,” he begins, his face taking on a slightly more serious look, “this class’ll be teachin you all how to meditate properly to relax yer heart, yer mind, and yer mana arcs. Doin this will help you regenerate yer mana at a faster pace, which, as you all should know, can save yer life in the right situation.”
Once he finishes speaking, he practically stomps his foot on the ground, causing a large, tree-green spell circle to appear in front of him, followed by a portal just like the other instructor’s portals. Except with this one only having a single portal, with vines making up the edges of it as a couple dozen more vines leave the portal with books that are each placed in front of a cadet.
“Buuut,” the instructor says, drawing out the word before stomping his foot again to make all of the vines and the portal vanish, “yer gonna have to read through this first.”
I alternate between staring at the large book in front of me and the instructor before changing my opinion of the man a little.
This might take a while.
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In the end, today’s Meditation class turns out to be entirely theoretical, with no actual meditation involved. And a lot of reading.
Although the instructor – who interestingly enough just told us to call him by his first name – said that we would get into some meditation techniques tomorrow.
So there’s that at least.
Anyways, none of the others had any more classes for the day, so Aidan, Cyria, and Sophia all decided to go watch Rebecca’s duel during my Tactics and Battle Strategy class – which was rather empty, with only half a dozen cadets and a single first lieutenant as the instructor. That said, the class itself was pretty interesting. The instructor immediately went into the subject, going over past battle strategies used by the military in their wars against the other nations, with a specific emphasis on the only other nation that’s even close to rivaling ours.
The Collective Kingdoms of Rhia.
Which has a pretty interesting backstory in and of itself, but the instructor didn’t get very deep into it, saying that the class is a tactics and battle strategies class and not a history one.
Overall, I’d say that my classes weren’t half bad, and I can’t help but anticipate learning more despite the inherent danger in most of the classes.
At that thought, I reach the front doors of the tower before pausing to let them scan me for my key.
I just hope that my Magical Warfare class tomorrow won’t go too far into weapons training. Because that could end pretty poorly for me.
Although the instructor does seem to like me at least, so there’s that. But he’s still a magician, and magicians tend to all be pretty obsessive over getting stronger.
Especially the magicians of the Republic.
Better to be-
My thoughts are interrupted as the tower doors open and the sounds of faint explosions – similar to fireworks – begin echoing from a distance away.
Huh?
I step out of the tower before glancing at the direction of the noise and finding actual fireworks exploding over the large arena that the headmistress pointed at yesterday.
Did the duel just finish or something?
I stare out at the arena for a few seconds before shaking my head and starting towards the Snowcrest Diner. The others had agreed to meet up with me there after my class, and I’m feeling hungry.
 

 
One hour later
I frown at the girl following the other four into the diner balcony where I’ve been sitting.
Why is Amelia here, exactly?
Her eyes lock onto mine almost as soon as she steps onto the balcony with the others and begins walking over towards my table.
I turn my gaze to Aidan with a glare, only to find him cheerfully smiling back at me, pointedly ignoring the look I’m sending him.
“So, look who we brought!” Aidan exclaims, his smile only growing larger as he and the others all move around so that Amelia ends up sitting next to me. This only makes me lean forwards and place my head into my hands with a groan.
“Please,” I hear Amelia plead from the seat next to me.
Before she can say more, I feel someone – most likely Aidan – slap me on the shoulder, prompting me to look up again to find him standing next to me instead of in his chair.
“So she did what her family told her to do,” he starts with a shrug, “doesn’t mean that she wanted to do it. And it doesn’t mean our friendship was fake, okay?”
I look at him for a few seconds before turning to Amelia again.
Damn it.
I know he’s right, but…
Damn it.
Raising my head with a sigh, I look up at the falling snow without a word as I begin to remember the first time I met Amelia.
 

 
About six years ago
“Please? You’re in seventh grade now!” I hear the teacher – Mrs. Rodrick – plead from off to the side of the classroom. “You can’t just keep avoiding the other students!”
It’s currently the end of the last class of the week, and the English teacher – being the nice woman she is – gave us some time to relax and either socialize or just play cards with some of the decks she had around. Which I wasn’t expecting in junior high. I remember a lot of teachers doing it in elementary school, but I wasn’t expecting it here.
But then again, it doesn’t really matter much.
I pull the draw four card from my hand before placing it down on the desk between me and the random boy that walked up to me earlier, asking me to play cards with him.
“Aww! Pleeeeaaase don’t do that!!!” the boy – I think he said his name was Aidan – complains to me as he leans forwards, his long hair falling over his shoulder in the process.
Without saying anything, I simply stare at him for a few seconds before turning my head towards where I heard the teacher talking. As I’m doing this, Aidan continues to complain. Although not without drawing his four cards from the deck.
Anyways, when I find the teacher, I see her kneeling down next to a girl who has her head in her arms on her desk, not bothering to look at the teacher as Mrs. Rodrick continues attempting to get her to socialize with the others. And the way she’s doing it makes me think she already knows her somehow.
Maybe family? Or a friend of her family?
The girl herself has long black hair, all tied up in one braid. She’s wearing slacks and a black jacket over a simple T-shirt. But she still hasn’t said anything, even with the teacher talking to her.
I turn my attention back to Aidan, only to find him looking between me and the girl.
Guess he-
My thoughts are cut off as Aidan suddenly places the cards in his hand down on the table, startling me before getting up from his seat and walking over to the girl.
I watch him with slightly widened eyes as he walks up to the girl and begins talking to the teacher. As he’s talking, I notice the girl twitch slightly, as if she were listening to their conversation.
Hmm, that’s interesting.
Anyways, I place my own hand of cards onto the table before reaching down into my bag and grabbing a book.
Might as well read since that boy’s gone.
Several minutes pass by as I silently read until I find myself interrupted by a hand being placed on my shoulder, followed by Aidan’s voice, “Hey, we have a third person to play with us! So put that book down!”
I raise my head from the book to find the boy standing next to me with the girl next to him. When I look down, I also find his hand holding onto her wrist, as if he had dragged her here.
Guess that’s one way to force someone out of their shell.
Makes me wonder if that’s just this guy’s specialty or something.
Deciding that it would be more efficient to finish a game with him to get him to stop talking than trying to read as he continues bothering me, I place a bookmark into my book before putting it back into my bag. Meanwhile, Aidan lets go of the girl’s wrist and proceeds to drag another desk over to us. He then waves his hands at the chair and says, “Now please, sit me lady!”
I raise an eyebrow slightly at that before shaking my head and focusing on shuffling the deck in front of us to prepare for the next game.
As I’m doing this, both the girl and Aidan sit down, with the girl still fiddling with her hands with an incredibly anxious look on her face. Once Aidan notices this, he says, “C’mon! You’ll have a lot more fun if you just let go of whatever’s bothering you!”
The girl turns to look at him with wide eyes and asks, “How did you-!” speaking for the first time since I’ve met her, even with her cutting off midsentence.
I look between the two before a smile begins to form on my face.
Aidan really seems like a good guy. My first impression of him was mostly just that he was bossy.
The boy looks between me and the girl – obviously having noticed my smile – and grins with a look that makes it seem like he’d won a lottery. He then begins dealing out our hands, without wiping the stupid grin off of his face.
I turn to look at the girl, only to find her doing the same. However, we both turn back to Aidan as he says, “My name’s Aidan Hawkins.” He then finishes handing the cards out and raises his head, “What about you two?”
Oh, yeah. I never did give him my name, now did I?
“Nathan Fox,” I answer him with a nod before turning to the girl.
She still looks a little anxious, but she does at least seem to be doing better than before.
The girl takes a deep breath and says, “Amelia Rose.”
 

 
Back in the present
Even now, it’s still vivid in my memory, and ever since then, the three of us had been practically inseparable throughout our school years. And yet, I somehow got stuck on that one lie. Along with the risks hanging out with her could potentially bring me.
Although, if I’m being honest now… maybe the risk is worth still being friends with her. And the lie isn’t too bad.
After all, it was her parents who made her do it. Not to mention that she didn’t seem to want to, based off of the anxiety she was obviously feeling at the time.
For a while, I had just thought it was due to not being used to talking to others. But maybe it was actually due to the lie she had to tell everyone?
I lower my head again to find Amelia silently eating food that I didn’t even realize had been brought out.
After a few seconds, she notices my attention and turns to look at me as well.
I don't say anything for several more seconds, seemingly making her nervous with my gaze until I finally relent and say, "I forgive you."
Then I immediately turn to look at what little remains of my food as I hear her gasp in pleasant surprise.
Wait a second, I’d just ordered more right before they arrived… I turn to look at Aidan, only to find him chowing down on the dessert I used to have in front of me.
“Food thief,” I mutter with my eyes squinted, only to jerk slightly in surprise as I feel someone latch onto me in a hug. When I look down, I find Amelia actually crying whilst clutching onto me for dear life.
Hmm, maybe I was being a little selfish.
It looks like my avoiding her was really bothering her. And it was likely causing me even more trouble than not doing so, considering the way some of the people were acting a little while back – at her and Rebecca’s confrontation.
So maybe I should stop trying to go out of my way to avoid trouble from now on as well. Especially considering that doing that only seems to be attracting more of it to me anyways.
Obviously I won’t be telling anyone about my secret though, and I’ll still try to avoid getting hurt and showing anyone my healing. But avoiding people just because they come from a powerful family isn’t helping anything at this point.
I gently rub Amelia’s back before raising my other hand to call for a waiter.
Since a certain idiot stole my dessert.




Chapter 20

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-
Magic Circle Practice
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 5 | Day 7
 
As soon as I step into my dorm room, leaving Aidan to go to his own, I walk up to the desk with my books in hand, only to pause as I find a nice looking bag in it. One that I remember seeing the older cadets carrying around.
I place my books onto the desk before grabbing the device we used in Magic Circuitry and placing that next to the books. After that, I pick up the bag and begin opening the different compartments out of curiosity.
The bag has two different major sections, one that’s just a large open space to carry something big in, and the other that has some sort of folder with several sections for multiple different classes. It has a few different detachable straps, allowing someone to carry it under one arm, on their back, or even just hooking it to their uniform – which I’m not sure why someone would want to do, considering its size.
That said, it looks a lot more convenient than what I’ve been doing. Also, who’s the one that put these in here? I know they don’t allow non-magicians on campus, so did they just have a second lieutenant go through dropping off bags? Because that sounds a little degrading for how much the Republic hypes up their magicians.
Although, on second thought, I guess after the magician’s ten year time period in the military ends – assuming they don’t die during it of course – they still need jobs. And they might be perfect for a job like that in a magician-only place.
I can kind of understand their rule of not letting non-magicians on campus, but that’s only because of the harsh drafting the Republic does in the first place.
Magicians are automatically sent to the academy after graduating high school, but non-magicians are randomly drafted at some point in their life before they turn forty for a period of two to five years.
Which is… rather sad, to be honest.
The Republic has had a bit of an overpopulation problem for a while, and this is one of the ways to solve it, while also keeping our military dominance in the world. It’s a pretty damn brutal method to do it, and a large majority of the non-magicians in the Republic don’t reach their forties before dying on a brutal battlefield due to some magician’s spell.
My parents were some of the lucky ones who had both managed to survive their time in service; one as a magician, one as a non-magician. Which isn’t a very common pairing.
Although, the other nations of the world aren’t exactly all that much better than ours. Just with a bit less oppression, and a lot less military strength.
But at least all of the nations take care of children pretty well, keeping them out of any danger.
After I finish inspecting the bag, I turn my attention towards the books on my desk before carefully placing each of them into the bag and hanging the bag by its strap on the back of the chair sitting in front of the desk. After that, I grab the device and glance at the door.
It might be best if I checked to see where he was…
I place it into my pocket again before walking up to my door and cracking it open to look through the suite for Aidan, only to find light spilling out from under his room’s door, along with faint snoring sounds coming from the room.
Okay, he’s in his room. Although I didn’t realize that he snored.
Anyways, I should be good to practice.
I just hope backfiring as a fire magician doesn’t make too much noise. Because I know that the backfiring of a spell tends to be dependent on the type of mana that backfired.
Like how Muscles’ arm began to morph into something monstrous due to his enhancement mana.
“Please don’t let there be explosions,” I mutter with a quick look through my pretty much spotless room.
Although I shouldn’t be doing anything too dangerous as long as I follow the commands the instructor told us. Two taps on the crystal means to cancel the magic circle, one tap is to activate the script in it.
Which is rather poorly designed, but I guess it was an S Class magician that designed it. One who didn’t care much about the people using it, since they weren’t going to use it themself.
Right as I’m about to put on the device and begin, a thought comes to mind and I begin taking off my uniform’s blazer, along with the armor beneath it and placing them on my bed.
Just in case something goes wrong. After all, it wouldn’t be very hidden if I had a partially damaged or even destroyed uniform when going to my first class tomorrow.
And with that thought, I put the device back onto my wrist just like earlier today before feeling that strange buzzing sensation again. I then step towards the open space of my room in front of my bed and allow my mana to enter the device, once again focusing on the process the device uses as it both creates the circle and moves my mana. After that, I tap the crystal twice, causing the magic circle to begin vanishing, first with each line of the star inside of it, then with the circle on the outside of it shrinking down until it practically vanishes, leaving nothing but my mana behind.
Okay, I didn’t get any of that.
Then again, I guess making a circle on your own is a high course requirement and not a low course one. So it’s not meant to be easy.
With that thought in mind, I repeatedly use the device to make and reverse magic circle after magic circle after magic circle until finally, right as I press the button once and am about to press it again, I hear a knock on the door followed by Aidan’s voice, startling me out of my focused state into missing the button.
“I’m going to be heading out with Sophia to-” I can’t hear whatever else he’s saying as the red magic circle turns glitchy before leaking large amounts of flames that latch right onto my arm beneath it, beginning to burn right through my skin and into the muscles beneath while bits of my fire mana attempt to force its way through the device into the circle, only feeding it more. Meanwhile, my arm automatically begins to rebuild itself from nothing despite the flesh previously making it up no longer existing as it continues to burn, creating a seemingly endless process as I fall to my knees on the floor of my room.
“FUU-” I begin a scream only to cover my mouth with my other hand while chomping down as hard as possible on my tongue to shut myself up, biting part of the way through it in the process before I instinctively hold myself back from going further, creating even more pain for myself as blood instantly floods my mouth, with some of it spilling both down my throat and out of my mouth.
Meanwhile, through the pain, I can vaguely tell that Aidan had stopped talking before he knocks on the door again and asks, “Nathan? You good in there?”
After only a couple of seconds, the blood that had spilled out from the bite on my tongue finishes flying back into my tongue and repairing itself after having rushed either back up my throat or through my lips. So I push through the pain of my still burning arm with tears flowing down my eyes to say as calmly as I can manage, “Yesss,” only to still let some of my pain show in the word.
The fire burns for several more seconds until I finally figure out how to force the device to stop pulling my mana from me, stopping the flow of mana into the messed up magic circle, making it slowly begin to fade from existence without making any more flames.
I let out a loud gasp of air as soon as the flames still on my arm finally finish burning, leaving my arm to finish repairing itself before I find myself falling onto the floor face first despite not being able to feel tired.
“Well, if you’re sure…” I hear Aidan speaking again from the other side of the door. “I’m gonna go now. Catch ya later!”
I roll over onto my front as the sensations of the pain continue to echo through my memory for the next several minutes of silence.
Once I’m sure he’s gone, I open my mouth and mutter, “That fucking hurt.”




Chapter 21

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-
Day Two
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 5 | Day 8
 
When I enter the Magic Circuitry class, I find Rebecca already sitting where she was yesterday.
Huh, she got here early.
I walk up the stairs to my usual spot before sitting down as she turns around and says, “Morning Nathan.”
“Morning.” I say back while placing my bag on the table in front of me and setting my sword and rifle against the wall behind me, not bothering to take anything out of the bag since the instructor already said that we’re going to be practicing making our magic circles today.
The thought of magic circles immediately reminds me of last night.
I still don’t know why my disease tries to use up the remnants of my body first before returning it to normal, even if they’re burnt or separated, but it does. My only guess is that it’s specific to the time mana that was infused into my body, but even if the parts aren’t usable anymore, it wipes them from existence before returning whatever is still in existence and recovering all of the rest.
Although regardless of why my disease is like this, it is rather convenient in regard to clearing any signs of my injury from a place. Since it uses my own spilled blood while repairing my body, and thereby leaving my room without any signs of the incident, seeing as I at least managed to keep my arm above the ground throughout all of it so as to not burn the floor of my room.
Which was really all I could do during that pain, outside of keeping myself from screaming of course.
That aside, I did make sure not to get too focused that I would be surprised by something like an unexpected visitor when I eventually tried another magic circle an hour after the little incident.
All it took to motivate myself to continue doing it was imagining what would happen if something like that happened during class.
Because that wouldn’t be a pretty sight.
Just the thought of ending up as a test subject for some powerful magician is enough to power through the pain, or the thought of feeling more pain due to messing up.
Although, even with my repeated practice last night, I’m still nowhere near even close to being able to make a magic circle without the device…
I turn my attention towards the door for a few seconds, wondering where the others are before leaning back in my chair.
At most I can understand a very blurry picture of the theoretical way to move my mana through the magical membrane. But even if I could do it, I can’t even move my mana in the way the device shows without the device yet, so it’s not like I could test it.
It’s honestly a little frustrating, but I at least know how to cut my mana off from the magic circle if it does backfire. So there’s that.
I should be able to stop it from making itself known to others by cutting it off almost immediately, since it’s only flames leaking out. Assuming there aren’t any other types of backfiring for fire mana, that is.
My thoughts are interrupted as I hear the door to the room open again – which as it turns out, if the door opens on one side, it opens on the other side too – followed by Aidan, Cyria, and Sophia stepping through it. They then begin climbing the stairs towards us, with Aidan casually waving on the way.
Cyria sits next to me, with the other two sitting by her. Meanwhile, several other students enter the classroom through the portal, with Muscles following at the back of the group.
A bit of anxiety builds up in my chest as I wait for the instructor to enter, only for me to clear it away with a deep breath, reminding myself to just act normal.
I practiced last night for a reason after all.
Several minutes pass by with a peaceful chatter filling the room from the cadets before the instructor finally comes in and immediately heads to his desk. He then just stays there for a few more minutes until class time officially begins, where he claps his hands once, causing a small explosion of flames to come from them, drawing the attention of all of the cadets and silencing them in an instant.
“Alright, if you completed the program last time, go to the training facility and begin practicing your magic circles,” he says while crossing his arms, “Instructor Dawn should already be in there and ready in case something goes wrong.”
He then waves his hand past the magi-tech board, prompting the same tutorial and a different program from last time to appear on the board, “As for the rest of you, you may either practice coding some more, or you can attempt this new assignment.”
One of the cadets raises their hand as I begin to get up from my seat and gather my things. Once the instructor nods his head at the cadet, he asks a question, “Why a new one and not the other one?”
The instructor walks around the desk at the front before leaning back against the front of it and says, “Because I know some of you probably wrote down the assignment and got help from other cadets on it from higher years.”
His gaze immediately locks onto a few cadets in particular as they show small reactions to his words, “And the point of this little test is to see if you have the ability to write a program on the spot without any help. Because you won’t have any help when casting a spell in battle.”
At this point, I begin to walk down the stairs towards the training facility with Cyria and Sophia following next to me.
“Now, if you want any pointers when you’re working on the tutorial, I’d be happy to help,” I hear him say right before we enter the portal and once again appear in the training facility.
The place looks the same as it was yesterday, except for the chair I find Instructor Dawn sitting on a chair near the magi-tech board in the facility. After we walk in, she raises her head from a book she had been reading to look at us, only for her gaze to lock onto Sophia and reveal a faint smile before she nods and looks back down at her book.
I glance at Sophia with a raised brow.
Guess I’m not the only one with an instructor considering me a favorite. Although for her it’s likely because of her knowledge, while for me, I think Instructor Leo just likes that I stay quiet, listen, and have fire affinity.
Anyways, deciding to avoid the obvious location for practice, I start walking over to the shooting range. Once I get there, I set my rifle and sword down against the wall, along with my bag, before looking around at the other cadets as they file into the room.
Overall, there are about eight other cadets in the room besides me, Sophia, and Cyria. And over half of them moves over to the training dummies, while Cyria and Sophia both decided to follow me to the shooting range.
There are also a couple of cadets who start practicing almost as soon as they enter the room, with Muscles actually being one of them.
Although I’m not sure if he’s trying to act more responsible due to his past embarrassments, or if he’s just rushing to make sure that doesn’t happen anymore.
But at least he’s not doing anything to bother us, so it doesn’t really matter to me why he’s actually doing what he’s supposed to be doing.
Putting Muscles aside, I begin practicing my own spell circles while being extremely careful not to mess anything up, even giving up some focus on learning to make sure I don’t do anything wrong.
After all, I can spend more time focusing during my nighttime training, so less efficiency now won’t matter much then.
 

 
It takes about ten or so minutes before some more cadets begin to enter the training facility, with Aidan being one of them. After canceling the magic circle I was working on, I turn my attention towards him as he makes it to our group without saying a word so as to not disturb the girls who are still focusing on their own magic circles.
Suddenly, a water portal just like in Mana Manipulation yesterday appears above him and a device just like the one on my arm falls down from it front of Aidan, landing onto the floor with a light clink.
Aidan looks at the device on the floor before turning towards the instructor as I turn my attention back to practicing. It looks like she’s gonna teach him, so I’ll just go back to practicing.
After that, we spend the entirety of the rest of class practicing in silence.
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Mana Arc Training
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 5 | Day 8
 
I’m starting to wish that I could get more muscle again…
This thought goes through my mind as I lean my weapons up against the wall in my mana manipulation class before sitting down.
I may not get tired, but that doesn’t mean it’s enjoyable to do something that would normally tire me out. Like carrying heavy weapons everywhere I go. After all, the little bits of damage are still being done, it’s just that – according to the doctor – the damage is healing before it can build up.
So it kind of feels like the first bit of exercise in a workout, except constantly as I’m lugging those weapons around everywhere.
Although… I turn my attention towards Sophia to see her grimacing as she sets the long metal staff she chose as her weapon down against the wall.
At least my weapons have straps or sheaths to carry them with.
Anyways, I turn my attention towards the front of the room again as the instructor continues reading her book while sitting on her desk as if there wasn’t a chair behind it.
My Fundamentals of Fire class was basically the same thing as it was yesterday. Just completely lecture and theory, but I’m pretty sure that’s all the class will be. Seeing as it’s a class to teach us about our elements.
“How long does it usually take for your mana arcs to develop after splitting anyways?” Aidan suddenly asks Sophia.
I turn to look at them as she answers rather enthusiastically, “It entirely depends on the magician’s talent level. The mana arcs of a level 1 talent normally take about twenty or so days for a newly split mana arc to fully develop enough to be able to be trained. But the mana arcs of a level 2 talent take about fourteen days, with a level 3 talent being about eleven days, a level 4 talent being about eight days, and finally, a level 5 talent taking about four days to develop.”
“You really do know a lot, don’t you!” Aidan exclaims with a grin on his face before looking down as Sophia begins to blush slightly and muttering, “So it should take about eleven days for my mana arcs to develop after splitting…”
Oh? So he’s the same talent level as me then.
I never did ask him what his talent level was, but it looks like we should be improving our mana arcs at about the same pace.
At that thought, the sound of a book snapping shut can be heard from the front of the classroom, followed by the instructor’s voice, “Class is starting, so get to your seats.”
The few people who were standing around all quickly move to their seats before the instructor continues speaking, “Now, to get started, visualize your mana arcs like you always used to do for your magician checkups.”
I shiver slightly at the thought of the checkups as flashes of some of the things the doctor did to me to test my immortality come to the forefront of my thoughts. After a couple of seconds though, I manage to shake my head and begin going through the same routine I’ve been doing ever since my first checkup in elementary school.
A few seconds after the image of the two blazing red mana arcs running throughout my body appears in my mind, the instructor continues speaking again, “After that’s done, all you have to do to train your arcs is mess around with it. Whether that means visualizing yourself reaching out for it and pinching it, or it means lightly massaging and stretching it. Any sort of action towards them that puts some sort of strain will train the arc.”
I begin to visualize myself reaching out and stretching the arc slightly before raising my eyebrows in surprise as small little embers begin dropping off of the mana arc at the areas around where I touched, causing a minor burning sensation in my chest that doesn’t last long.
“When you do this, you should feel a little bit of discomfort around your chest. This discomfort will be tied to whatever element you have an affinity for, so people with fire affinity will feel a slight burning sensation, while those with water affinity will feel an uncomfortable rush of some sort of fluid through their chest. But you can only train one arc at a time, and you can’t train an arc while one is still developing unless you’re using a specific and extremely rare device. No one, not even Class S magicians, has been able to figure out the reason for this. It just doesn’t train the arc, leaving you with nothing but the discomfort and no progress.” Her voice continues as I reach out again to poke and prod at the mana arc. “You will know when your mana arc is ready to split by instinct, and if you try to split an arc that isn’t ready, then you will immediately be filled with a sense of revulsion, forcing you to stop. Sort of like a gag reaction, where your body forces you to stop doing something that will be considered harmful to you.”
Every time I touch the mana arc, small embers trickle off of it, causing the burning sensation from before to reappear, only to disappear after a few seconds of each touch.
The sensation itself doesn’t feel that bad. Mostly feels a little like heartburn, with the heartburn getting worse and worse the longer I touch or mess with it.
“There are tricks to train your mana arcs faster, but the faster you train it, the worse the sensation will feel in your chest as you do so,” the instructor says as I hear a few grunts from some of the cadets a little ways away from me. “Now, I went over this a little bit yesterday, but I will be giving you all half an hour at the end of every class to train your mana arcs. If you’re still in the development phase of a new mana arc at the time, then you may tell me and leave the class for the day at that time.”
I briefly stop playing around with the mana arc to open my eyes and look at the instructor, only to see her once again lounging on the desk with a stool of water as her footrest as she continues speaking, “The speed to fully train a mana arc is almost entirely dependent on how fast you go at it and the number of arcs you have to use in training the others, with only a small boost from your talent level factoring in as well.”
Suddenly, she pauses and looks around the room with a glare, despite the fact that half of the cadets are currently visualizing their mana arcs right now before saying, “And remember this. Your talent level is only really important when it comes to the natural development phase of your split mana arcs. Other than that, the small boost in training speed is almost nonexistent considering how quickly some people with high pain tolerance can train. And the difference in flexibility between talent levels matters more for your mana arcs’ durability when casting powerful spells than it does for training, because people can easily go around that problem by training various different locations at once.”
I quickly return to visualizing my mana arcs before her gaze can reach me. Except this time, I attempt to reach out and stretch it, only slightly at first, before gradually increasing the pressure, which also consecutively increases the amount of embers falling off and therefore the strength of the burning sensation in my chest. After I stretch it a couple of inches out, the heartburn-like sensation turns into a real burning one, much more similar to how it felt to be burnt yesterday, except at a much duller level, and without any actual damage to my body.
Despite the pain, I don’t even let out a single sound and instead continue to stretch it out even further, causing the imaginary fire burning in my chest to get stronger and hurt more and more until I stop stretching it further and begin to slowly let it relax.
Guess the doctor’s experiments were good for my pain tolerance at least. That and the pain I went through last night.
Also, I didn’t realize mana arcs were so stretchy. Even if part of it is because I’m a level 3 talent, which isn’t necessarily bad. But I’d imagine a level 1 talent’s mana arcs aren’t as stretchy by a long shot.
Then again, it’s as the instructor said. It shouldn’t matter.
I visualize myself stretching the mana arc in multiple different places to a slightly lesser degree, and the pain exponentially increases from what it was at before.
This time I do let out a grunt of pain as the pain of the flames reaches a level that almost equals the pain of the flames from yesterday, except without the added pain of a partially severed tongue.
I grimace as I lower the pressure on the two spots, only to pause slightly as I hear the instructor say, “For this class, and this class only, I will let you all spend the entirety of the class focusing solely on training your mana arcs. So have at it, and if I see you slacking, then I’ll be happy to show you how it feels to have your blood flow backwards through your arm.”
My eyebrows lift slightly at that statement before I double down on my mana arc training again.
Because that isn’t an experience I want to feel.
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“So, what did you think about our Mana Manipulation class?” Aidan asks with a weary look on his face as he rubs his chest, despite the class having been a couple of hours ago, before lunch. “Because I hated it.”
I raise an eyebrow at him before answering, “It was productive.”
The three girls walking with us all snicker at my answer while Aidan just sends me an amusing look. One that expresses pretty clearly that my answer wasn’t what he was looking for.
I ignore his look as we enter the Magical Warfare classroom, only to find the instructor surrounded by several other military officers in front of the BFS, with the other cadets that’re already in the class standing off to the side as the officers talk amongst themselves.
Well, this is interesting, but I guess it would be difficult for the instructor to teach over two dozen cadets about each and every weapon they chose. So, they’re probably here to help teach us about our chosen weapons.
We walk over towards the shooting range at the far right wall of the area with the BFS in the center of it before setting our stuff down and talking over the next several minutes. During this time, the rest of the cadets all slowly fill into the classroom until the instructor suddenly claps his hands, attracting the attention of everyone in the class as he begins speaking, “As I mentioned last class, you’re going to be training for your new weapons today. If you don’t know anything about your chosen weapon, then I have at least one officer here for every weapon that was on the rack. They will go around teaching each of you about your weapons.”
“And even if you do know how to use your chosen weapons,” the instructor turns to look at the older cadets as he says this, “you should still take the opportunity to get advice on how to improve with them.”
He then waves his hand towards the panel, and the officer standing behind it as he adds, “Lastly, since not all of you have suitable training areas in this room for your weapons, you may ask officer Hawk to add a partition in the BFS that he’d think would work well for your training.”
“Now,” he says with a clap, making several of the cadets flinch from the suddenness of it, “you may begin your training. The officers will go to the cadets they see that have their specialized weapons first.”
“Which in my case is…” Instructor Leo then turns to me before he finishes, “the sniper rifle.”
I look around the room at the other five or six students with sniper rifles before focusing on the instructor again as the officers begin to scatter throughout the room, each going to different groups of cadets to teach. Meanwhile, Instructor Leo walks over to me while pulling his sword out of another one of those fiery portals, followed by a sniper rifle that he takes from the same portal.
He really does seem to like me. Is it because I have three classes with him this semester? Or is it just my fire affinity?
Because none of the other cadets with sniper rifles had fire affinity.
What’s more, is that I highly doubt that I was the only person who had expressed an interest in the weapons when first entering the room, but he still singled me out and told me to pick my weapon first.
Right as the instructor reaches me, Aidan surprisingly asks him a question, “How are you instructors able to make those portals anyways? Wouldn’t they require space mana or something?”
Sophia beats Instructor Leo to answering as she enthusiastically exclaims, “Nope! The instructor is using a spell commonly known as a plane storage!”
The instructor turns to look at her with an impressed look on his face before he asks, “That’s correct. But do you know what it is?”
She sends him a surprisingly smug look as she answers, “Of course I do. To create a plane storage spell, a few things must be done first. To start things off, a magician must use a planar gate spell, which is a spell that uses your mana to safely open the natural barrier between the natural plane and the plane of your element. Once a magician of the Republic does that, they will then be able to use a device exclusive to the Republic – one created by the only known Space Special affinity magician in existence – to save the coordinates of the location in the plane and lock the space around the area you connected with the gate, blocking it from anyone or anything outside of directly opening a hole in the natural barrier within the locked space. After this is done, the magician will be able to use those coordinates when creating a plane storage spell of their own.” She then shrugs as she finishes. “Which is really just a planar gate spell connected specifically to the closed off space you made with the device that allows the magician to use the space as their own personal storage.”
My eyes widen slightly at the long explanation before I notice the instructor slowly nodding his head. He then mutters, “Now I can see why she’s taken an interest in you…”
His words confuse Sophia for a second, but he doesn’t seem to care as he says, “You’re correct. But that’s not the point of this class.” He then turns to look at me and continues, “The point right now is to teach you how to use your weapons.”
I nod my head at his words before noticing another officer walking our way with his gaze locked on the staff in Sophia’s hands. Meanwhile, the other officers all seem to be gathering students together that have the same weapons to teach, including one officer with a sniper rifle of his own who’s gathering the other students with the weapon.
My attention is drawn back to Instructor Leo as he continues speaking whilst moving his sniper rifle to hang on his back by its strap and drawing his sword, “I’d like to get to work training you in the sniper rifle first, but you’ll be dead pretty quickly on a battlefield if you can’t fight up close, so before I do that, you should at least learn how to wield your sword. Even if only a little.”
His words cause me to tense up slightly before I relax again to reach down and grab my own sword, unsheathing it as I do so.
The words of various other officers begin to fill the room as Instructor Leo looks at the sword in my hand and says, “Now, yes, you should know how to wield your sword. But I won’t be getting too deep on that subject. The sniper rifle is, after all, my main weapon. And it will likely end up as yours as well.”
Okay, so that’s good at least. It means he probably won’t be getting to sparring or anything like that during this training.
Which, if that’s the case, his attention might not be a bad thing.
“That said,” he continues after a pause while looking up at my face, “I will show you a few tips to using the sword.”
After saying that, the instructor walks up to me and pulls me over to the shooting range. He then says, “Alright, now, you can either hold your sword with a single hand, or with both hands at the same time. But I would recommend using one hand so that your other one is open for spellcasting.”
I raise my sword with one hand, immediately noticing how light it is in my hand as he nods his head in approval and reaches for my hand to adjust my hold on it. He then moves next to me and swings his sword vertically and horizontally once each before asking me to do the same and giving me critique once I do.
Following this, he continues having me practice these two swings for the next ten minutes until he starts showing me various other types of swings, along with some counters after he sees that I have enough strength to cleanly swing it. And once he feels he’s shown me enough of the basics, he sheathes his sword and grabs his sniper rifle instead with a grin as he says, “Now for the fun part.”
My eyes widen slightly before I follow suit, sheathing my own sword and grabbing the sniper rifle that I had placed on the ground next to the shooting range.
“As you can probably tell, this weapon is a lot more complicated to learn the basics of than a sword,” he says, his opinion probably being both true and a little biased at the same time as he takes one hand off of his weapon and moves closer to me to point at several different spots on the weapon, “and there are a lot of small parts to the weapon, with several of them being detachable or adjustable. Making it more difficult to get a grasp on just the weapon itself, much less how to shoot it.”
The instructor then goes on to explain each and every part of the sniper rifle, from the scope to the rear – also known as the pistol – and forward grips, and even the adjustable bipod at the front end of the gun, along with how to remove the parts that can be removed before putting them back on again.
He ends up taking longer just to explain the use of each and every part of the rifle than it took for us to practice the sword. And even then, he only moves on to explain and demonstrate the magical parts after over half of the class has passed.
At the same time, various sounds ring out throughout the room during the class, including gun shots, metal hitting metal, and other noises made from the weapons.
“Now this part.” He says while pointing to a large red gem implanted in the pistol grip of the sniper rifle. The gem looks almost exactly the same as the two gems that were implanted in the sword’s pommel, except a decent amount larger. “Is the main magic gem of the rifle, and it acts similar to how the two smaller gems act on the sword you have, but with a different effect. All you have to do is infuse it with mana, and it’ll supercharge the next bullet you fire from the rifle.”
He then lifts his own rifle and points at the same large gem on his as he continues, “Unfortunately, the gems are only able to do one specific thing for each gem, but the ones on our rifles’ pistol grips are extremely powerful and can cause a person to burst into flames from a single shot, assuming it makes it past both their barrier and mana membrane. Which is entirely possible if you give it enough mana.”
My eyes widen at that before I place my palm on the pistol grip, feeling the gem beneath my palm.
“And that should be all you need to know about the sniper rifle itself, along with this one’s build, so how about we get to shooting?” He asks with a near ecstatic look on his face as he begins to move up to the end of one of the lanes at the target practice area.
Okay, his enthusiasm for sniper rifles is… impressive, to say the least.
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Once he reaches the lane, he presses some buttons on a screen at the top of the counter meant to stop people from entering the lane, causing the target located several meters away from the counter to shoot backwards at an incredibly fast speed, stopping only after a number on the screen says 2500 meters.
My eyes widen as I see how far the lane goes before the instructor raises his rifle and puts his eye to the scope, despite the three-feet-wide target being so miniscule that it’s practically impossible to see at this point with the naked eye. Meanwhile, both the students and officers gathered at the target practice lanes all begin focusing entirely on the instructor.
Is a shot at that distance even possible?! And how large is this place, anyways?
The instructor takes a deep breath, while at the same time a red light begins to emanate from his left hand, on the back grip of the rifle.
I quickly glance at my own rifle before noticing the other red gem on the back grip.
He never said what that does…
I turn back to look at him again to find the light emanating from his left hand to flare outwards as his finger pulls the trigger, causing a bullet to shoot out of the end of the barrel, straight down the lane.
However, surprisingly enough, despite his use of magic, no explosion happens, leaving the various onlookers – myself included – confused if not a little disappointed. This doesn’t last long though, as the instructor presses a button on the screen before the target at the far end of the lane appears near us a few seconds later, with a bullet stuck to the bullseye.
The jaws of several cadets around us drop, meanwhile the two officers near us show impressed looks as they begin clapping.
“That was a shot with the other magic gem’s effect,” Instructor Leo says while nodding at the others and turning to me again, “it converts most of the mana inserted into light mana that is then used to focus the shooter’s scope further, allowing them to see longer distances while also converting the remaining mana to neutral mana that it then uses to create a vaguely protective barrier of neutral mana around the bullet. And while this doesn’t completely protect the bullet from things like air resistance and wind, it does at least give it a small buffer against it, making the shot stay more accurate to the scope.”
He turns to the screen again while pressing some buttons on it before nodding at me and saying, “Now you try,” as the target moves back to a position about 500 meters away, according to the screen.
Once the other students and officers realize the instructor isn’t going to shoot again, they turn back to their own training.
I let out a mental sigh of relief at this as I walk up to the counter before raising my sniper rifle to my face, holding it just like the instructor told me earlier. Once I look through the scope, I find my view instantly magnified all the way to the end of the lane, with the scope’s crosshairs pointing towards the ground by the target.
After adjusting my aim so that the crosshairs are aiming directly at the bullseye of the target, I take a deep breath, only to pause as I feel the instructor move my hand slightly and adjust the butt of the rifle against my shoulder a little. Once he finishes, he steps back again and says, “Remember to keep your mouth and both of your eyes open when you shoot.”
I grunt in acknowledgement while setting my aim again, just for him to speak again, “And make sure your eye isn’t too close to the scope.”
Isn’t too close to the… oh, because of recoil.
I move my head slightly backwards before finally firing, causing the rifle to jerk backwards slightly in my arms despite me expecting the recoil, messing up my aim a bit as the bullet flies into the far edge of the target, only barely skimming it. Fortunately, though, I at least manage to avoid making a fool of or even hurting myself from the recoil thanks to the instructor’s constant help.
When I look back at the instructor, I find him nodding his head with an impressed look on his face as he says, “That was pretty good for your first shot. Now do it again.”
With a brief nod, I turn back to the lane while pressing the button to change cartridges.
I could get used to this.
 

 
After taking several more shots, the instructor finally decides to end the class by shouting, “That’s enough for today! And while tomorrow is your day off, I would spend at least some of it reviewing what you’ve learned today! Because you’re all going to be training more with them on Monday before taking a test!”
Groans echo throughout the room at the mention of a test before the students all begin to gather their belongings.
As I’m about to do the same, Instructor Leo puts his hand on my shoulder and says, “Not you. I want to talk to you about something once everyone leaves.”
My eyes widen in surprise at that before a wave of anxiety flows through me.
The hell?
He turns to the screen at the counter I’ve been shooting at and begins resetting it as he adds, “That aside, I also want to give you a case for your rifle. Because lugging it around like that can’t be comfortable.”
These words calm the anxiety that instantly shot through me when he put his hand on my shoulder.
If he’s wanting to help me with that, then whatever he wants to talk about can’t be anything bad for me.
I quickly tell the other members of my team to leave without me before going to gather up my things. They show obvious curiosity as to why the instructor wants to speak with me alone, but none of them say anything about it, instead simply saying that they would wait for me outside.
 

 
It ends up taking a few minutes for everyone to clear out, and even after they do, the instructor still doesn’t take his attention away from whatever he’s doing on his terminal.
Uh, now it’s just getting awkward…
After a few minutes of silence, Instructor Leo suddenly smiles and closes the screen floating above the card in his hand before walking straight up to me and saying, “Now, I know what I’ve been told, but I just had to see it for myself.”
I tilt my head slightly in confusion, only to frown as the instructor grabs my arm and raises it while pulling back my sleeve with his other hand.
The hell-
My thoughts are interrupted as he suddenly pulls out a knife and slices it across my arm before I can even register him pulling it out, making me grunt slightly in pain as blood splashes out of my arm, only to suddenly fly back into it again with the wound sealing itself up seconds later.
“What the fuck?!” I shout, jerking my arm back in surprise.
The instructor simply lets me pull my arm back. When I look up at his face while pulling my sleeve back down and stepping back with caution, all I find is a slightly interested expression on the instructor’s face.
“Huh, it looks like the crazy bastard wasn’t losing it after all,” he mutters before looking at my face and saying with a shrug, “I was originally going to test it with much more extreme measures, but then I grew a little fond of you.”
My eyes widen even further as I try to comprehend what he’s saying.
What does he… does he mean someone told him?!
Wait, crazy bastard…
The face of a certain doctor enters my mind, making my expression darken along with it.
“Oh, it looks like you’ve guessed who told me about your little secret,” he says with a nod, “at least that means I won’t have to explain things as much.”
He then moves back slightly and claps his hands, causing a portal to open.
I jerk backwards at the appearance of the portal, expecting something dangerous to come out of it, only for a black box to fall out of it into the instructor’s hands. He then hands it to me and says, “Here. It’s the case to the sniper rifle on your back.”
My brows furrow in confusion as I glance back and forth between the box and his face.
Okay, what the fuck is going on?
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“You’re free to go now,” the instructor says with a wave of his hand after placing the box onto the floor in front of me and turning around towards his bag.
I stare at him as he walks for a few seconds before stuttering, “W-wait a second! Why aren’t you…”
Instructor Leo turns around and looks at me with a confused look on his face, only for it to clear up as he says, “Well, the bastard might be crazy, but I’d never go against him. Not if I value my own life.”
He then turns around and continues walking whilst adding, “And besides. You’ve caught my interest, and I want to teach you.”
I blink a few times in shock before his first reason clicks in my mind.
Why would he be afraid of the doctor…?
Deciding to voice my question out loud, I ask, “But why would you be afraid of that psychopath?”
The instructor actually chuckles at that before saying, “If he hasn’t said anything, then I sure as hell am not.”
This answer only confuses me even further, but before I can ask anything else, he asks, “Aren’t your friends waiting in the tower?”
I open my mouth for a few seconds, but nothing comes out, so I close it again, grab the box, and begin making my way out of the room, still in a stupor. However, right as I’m about to open the door to the classroom, I remember two things and turn around again.
“You said that you were going to go to more extreme measures to test me…” I begin before looking around the room and asking, “What did you mean by that? And what if this room is being recorded?”
“Don’t worry about any recordings. The classrooms are all personal spaces of the instructors who teach in them, so the academy doesn’t have rule in here,” he says without taking his focus off of the paper he must have gotten from either his bag or his plane storage when I wasn’t looking, “oh, and I was originally planning on shooting you in the lung to test your immortality. It would have been easy enough to explain if you weren’t immortal, and I could’ve just had someone come in and heal you. Although if it wouldn’t have killed you had you been mortal, then I would’ve just shot you in the brain.”
A cold sweat emerges on the back of my neck as I immediately turn around and walk through the portal.
 

 
It isn’t until after I’ve already left that the thought of asking him why the doctor told him about me comes to mind.
The others notice me as soon as I come out of the door, but I turn to look at it again whilst debating with myself about whether or not I should go back in, only to turn back towards the others again.
I can ask him that on Monday.
“So what did he want to talk about?” Cyria asks with a curious look on her face.
I answer by raising the box that the instructor had given me, “He gave me a case for my sniper rifle.”
The four of them – with Rebecca apparently just having permanently joined what used to be our group of four – all look at the box with curiosity before we begin walking towards our next class.
But as we walk, a chaotic wave of what-ifs passes through my mind until I shake my head to snap myself out of it.
The doctor wouldn’t sacrifice his ‘perfect test subject’ by telling someone he thinks would blab about the secret. And even if the instructor didn’t have his trust – whether through fear or other reasons – it’s not like I can do anything to him.
Not only is the man a Class C magician, but he’s also the one who taught me how to use the only weapons I have any training to use. Although that isn’t much training as of yet.
And there’s no way I would ever be a threat to a magician who’s strong enough to wipe out an entire battlefield with just a spell or two. Not as I am now, and probably not for several years to come. Even if I could get close enough to hurt him, I doubt I’d even be able to get past his magical membrane. Not with how powerful and saturated it must be from his mana arcs and understanding of fire.
And besides. Having an instructor in my corner, hopefully helping me keep my secret should help a lot. Especially a fire Class C magician from the top fire family.
Which might actually be why the doctor told him in the first place now that I think about it.
My thoughts are interrupted as I hear Aidan ask, “Nathan? Did you hear me?”
I turn to look at him before tilting my head and asking, “Hmm? No, what did you say?”
An exasperated look crosses his face as he shakes his head and says, “Seriously? Ya know, Nathan, it really makes me wonder where you go all of these times you lose yourself in your own head…”
Cyria giggles slightly from the side as we near the Meditation class’s door before Aidan continues, “Anyways, we were wondering if the instructor for Meditation would begin having us meditate today or not.”
I glance at Cyria for a second before focusing on where I’m walking as I say, “I doubt it. He said that we would get into some meditation techniques today. Not that we would be using any.”
Out of the corner of my eye, I notice a distasteful look cross Aidan’s face, only for it to vanish again when Sophia looks at him.
Yeah, I’ll eat a bullet from my rifle if those two don’t end up together eventually.
 

 
In the end, the instructor just goes over the theories behind which meditation techniques are the best while also describing each of them. In detail. Perhaps too much detail, to be honest.
And the class after that one isn’t much better. All we end up doing in there was go over the strategy used in the most recent battle at the barren pass. Which ended just like every other battle there has. With our victory at the cost of a few magicians.
It does make me wonder why we bother to station men there anyways, but then I remember how much every other nation hates our guts. And if the White Kingdom and Entaria were to be able to converse through the pass, then the constant wars would be even more… troublesome.
My thoughts trail off as I see Amelia standing right outside of the high course tower as the doors open in front of me.
“Hello,” I say to her while walking through the door. “What’s up?”
She looks behind me for a second before focusing on me as she says, “I told the others that I’d wait here for you while they checked out the dueling arena.”
I tilt my head slightly in confusion and ask, “Dueling arena? They’re watching duels right now?”
“Yep,” she says with a nod of her head, “Do you wanna come check it out?”
After turning my head to look at the arena for a few seconds, I nod while beginning to walk towards it. “Sure.”
Amelia quickly catches up to me and walks next to me in a comfortable silence through the empty courtyard and in between the occasional shops.
Interestingly enough, this silence has always relaxed me. Not really sure what it is about it, but we’ve always had a strange relationship.
Not anything romantic, but more like she’s the sister I never had. And I didn’t even realize that I’d missed this when I was mad at her and avoiding her before.
Neither of us talk all that much, and despite that, it’s never really made things awkward between us.
Although, Aidan’s always been the one to fill the air with his chatter. So that might explain some of it.
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The arena building itself is rather large, but despite that, it’s completely different on the inside than it appears on the outside. While the outside of it looks like an enormous black and red arena with a colosseum theme to it, the inside is a lot more modern, with a glassed off BFS – which I found out literally stands for battlefield simulator – acting as the arena itself. The BFS’s control panel is in the VIP viewing room, where VIPs – meaning instructors and high ranking military officers – can watch and control which type of battlefield the duelists will be fighting in.
Around the BFS is a simple observation area, with lines of chairs in the latter half of the area, allowing the front half to be for standing observers and movement through the area.
There’re also several food stands scattered throughout the observation area, one of which I quickly find Aidan at, ordering ice cream by the looks of it.
“That’s probably going to ruin his dinner,” I mutter while pointing Aidan out to Amelia and catching a smile on her face.
We walk over to him as the magician behind the counter – one surprisingly not wearing a uniform, which probably confirms my suspicion that they’re hiring retired magicians for these sorts of jobs – hands him an ice cream cone. Aidan then hands the man a couple dozen credits and turns around with the ice cream cone in hand, only to pause as he sees us.
“Nathan! Amelia!” He exclaims with a grin and a short wave. “So your class is out? That’s great!”
I nod my head before turning to look at the VIP box on the other side of the BFS as the speakers throughout the observation area click on and a deep, male voice begins to echo through the area without much emotion – as if they were reading from a script.
“Our next duelists consist of Silver – with a win ratio of 5 wins to 0 losses for the current semester – and Reverend – with a win ratio of 3 wins and 2 losses.”
Win ratios?
Aidan seems to notice my confusion and explains, “Apparently some internships in the academy judge cadets by how well they do in the arena duels. Although I’m not sure how that worked before this year, considering that the headmistress mentioned that this was the first year with this arena.”
“From what I’ve been told-” Amelia interjects with her arms crossed, still standing next to me, “-the duels before this year were just fought wherever a professor was present, through the use of some sort of portable BFS.”
“You forgot to mention the titles,” I suddenly hear Sophia’s voice from behind us. When I turn to look, I find Sophia, Cyria, and Rebecca all walking up to us from the direction of the seats on the other side of the entrance from the direction we came. “A cadet’s titles are generally earned. To earn one, a cadet has to participate in missions and earn a title that they become known by through parts of the military. But the title itself must come from a Class C magician or higher first.”
I turn back to the BFS as the sound of doors opening comes from it. What I find is the floor on opposite ends of the BFS opening to reveal colored platforms rising up to the ground, each with a cadet standing on them carrying different weapons. The cadet on the red platform has blond hair and green eyes, with some sort of rifle on his back – not a sniper rifle by the looks of it, but just a normal hunting rifle instead. They also have a long and thin sword – similar in appearance to the swords of the eastern nation Entaria – held firmly in his hand.
Meanwhile, the other student – the one on the black platform – has brown eyes, with equally brown hair, and a set of weapons similar to Aidan’s held in both of his hands.
“On the red side is Silver, while on the black side is Reverend. Begin the duel once the countdown strikes zero.”
A countdown appears in between the two cadets starting at ten before I feel Amelia pulling my sleeve and quietly saying to me, “Let’s go find a seat.”
I nod and begin walking over to one of the chairs with her. After just a few seconds, the others notice and join us.
Once I focus on the BFS again, I find the countdown almost at zero, with both of the cadets holding their weapons at the ready.
Interestingly enough, Silver actually has his rifle in one hand with his sword in the other. Meanwhile, the other boy just has both of his blades held out in front of him.
As soon as the countdown reaches zero, Silver points his rifle at the ground in front of him and pulls the trigger, causing a silvery glow to emanate from his palm, followed by a silver spell circle appearing in front of his gun’s muzzle. At the same time, the other boy swipes both of his blades to the sides and creates a large magic circle in front of him.
Both of the magic circles created by the cadets expand outwards and disappear at the same time, with a strange and seemingly metallic, silver mist flooding from the spot where the silver magic circle was, and a large, golden sphere surrounding Reverend. And yet, the mist also seems a little transparent.
But judging by Reverend’s actions, I don’t think it’s transparent for him.
So does that mean the BFS also clears up things that would make it difficult to see inside? Because that’s convenient.
Also, Reverend seems to have a Light Affinity, but… what’s that silver color for?
“It’s a Metal Special affinity,” I hear Amelia whisper from her seat next to me on my right. But when I turn to look at her, I find her still looking at the duel.
“Thanks,” I tell her before turning back to the duel myself to find Reverend carefully looking around at the silver mist around him for a few seconds.
I never really thought about the possibility of metal being in a gaseous state if I’m being completely honest. It’s just not really something people would normally think about.
After all, metal is usually used for things like equipment, structures, or other such stuff. Things that need to be sturdy and durable, or at least solid.
But this magician is using it in an entirely different way.
It’s rather interesting, and even a little inspiring to watch.
“The magicians who go on missions, and particularly those that manage to earn titles,” I hear Amelia begin as we watch the duel progress, with the light magician jerking around towards his flank, where Silver shoots his rifle at, causing a crack to appear in his shield, “have more experience, gained from real life and death combat, and from what I’ve heard, are often already Class D magicians.”
My eyebrows raise in surprise at this before I focus harder on them in an attempt to find something different about them than the other students, only to not find anything really different. Except maybe the more experienced way they hold themselves.
“Don’t you need at least 30 arcs of mana to be able to be classified as a Class D magician?” Aidan asks from the seat directly to my left.
Sophia – as usual – answers his question in a quiet, but enthusiastic tone of voice, which seems to catch Amelia’s attention, “Yes, but you also have to be able to cast a Tier III spell, which is the weakest spell that can directly affect the interior of a creature’s body. Like a healing spell, or a curse.”
“With the exception of Enhancement Affinity spells,” Amelia adds in before turning back to the duel as Sophia looks across Aidan and myself at her with a pleasantly surprised expression on her face.
Wait, does she like being one-upped?
I arc a brow slightly at the thought before shaking my head.
Anyways, the duel continues on in the BFS. The two cadets are constantly firing back and forth spells and barriers, with Silver keeping himself at a bit of a distance from Reverend – likely due to the dual blades he has as his weapons compared to Silver’s single sword and rifle.
Throughout the course of the battle, the two magicians continue to use spells that I hadn’t thought of possible with their elements, such as laser-like heat-rays that are blocked by slabs of metal appearing on Silver’s uniform, sprays of liquidated metal that then turn into solid sheets before being blocked by barriers of light, and even – interestingly enough – Silver replacing his rifle’s bullets with ones made from a spell mixed with a small pouch of gunpowder that he has hanging on his waist.
“That must be a convenient spell,” Aidan mutters with a spark of interest in his eyes.
I glance at him with an eyebrow raised.
Yeah, you’re not going to be able to do anything like that. You may be able to create wind or lightning bullets, but they probably won’t be able to be shot from a gun.
If you even had one.
Actually, why’s he acting jealous about that when he doesn’t even have any guns?
I look at him for a few seconds before shaking my head again and turning back to the battle, only to see Reverend with a strained look on his face as he surprisingly fails to block a bullet from Silver’s gun, leading to a strange-looking golden crack appearing on his forearm.
He simply grunts at this whilst gritting his teeth before suddenly making a break for Silver, startling him with his abruptness, only for him to regain his composure again in a second and fire a second bullet. And once again, this bullet strikes true, causing the golden crack on his magical membrane to completely shatter as the bullet passes through his shoulder and out his back.
Reverend then falls to his knees whilst coughing blood – a side-effect of having your magical membrane shattered – as someone appears from within the VIP box in a military uniform and begins to heal him.
“And the duel has been completed. The winner is Silver, making his win ratio for the semester 6 wins to 0 losses. Please step on the red platform to exit the arena.”
I continue watching for a few seconds while the cadet walks up to the red platform before focusing on Amelia again to find her also looking at me as she asks, “So how was the duel?”
“It was pretty good,” I answer honestly before turning to look at the BFS again, “even with Reverend running out of mana in the end, the duel showed me that it’s better to think outside of the box when trying to create unique spells.”
And it even gave me some ideas as to what I might be able to do with fire mana… even if I won’t be able to put them to use for a while.
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I gasp from pain as I hold my recently healed arm to my chest before glancing at the door to my room again.
All I did was slip up slightly when moving my mana through my magical membrane and I ended up with the entire magical membrane shattering in an instant.
It’s honestly kind of scary how just a simple mistake like that can make me end up coughing out blood that instantly forces itself back down my throat to heal, followed by my skin suddenly burning off before restoring itself again.
And yet, I have to try again if I want to get any better.
I’m still not really sure why my mana arcs are allowed to grow and train despite still being immortal, but at least that also seems to go for my magical membrane as well. So I can try again as much as I want.
Before starting again, I look around my room, paying special attention to the high quality of everything.
I wonder how fancy the advanced course dorms are?
Maybe I should ask Amelia at some point.
Anyways, putting those thoughts aside for the moment, I return to my practice with a look of determination on my face.
 

 
The next morning, I wake up to the sound of chatter coming from the common room of the suite.
Does Aidan have a guest over or something?
I get up from my bed before dressing myself and cracking open my door to find Aidan and Sophia both sitting in the lounge portion of the room watching the news.
Huh, guess that isn’t too surprising. Not with their obvious attraction to each other.
Anyways, my attention is drawn towards the tv as I hear what’s being said on it, “-one of the eleven Class S magicians in the entire world! And we have him here with us!!!”
On the screen is a woman with a mic held up to her face. The woman has long brown hair, a tall figure, and brown eyes, and is standing in some sort of fancy-looking hotel room.
She moves to the side with a slight bow before handing the mic in her hand to a man with brown hair and green eyes, with a similar appearance to Sophia. Although he has a slightly sharper looking face as he frowns while standing next to a tall table with a glass of wine in his hands, wearing a fancy looking outfit. The outfit has very little of the nation’s usual black and is instead chock-full of a blue colors.
Actually, it’s kind of similar to Alexis’s outfit, except a lot less tight fitting, and more practical. It has a light blue metallic armor with magi-tech plating able to be seen underneath it, along with a deep blue cloak over the entire set, and a completely filled-in star on the center back of his cloak.
I can definitely see the resemblance between Sophia and the Class S water magician. Even if she’s technically from a branch family.
“Would you mind sharing some words with us about the Battle of the Forgotten Pass from a couple years back, Archibald?” the news woman politely says before he accepts the mic and raises it to his mouth.
My eye twitches slightly at the mention of the battle that led to my disease, and then ultimately to becoming the doctor’s little test subject.
Archibald Winters answers in a gruff tone of voice, “It was a close battle that cost us the lives of thousands of our soldiers, and even hundreds of our magicians. The Collective Kingdoms decided to send both of their Class S magicians in a surprise assault on our fortress at the opening of the pass and were able to massacre most of our forces there before I could arrive with Afvalder to fight them off.”
A look of interest flashes across the reporter’s face as she presses for more, “And what about the strange phenomenon that occurred in the Mountains of the Lost?”
Archibald turns a dark look towards the woman, causing her to noticeably shiver before he says, “That was an unfortunate result of the battle with the opposing nation’s Class S magicians. None of the scientists that the Republic’s had look into it have figured out how it happened, outside of our battle being the driving force that damaged reality and let the strange wave of time and space mana flood into the mountains.”
At this point, I walk straight past the two sitting on the couch, completely ignoring their greeting towards me as I continue towards the door to our suite. But right before I reach it, I hear the reporter say one last thing.
“It’s a good thing there weren’t any people there that day, otherwise it could’ve been bad. But what would you have done if there were any?”
This line makes me freeze in place for an instant.
The man simply looks at her and says, “We would have taken care of them.”
A shiver runs down my spine at his words, despite how ‘good natured’ they sound.
I then begin to leave the room to go on a walk as the entire incident floods into my memory.
 

 
Right before the time of the incident
“You’re going hiking again?” mom asks me with an incredulous look on her face. “But it’s winter!”
I simply shrug my shoulders before retorting, “Doesn’t matter. It’s peaceful up there, and my hikes are the only times I can let myself relax.”
Mom just stares at me for a few seconds while messing with a lock of her long brown hair, her blue eyes seemingly drilling a hole through my own until dad walks into the hall and says, “Just let him go. He’s not going to be able to do this anymore in a couple of years, so we might as well let him do what he pleases now.”
Mom continues staring at me for a little bit longer before sighing and turning around while saying, “Fine. But be back by at least 1 A.M. this time.”
I nod my head despite her not being able to see me before turning around and walking out the front door. After that, I step into my car and start the engine.
Last time I came home at around 2 A.M., but that was mostly because I got distracted by Amelia calling me on the way over there. I couldn’t just hang up on her, and the mountains don’t have cell service, so it delayed my arrival at the mountains.
And I wasn’t just going to shorten my time there because of it.
But this time shouldn’t be the same, so I’ll get home on time.
And with that thought in mind, I pull my slightly older-looking, black car out of the driveway and begin making my way along the usual route towards the mountains.
 

 
After parking my car in the parking garage located a few hours walk away from the base of the mountains and locking it, I make my way through the forest between the garage and the mountains with my usual black coat and boots on, keeping me insulated from the cold and snow covering the ground. As I walk, I raise my head to look in between the branches of the trees at the falling snow around me.
It’s always so peaceful out here.
Makes me wonder why humans go around destroying this peace just to build more infrastructure.
I continue walking for over three hours until I find myself at the edge of a cliff on the mountain overlooking the city far in the distance.
After looking out at the beautiful view for a few minutes, I sit down with my legs hanging off of the cliff before lying flat on my back on the snow-covered rock and looking up at the falling snow.
Soon enough, I find myself nearly drifting off to sleep, only to be startled awake as a loud explosion echoes from somewhere deeper into the mountains.
I jerk to a sitting position before climbing up to my feet and turning to look, only to find a large amount of dust, ice, rocks, and… are those flying trees?
My thoughts are interrupted as I realize that they are indeed flying trees, and they are, as a matter of fact, flying straight towards me. But right as they make it within several meters of me, a strange noise, similar to that of a portal opening echoes from around me and everything suddenly stops moving entirely. Soon after that, two strange energies – both different types of mana based off of what I can sense of them – begin to flood the area. One of the energies is a strange mixture of light purple and blue, while the other is a pure, dark purple.
However, after looking at the energy for a few seconds as it approaches inwards from all sides of the mountain, I realize two things. One, I can’t move. And two, it doesn’t feel like any mana I’ve seen before. Not in the mana’s affinity, and not in the overall feel I get from it.
A person’s mana feels controlled, even when it’s out of control. But this mana…
It feels wild.
Which likely means it’s natural mana.
I try to move forwards, away from the mana, but I still can’t seem to move from my current position.
Almost as if I were locked in place. Not a single part of my body able to move, outside of my brain apparently – considering how I’m still thinking. Which is weird, but it’s not the time to think about that.
The two types of natural mana begin to converge together somehow, which from what I’ve learned in school shouldn’t even be possible. Meanwhile, strange cracking sounds begin to resonate throughout the area, similar to glass shattering.
And here I am, unable to do anything as I watch the now-converged mana continue getting closer and closer towards me until…
SHIIIIIIITTTT!!!!
As soon as the mana touches my body, every single part of me – not even just the parts that it’s reached so far – begin to feel like they’re on fire, cold, being stretched apart, and ripped apart. All at the same time.
Being too much pain for me to handle all at once, my vision quickly begins to fade before I lose consciousness entirely.
 

 
I return to consciousness with a groan, slowly blinking my eyes open, only to realize that nothing hurts.
Like, at all.
At that thought, I fully open my eyes to look around.
And what I find just ends up leaving me even more confused.
In front of me is the same tree that I had seen earlier, except warped in a strange way while lying on the ground. I also find myself far from the mountain, despite having been there before…
Wait, I actually remember everything. Don’t people usually have some sort of fog in their head, or at least temporary memory loss after something like that?
Or am I just being stupid?
Deciding to put that thought aside for the moment, I look down, only for my eyes to widen in surprise as I find two large, gaping holes in my coat and shirt, one on each end of them. But despite that, there isn’t any blood to be seen.
Okay, what the fuck just happened? And how am I going to explain this to mom?
I look around my surroundings again, at the parking garage all the way at the bottom of the mountain, which is over three hours away from the cliff by foot. At the damaged tree that I find myself lying up against, along with all of the destroyed trees and tree limbs making a path over here for a few dozen meters.
Okay, seriously. What happened?
After looking around for a few more seconds, I begin to climb to my feet, only to grunt slightly as I slice my hand on a shard of rock that was hidden in the snow. Right as I’m about to ignore the cut for the moment, I witness a shocking sight. One that should be impossible.
The blood on the rock and my hand… flies through the air back into my hand. With the wound sealing itself up right after.
I stare at my hand for nearly a minute, raising it to my face and turning it this way and that with a blank look on my face.
Okay, I might have a bigger problem than explaining to mom how I got a hole in my clothes.
 

 
The present
Just like with the memory of how I first met Aidan and Amelia, this memory is also embedded in my mind; never to go away.
With that thought in mind, I begin to walk towards the dorm to get my sword and sniper rifle.
Maybe the instructor can answer some of my questions now. Assuming he is even in his classroom.
And if he can’t? Then maybe I can at least use his shooting range.
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When I get back to the dorm, Aidan and Sophia are nowhere to be found, so I just grab my weapons and begin making my way towards the Magical Warfare class.
At this point, it’s around eight A.M., so there are a little bit more people walking around outside than there were earlier, but still not very many. Although, when I look in the direction of the arena, I find quite a bit more people than everywhere else. Which shows just how much the people – both cadets and instructors – care about the duels in the academy.
That aside, it takes me around half an hour or so to get to the tower from our dorm – which is a pretty far walk if you ask me – before I enter it to find a few instructors walking around, with no one stationed at the receptionists desks.
I guess they aren’t expecting anyone to need any help in the tower on a day off.
Walking past the empty desks, I make my way through the hall until I reach the back of the first floor before touching the door for my Magical Warfare class and feeling it scanning my body like normal. It then lets me open it and I pass through into the room, only to pause as I see the large door at the back of the room open with a large purple portal in the doorframe, with the doorknob of the door itself missing.
“The hell?” I mutter out of confusion before walking further into the room. Once I make it around the empty BFS to get a closer look at the door though, I jerk backwards slightly as someone – who turns out to be Instructor Leo – steps out of it, covered in sweat and dirt, and armed with a sword and a sniper rifle.
Where does that-
My thoughts are interrupted as the instructor – after a brief moment of surprise at seeing me – starts walking over to the magi-tech board and says, “Don’t ever go through that portal without me around.”
“Uh…” I utter, glancing at the portal, only for the instructor to press some sort of button on a tiny remote that I hadn’t noticed at first in his hand. The remote then disappears and the large door shuts, with the doorknob reappearing on the door at the same time.
“Although with your immortality, I guess it wouldn’t be too much of a problem if you ended up on a random battlefield,” he adds while taking his rifle off of his back and storing it into his plane storage. “Assuming you don’t get caught on it by a magician.”
I look between him and the door again before focusing on him as I ask, “A random battlefield?”
That door leads to a random battlefield? Is that really very safe?
“Yes,” he says without elaborating, “So are you here to train? Or just to ask more questions?”
His words snap me out of the stupor I was in, and I answer, “Both.”
This seems to catch his attention as he finally turns around and looks at me with an eyebrow raised.
“I wanted to know why the doctor told you about my disease,” I state as simply as possible, deciding to just go all out with my questioning.
It’s not like I have anything to hide from him anymore.
Surprisingly, a grin stretches across the man’s face as he straightens up slightly and begins walking over to the shooting range while saying, “Because the doctor didn’t think you’d be able to keep your secret without help. And having me – a well-known fire magician – there to assist you in training and as an excuse for your immortality would make it possible to hide it.”
My brows furrow in confusion for a few seconds before I realize what he means.
When the doctor told me to say that my immortality was a regeneration spell that someone gave me, he didn’t mean my family. He meant Instructor Leo.
And since the instructor is from the leading family in regard to fire magic, if people came to question my healing, then saying it was a spell he gave me would clear any questions asked of me by the other instructors or cadets here.
But…
“What about the headmistress?” I ask with a frown on my face. “I doubt she would be fooled by that.”
Instructor Leo simply stops in front of the shooting range and turns around before crossing his arms in front of his chest and shrugging.
“That’s your problem, not mine,” he says, almost making my jaw drop from surprise.
We proceed to stare at each other in the eyes for a few seconds before he turns away and looks at the shooting range while waving at me with his hands.
This just leaves me even more confused, until he says, “You wanted to train, right? Well, get to training.”
Snapping out of my stupor – for the umpteenth time in the past twenty four or so hours – I grab my sniper rifle and maneuver it around to my front while walking over to the shooting range to join him.
So, I guess he won’t be helping me past the bare minimum effort, and… whenever it strikes his fancy?
Yeah, he doesn’t make much sense. But he knows the doctor, so I guess that explains some of it.
Which does make me a little bit curious as to how he knows him, but considering what he said yesterday, I doubt he would share it with me.
With that thought in mind, I reach the shooting range next to him and begin my practice.
 

 
We end up practicing over the next three hours, with very few breaks. Just shot, criticism, shot, criticism, shot, criticism, and repeat.
However, after so many shots that I’ve lost count, the instructor finally says, “That’s good for today.” He then turns to look directly into my eyes as he adds, “Your so-called disease is actually really good for training your skills. Since you don’t ever tire.”
My brows furrow at the way he worded that before I ask, “So-called disease?”
Instructor Leo just stares at me for a few seconds before turning away with a sigh and saying, “Yes. Most people would kill to have your ‘disease,’ but you’re treating it like it’s something disgusting.”
Right as I’m about to argue, I realize he’s kind of right about that.
Although part of it is-
My thoughts are interrupted as he continues with a wave of his hand, “And yes, I understand that some of it is probably from trauma developed because of the doctor’s… care. But you’re not with him anymore, are you? Although how you got him to let you come here and leave his experiments is beyond me.”
Wait… huh?
I don’t know what to comment on first. That he knows exactly why the dise- immortality is bothering me, or what he meant by ‘got him to let me come here.’
Just who is the doctor to even have a say in whether I come here or not? After all, he would have to be able to excuse me from service to do that.
The instructor already said that he wouldn’t tell me who the doctor is, so I shouldn’t even bother asking about the second part, and I guess he really does know the doctor pretty well. Because in all honesty, if someone knows how the doctor is, they’d probably be able to guess that he’d be very interested in experimenting on me. And they’d know that he wouldn’t stick to ethical experiments either.
That said, he at least limited himself to only doing stuff during our normal checkups.
And with my options being that or being imprisoned and experimented on forever, it was the obvious choice.
“Anyways, you shouldn’t blame your immortality for things humans do,” the instructor says after watching me think for a few seconds. “It’s just not healthy.”
These words echo through my head for the next several moments as the instructor turns around and begins walking over to the magi-tech board again.
It isn’t until a few minutes later, when I hear the instructor suddenly clap his hands, that I snap out of it and slap myself in the face to wake myself up.
He’s right.
A bright smile lights up my face for the first time in years.
“Now that you’re not moping anymore, how about we take advantage of your immortality to work on your magic circles?” Instructor Leo says, bringing my eyes back towards him, only for a shiver to run down my spine as I see the grin lighting up his face. “Because I know you’ve probably been practicing on your own, despite my warnings.”
Well, shit.
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“I think that’s enough for today,” Instructor Leo says with a wide grin on his face, which is the stark opposite of my own as I finish recovering from the most recent instance of having my arm blown off. “You probably made an entire month’s worth of progress in just these past two hours! It’s honestly amazing!”
I wince slightly at the sight of his ecstatic grin before rubbing my arm as I walk out of the BFS.
Now I’m starting to wonder which of the two is worse. The doctor, who wants to experiment on me till his heart’s content, or the instructor, who wants to train me till my impossible death.
When I came here hoping to train, I didn’t expect him to make me repeatedly attempt to make magic circle after magic circle after magic circle while alternating each time between using the device and attempting to not use it.
Nor did I expect for him to just tell me to keep going every time I messed up, causing something rather painful and unpleasant to happen each time.
Although I did learn that backfiring can apparently result in more than just flames spewing out of the ruined magic circle.
So that’s good to know.
After resetting the BFS to normal again, the instructor turns around and walks over to the magi-tech board before opening his plane storage and pulling out what looks like a boxed lunch.
And a table.
Too tired to question the idea of keeping a table in the plane of fire, I simply walk over to my sword and rifle that I had resting on the floor near the shooting range.
“Considering your immortality’s effect on your mana manipulation training, you might actually be able to free-cast by the time you’re a Class A, or possibly even a Class B magician,” I hear the instructor say as I lean down to grab my sword, causing me to freeze in place. “Although, your talent level isn’t very good, so I doubt your magic power or capacity will be very good for a very long time.”
I straighten up again and turn around whilst strapping the sword’s sheath to my waist using the belt the instructor had handed me.
“Not like time will be a problem for you though,” he adds as an after-thought.
My brows raise slightly in surprise as I realize that his statement… doesn’t actually bother me. In fact, I just feel proud about what he’d said before it.
Although it might have made a bigger effect if he hadn’t been in between bites of food when he said it.
The instructor eats some sort of sandwich for a few seconds before pausing as he’s about to take another bite. He then turns to look up at me and says, “I have a meeting after lunch, and I won’t be testing you over your sword skills tomorrow, so you’re free for the rest of the day.”
Oh? Well, that’s a nice surprise.
I give him a brief nod before grabbing my rifle and making my way towards the Magical Warfare classroom’s entrance.
Time to get my own meal.
Here’s hoping that the Snowcrest Diner still has some of that mint ice cream today.
 

 
“So what were you doing all morning?” Aidan asks me with a frown from his place seated on the other side of the table from me and Amelia, next to Sophia. “You weren’t answering your terminal.”
I ended up running into Amelia on my way to the diner, so she joined me for lunch, only for us both to run into these two already seated here eating.
Sophia turns to me at his question before I answer with a shrug, “I was training.”
Aidan continues staring at me for a few seconds, only to turn back to his plate as a waitress arrives with his food.
“You spent the entire morning training?” Sophia asks with a confused frown. “On our day off?”
I glance at her before turning to look at my mint ice cream – which they did have, fortunately – and saying, “It’s better to be busy now than be dead on a battlefield sometime in the future.”
She looks at me for a few more seconds before turning back to her food as she admits, “Guess you have a point there.”
While grabbing a spoonful of my ice cream, I nod my head with a faint smile before putting it into my mouth.
It isn’t until after I finish a couple spoonfuls of my ice cream that something Aidan had said registers in my mind.
Wait, he called me on my terminal?
I pull out my id card before tapping the academy’s icon on the back of my id card, causing a panel, similar to the ones on the Battlefield Simulators, to appear above the card, showcasing my information, including my name, ID number, room number, total number of credits – both currency credits and class credits – and some other details. Meanwhile, beneath that is a contacts list, along with a messenger app, call feature, the internet, and some other random apps that I have no idea what do.
“Huh,” I quietly utter to myself as I find a message from Aidan on the card, attracting Amelia’s attention before she immediately brings out her card and asks, “Can’t believe I forgot, but let’s swap IDs.”
Without much thought about it, I move my screen to show her before she begins adding my ID to her contacts.
Did I somehow miss getting the message earlier? Or is it possible for the instructor to block communication from the outside while in the classroom?
Because that would make sense, seeing as he said it was his property.
“There, it’s done,” Amelia says before going back to her food.
I simply nod before mentally shrugging and going back to my ice cream.
 

 
Year 2849 | Month 5 | Day 10 | Monday
“The tests are going to be ordered by weapon,” Instructor Leo says as soon as class starts for Magical Warfare. “And each test will also be based around the main weapon of the wielder’s choosing.”
Whispered conversations begin to break out amongst the cadets at his words, only to quiet again as he looks at each of the ones whispering while continuing, “Each one of you must
select your main weapon before the tests begin, and you will only have to participate in the test for that weapon. The only exception to this being if you use both of your weapons at once. In which case I will go ahead and design a custom test for you, if there isn’t one already made.”
This class will be a lot busier than the rest of the classes I’ve had today, which basically all just repeated the same series of events from last week.
The instructor moves over to the panel for the BFS as he finishes, “To select your weapon, just come to me and tell me which one you selected.”
After a few brief seconds of silence, everyone begins talking amongst themselves. Meanwhile, I look around for a second before walking up to the instructor with my team.
Once he notices us, he looks at me and says, “No need for you to say.”
I simply nod, to the confusion of my teammates, before stepping back and letting the others talk.
Aidan squints at me as he says, “I’m using both of these weapons at the same time.” He then turns to look at the instructor, who is looking between the two blades sheathed on his waist.
“There’s already a test for dual blades like the ones you have,” he says after a second before turning to look at the large staff in Sophia’s hands and asking, “Am I to assume that’s your main weapon?”
Sophia nods her head without a word, prompting the instructor to look between Cyria and Rebecca next.
“Bow for me,” Rebecca says with a slight nod of her head. Meanwhile, Cyria just says, “Sword.”
The instructor nods before waving us away as another team of cadets can be seen approaching him from the direction of the training dummies.
We walk back over to the shooting range before proceeding to wait until each and every cadet has chosen their weapon. Which ends up taking around five or so minutes at most.
As soon as the last cadet has told him their main weapon, the instructor begins messing with the BFS, causing the inside of the simulator to expand before splitting up into a couple dozen different rooms, with many of them being larger than the classroom itself.
I watch in awe as the simulator continues morphing for a few seconds before wondering just how much of our nation’s advanced magi-tech is due to that one Class S space magician.
Especially considering how the public – myself included – doesn’t even know his name.
“We’ll start things off with the close ranged tests, for those of you who chose a close ranged weapon as your main one,” Instructor Leo says while drawing his sword from the sheath at his waist. “For those of you who didn’t chose a close ranged weapon, remain outside of the BFS as the other cadets take their tests.”
I give Sophia, Aidan, and Cyria a nod of support as they begin to walk into the BFS, leaving me and Rebecca to wait outside of the simulator.
“Each weapon is labeled on the wall of the simulator for the room that tests it,” Instructor Leo says while waving his hand towards the various weapon pictures floating on the edges of each room, “enter the room for your weapon and proceed to wait for your turn. The tests will all be at once for each weapon so as to save time.”
The instructor then claps his hands once and presses one last button on the panel, causing each room to finish morphing.
Of the rooms within the BFS, they all have some similarities, with that being a podium next to a panel in each of the rooms – likely meant for the instructor to use when judging everyone’s test. Outside of that, the rooms vary from having training dummies, raised platforms, and even some obstacle courses.
All of the cadets quickly spill into their designated rooms. Meanwhile, I turn to look at the remaining cadets; the ones that chose a ranged weapon like me.
Huh, most of them either have sniper rifles like me, or bows and arrows. There are a few crossbows, and one guy who actually has a machine gun.
Then again, most of the groups need an eye in the sky and long range shooter in their group, and snipers and archers are the best choice for that.
Anyways, might as well take the time to see how the close combat tests work.
The instructor begins to leave the panel for the box after making it vanish before saying, “There will also be some other tests along with your weapons test. These tests are meant for me to judge how physically fit you are, along with your hand eye coordination, and various other areas.”
My first instinct is to frown at this added part, but then I remember that he’s technically meant to help me keep my secret.
So everything should be fine.
I hope.
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The first weapon he tests also happens to have one of the largest groups of cadets in it.
The sword.
Interestingly enough, all he does for the initial part of the test is pair up each cadet and have them spar with their swords, letting the BFS’s safety feature handle any potential fatalities as he watches and critiques them.
Overall, it honestly looks more like a combination of both a test and a lesson in one.
That is, until it gets to the point where he finishes going through all seven pairs and points towards the other end of the test room, where several different pieces of equipment are located, including things like workout equipment, small tracks, and even some magical devices that the regular magician checkups use to check your mana arcs.
Once all of the cadets for the weapon room finish gathering near the equipment, he has them each go through various tests meant to determine their general physical, magical, and even mental capabilities. Although he doesn’t go very far with the mental capabilities. Not much further than simple IQ tests.
Not like he could though, seeing as mental magic – outside of some Special magic affinities – is usually usable only by Class B magicians and up.
As soon as he finishes administering the tests for each cadet in the room, he moves on to the next room, and repeats the process with a different initial test for their weapon. At some point, I stop paying attention to instead focus on practicing my shooting.
It isn’t until I hear the instructor shout, “Leave the BFS,” that my attention is drawn away from the target I was firing at to look at the instructor again as he himself begins to step out of the BFS towards the panel, followed soon after by the close combat cadets.
I guess he finished.
With that thought in mind, I turn to look at my watch before raising my brows in surprise.
Their tests took two-thirds of the class?
Wow.
Guess we’re not doing anything outside of tests today.
I glance at Rebecca before turning back to the BFS.
Would have been nice to have someone else from my team in the same testing group.
The instructor continues pressing buttons on the panel for several seconds before the rooms begin to merge into a much smaller number of rooms than there were for the close combat tests.
I look through the rooms for the sniper one, only to be left confused as the room marked for it only has the equipment for the other tests and doesn’t seem to have anywhere to shoot.
“We’re going to be starting with the snipers,” the instructor says, drawing my attention towards him as he points over to the shooting range near me, “but since the BFS can’t handle expanding to a long enough distance for us to properly shoot a sniper rifle, you’ll be using the shooting range for the weapons part of the test.”
Oh? Well, that explains it then.
And it piques my interest a little bit as well.
Just where are we anyways? Since I’m pretty sure it’s not expanding through space magic, like the BFS is. Which means that we’re in a facility somewhere that can have it stretch pretty damn far without any issues.
I think on this for a few seconds as I begin to make my way over to the shooting range before deciding to just ask the instructor at another time.
Seeing as I was already close to the shooting range before he told us to go there, I end up being the first one there. Which also apparently leads the instructor to saying, “Nathan, come here,” while pointing at a lane in front of him and messing with the panel for that specific lane.
Guess that means I’m going first.
I walk up to the lane before placing my rifle’s case on the ground and gripping my rifle in both of my hands.
Since I was practicing my shots earlier, it’s already out of the case and ready. So I don’t have to waste time with that.
Which is probably a good thing, considering the strange looks some of the other cadets are giving me for even having a case in the first place when none of them do.
I grimace slightly before glancing at the instructor as he continues messing with the panel. This goes on for several seconds while the other sniper cadets make their way over here until he presses one last button on the panel and the target on the shooting range begins to fly backwards to a distance of 500 meters – according to the panel screen.
“To pass the test, all you have to do is hit the target,” he says while sending me a look that clearly tells me he won’t be satisfied with me simply hitting the target, despite what he’s saying out loud.
Okay, so make my shot within the first few rings of the target then.
The target has about six rings, with the first ring being the bullseye, and the sixth one being the outer few inches of the target. So this shouldn’t be too difficult. Not with the hours of practice he’s had me do.
Although it would be a different thing entirely if it were at a further distance, or if there was any wind here to mess up my shot.
Putting my thoughts aside for now, I raise my rifle before aiming at the target and taking a deep breath. After holding it for a few seconds, I make sure my eye isn’t too close to the scope and that the butt of the rifle is firmly in place against my shoulder before pulling the trigger, causing the shot to echo throughout the silent facility.
I then continue looking through the scope at the target before sighing as I find the bullet stuck to the target on the third ring, which is about halfway from the bullseye to the edge of the target.
Right as I’m lowering my rifle again, the target suddenly begins to move backwards.
Uh…
I glance at the instructor, who simply says, “Since you did so well with that shot, let’s see how you do at 750 meters.”
Say what? Aren’t you supposed to be here to help me keep my immortality a… actually, never mind.
I almost forgot that he seems to care more about being my teacher than he does about my secret.
Either that or he’s just very confident in his backup being enough to keep my immortality a secret when people eventually see me healing.
Anyways, ignoring the impressed and – in the case of a couple of the cadets – jealous looks from the others, I turn back to the lane while prepping for the next shot. After that, I repeat the process from earlier before firing again at the target, leaving this bullet stuck to the fifth ring this time.
I sigh again while lowering my rifle.
Another hit. That’s good at least.
I’m a little surprised that I got it in the fifth ring this time though since I never could during my practice at this distance.
“Good. You pass. Go to the rifle test room in the BFS,” the instructor says before waving me away and looking at the next closest cadet. “You’re up next, cadet Ariel.”
I smile slightly while grabbing my rifle case and stepping back.
Good thing he didn’t try it at 1km, because I haven’t been able to hit the target at that range yet.
But I should be able to once I get fully used to the recoil on the shot.
Before I go to the test room, I stop several meters away from the shooting range to disassemble my rifle and place it back into its case, all while taking note of the gazes watching me. Most of them had turned to watch the next girl, but there are one or two less than pleasant gazes still locked onto me for some reason.
That might be an issue in the future.
Right as I’m finishing disassembling my rifle, I hear a gunshot, followed by the instructor saying, “Try again.”
I close my rifle’s case back up before walking the rest of the way towards the BFS.
Yeah, in hindsight, some of the cadets might just be mad at me because I got the instructor’s full focus during the last class when we were learning our weapons. Which makes sense, no matter how much I wish it wasn’t the case.
Anyways, I enter the BFS room for sniper rifle users before looking around to find a place to sit as I wait for the others.
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The wait for the others ends up taking several minutes, but in the end, outside of two of the other snipers who do even better than I did on the test, the rest of the cadets either only barely pass or don’t even pass at all, leading to the instructor telling those who didn’t pass to try again tomorrow before sending them to join us in the testing room.
After he finishes with the last snipers, he enters the sniper test room while saying, “Whether you passed the weapon test or not, move to the benches over there to begin the tests for your physical capabilities. There will be more sniper rifle tests at a later time as well, involving more than just shooting. But you won’t be able to take those unless you passed this last one, and you won’t be passing the class if you don’t pass each and every test.”
I walk over to an area full of several different machines, benches, and other sorts of devices as he speaks before the instructor snaps his finger, causing a screen to appear behind him just like it had in the other rooms during their tests. The screen displays each student’s scores, recorded by the simulator itself.
The scores include the maximum amount we can bench press, how much force we can put into a punch, how fast we can sprint and for how long we can jog, and several other different tests for physical ability. After that, there are also scores for the magical ability tests, such as the elasticity of our mana arcs, how many mana arcs we have, and how saturated the mana is in each arc, along with a place for the results of our IQ tests and a 1 or 0 for whether or not we passed the brief quiz he held at the end of all of the other rooms’ tests to determine the mental stability of each cadet.
Which no one has failed so far.
And just like with the other rooms, before we begin with this set of tests, the instructor looks at each of us in the eye and says, “And I don’t want any complaints afterwards that you were ‘having an off day and could have done much better if you’d have known about these tests.’ Regardless of if you were having a bad day or not, you will be retaking the test tomorrow if you fail.”
Even with his words, there doesn’t seem to be anyone who has anything against his declaration. Although that’s probably because we’ve already heard it from when he was doing the tests for the other weapon users.
“First up is cadet Spears,” he says, his gaze locking onto one of the two guys who did better than myself in the sniper rifle test before nodding towards the bench with a weight above it prompting the cadet to walk up to and begin his test.
The tests run smoothly and efficiently after that, with each of us quickly doing the tests one by one under the instructor’s directions before he gives us a few minutes to look over the scores like he had with the other rooms before us.
My results actually end up quite a bit above average for the physical tests – likely due to the fact that most of the cadets haven’t so much have seen or used the majority of this equipment before – with a special emphasis on endurance, which ended up as the highest score possible in the test.
Not that that’s any surprise, for me at least. Considering how I can’t get tired.
Meanwhile, I end up with a slightly above average score for the IQ test, which feels nice.
As for the magical tests? My results end up being rather split in that area. The mana in my mana arcs is surprisingly saturated for a level 3 talent, but I also have the lowest number of mana arcs in the entire class up to this point, where most of the others have either 3 or 4 arcs.
If it weren’t for the fact that my mana arcs are almost as saturated as a level 5 talent’s mana arcs – which I have a suspicious feeling is due to my immortality somehow – then I’d probably have the lowest scores in the entire class for the magical tests.
And as expected, some of the other students have noticed.
Specifically, the ones that were sending me looks after the weapon test.
As if on cue, the instructor suddenly begins speaking again as he walks towards the next room over – the one meant to test the bow users, “This first set of tests will simply count as a perfect score for everyone who managed to pass above a certain mark on each test. If you failed to pass that mark, then you will have to retake whichever part of the test you failed to pass until you do pass it before you can move on to whatever the next test I have for you for the class is.”
I hold myself back from raising an eyebrow at the semi-robotic way he’s speaking. Like a man who’s repeated the same thing way too many times in a single class.
Poor guy.
Or, I would say that, if it weren’t for the fact that he’s the one who designed the class – and the tests – in the first place.
He pauses right in front of the soundproof wall to the bow testing room before saying, “Continue your training until the rest of the class is done with their tests. This can either be training for the tests you failed, or training for your weapons. It’s your choice.”
After that, the instructor simply passes through the wall, leaving us where we are, with the scores still hung up in the room.
I stare at the wall for a few seconds before starting to make my way towards the edge of the BFS and back towards the shooting range, still with my sniper rifle case hanging by a strap across my back.
This might just be the moment where I’ve felt the most thankful towards Aidan in my entire life. Because if he hadn’t gotten me into working out before the accident, then I might never have passed those tests.
But because of him, I managed to successfully pass each and every test with flying colors.
Well, except the magical tests, but those were on an average basis and not something you can change. Meaning someone would likely be kicked out of the class entirely if they failed those tests.
My lower-than-average number of mana arcs to start out with as a level 3 talent certainly hurt my score, but thanks to my mana’s saturation, it didn’t hurt them enough to fail.
So now it’s time to go back to practicing my shooting.
Once I make it to the shooting range again, I turn around to find the majority of the snipers getting to work training in the sniper rifle test room to pass their failed physical tests.
I then turn to look at the other three cadets that managed to pass the physical tests, with the same two from before counted amongst the three.
Yeah, those two were one hundred percent trained before coming here. And the third is another muscle head – like Muscles – by the looks of it. Which makes me wonder why he’s using a sniper rifle as his main weapon.
The two boys suddenly turn to look at me, meeting my gaze with less than pleased looks in their eyes.
Uh, do they not like that someone else is almost as good as them with shooting? Or is it because of my scores being just as good as theirs on the physical tests?
Either way, they’re probably gonna be a problem in the future.
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Five days later
I stop in my meditation as Instructor Leo’s voice rings out through the training facility during Magic Circuitry, “Everyone, stop whatever you’re doing and listen.”
He looks around the facility for a few seconds before continuing, “I believe everyone in the class should have had enough time practicing your magic circles to be able to safely make one with the device and cancel it without killing yourself.” His gaze locks onto Muscles as he says this, only to turn to the magi-tech board in front of him while snapping his fingers. “So I am now giving you permission to learn and cast the most basic spells.”
This announcement causes the room to explode into whispers as the cadets all quietly chat amongst themselves in excitement.
“If you are able to cast three basic spells, with their pseudo codes shown here,” he pauses as he points at the magi-tech board, where three different sections of pseudo code appear, describing what we will have to do for three different programs, before he continues, “then I will allow you to begin making your own spells.”
The chatter in the room immediately ceases as everyone sees the pseudo code written on the board.
Each of the three spells starts with the spell’s name above the pseudo code, with them being a neutral mana barrier spell, non-neutral mana bullet spell, and a non-neutral mana blast spell.
As for the pseudo code beneath the titles… just trying to read it is already giving me a headache.
“Now, before I start, I’ll give you a few reminders.” The instructor says before holding up one finger, ignoring the pitiful looks sent his way by the cadets. “Remember that each arc of mana has one hundred units of mana in it, and these units of mana are the input that the magic circle automatically enters into the instructions until it’s told to stop.”
He then turns to look at the pseudo code himself as he raises a second finger, “The magic circles that you use are designed to read all of the coding languages, their usable libraries, and the added functions and commands for magic coding. Which I will be going over in a few minutes.”
Finally, he turns back to us again and raises a third finger, “And lastly, make absolutely sure that your code does not have any infinite loops, and has a reachable finite end in the simulator before you try running it in a magic circle. Otherwise, it will backfire. And I doubt you’ll like the outcome of that.”
He then lowers his hand and crosses his arms before asking, “Any questions?”
Silence fills the training facility.
“I guess that’s a no,” he says, then turns to look at the magi-tech board again whilst swiping his hand, causing it to change from the pseudo-code to instead show a large chart of commands and functions, along with each of their descriptions. “Then let’s begin.”
 

 
A couple of hours later, in fundamentals of fire
“-and this energy conversion is the reason why electricity is generally hot, despite not being of the fire element.” Instructor Leo finishes with a faint nod towards Arthur, who had originally asked the question he just finished answering in the first place. He then looks down at his wrist and frowns before looking up again and stating, “Class is over for the day.”
Everyone almost immediately begins to get up from their seats whilst gathering their things.
As I’m doing the same, I pause at the sound of the instructor’s voice, “Nathan, if you’d please stay after class for a bit. I’d like to talk to you.”
Huh?
I turn to look at him, only to find him messing with something on his terminal.
Uh, okay then. He hasn’t talked to me one on one outside of training during Magical Warfare since Sunday.
I return to gathering my things whilst ignoring the odd looks sent to me by some of the other cadets before walking over to the front of the class.
At this point, most of the cadets in my Magical Warfare class know that there’s something going on between me and the instructor, even if they don’t know what. But it’s not really that difficult to tell, considering how much attention he gives to me during the training periods.
Not to mention how I’m the only cadet he calls by name alone. Which also attracts some attention during Magic Circuitry, and this class.
The instructor doesn’t look up from his terminal screen until the last cadet – aside from me – leaves the room.
“I just wanted to give you a heads-up,” he says with a faint grin on his face that makes a shiver run down my spine, “but we’re going to be doing our first mock-battle next Monday in Magical Warfare.”
Okay, that might be annoying.
“Also, if you don’t mind, the doctor would like me to introduce you to someone during lunch today,” he suddenly adds, the grin on his face fading in the process. “Since you’re immortal, he thinks that it would be good for you to learn better swordplay. And – as much as I hate to admit this – I agree. This instructor was also told by the doctor about your immortality, so that isn’t an issue either.”
My eyes twitch slightly at this revelation.
Is that psychopath just going to keep telling people? What happened to my immortality being a secret?
I nod my head before saying, “Okay.”
The instructor gives me a short nod before turning to walk towards the door, “Then I’ll see you in the Magical Warfare classroom during lunch.”
He then continues through the portal without waiting for me to respond.
I frown at the portal before shaking my head and walking towards it with my things.
If the instructor already knows, then there’s nothing that can be done. And I did need a sword instructor since I would probably do better in a close combat fight anyways.
With that thought in mind, I pass through the portal and begin making my way towards Mana Manipulation.
 

 
“That’s enough for today.”
I let out a sigh of relief as I stop stretching my mana arc at the sound of Instructor Dawn’s words.
“Why do you try so hard in this class?” I hear Cyria ask me out of curiosity.
Without looking at her, I begin to put my books and notes into my bag while answering, “Because I started out with fewer mana arcs than you and the others. So I need to put in more work to meet the class’s requirement.”
Which really is unfortunate.
I don’t know why I only have two mana arcs to start with. Normally the number of mana arcs someone has to start with is the same as their talent level.
So a level 3 talent should have 3 mana arcs to start.
Cyria looks confused at my answer before she shrugs and turns to the others, joining the conversation Aidan and Sophia were having.
I guess she didn’t see my results for the tests on Monday for Magical Warfare.
The five of us – Cyria, Aidan, Rebecca, Sophia, and myself – all begin to get up and leave the classroom, but right after we walk through the portal, I pause and say, “I’ll be going to the Magical Warfare classroom during lunch today instead, so go ahead without me.”
“Why?” Aidan asks almost immediately with a frown as Cyria asks, “Is it the instructor?”
Meanwhile the other girls look confused, but neither Sophia nor Rebecca seem to be all that interested. Which makes sense, considering that I did technically just meet the two about a week or so ago.
It’s Cyria’s reaction that surprises me a little. Since I met her not too long before the other two.
“Yeah,” I say to her question before waving slightly and turning to walk away, “I’ll see you all in class.”
I can practically feel Aidan and Cyria’s gazes digging into my back.
They’re gonna start asking questions soon, aren’t they…
Although, it’s possible my ‘apprentice relationship’ with Instructor Leo will come to light during the mock-battle on Monday.
And at this point? That might just be a good thing.
Not only would it satisfy their curiosity, but it might shut up the two annoying idiots in Magical Warfare.
Because having them constantly trying to compete with me and ask me questions is really getting annoying.
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The first thing I hear when I enter the Magical Warfare classroom is shouting.
“That’s enough!” Instructor Leo’s voice echoes through the room before I turn towards the main area of the facility to see him glaring at a woman wearing the exact same uniform as him, except fitted for a woman instead. “If I had any say in this, you’d never get within a mile’s distance from my apprentice!”
Apprentice? Wasn’t that supposed to be an act for the students?
Putting that aside for the moment, the woman he’s talking to has a very easy-going look on her face and posture and appears to be about the same age as Instructor Leo. She has her hips cocked slightly to the right, with one hand on them as she grins at the man, completely ignoring his shouting. She has surprisingly gray eyes – considering how easygoing she seems – with long black hair, and a sword sheathed on her waist.
“Oh, c’mon Leo!” She starts, reminding me slightly of Aidan for a single instant, “I’m very interested in meeting your little apprentice!”
Leo’s gaze suddenly snaps towards me before he begins to calm down a little, likely for my benefit. The woman notices this and turns to look at me.
But instead of calming down as well, she actually begins to look even more excited and rushes over towards me whilst drawing her sword.
What the fuck?!
I draw my sword a little sloppily before raising it to block her strike, only for her to suddenly pause and loop around me too quickly for my eyes to trace. The only thing I manage to see is a faint orangish-gray magic circle appear where she was standing before she reappears in the corner of my vision and slices straight through my shoulder from behind me with her blade, causing me to drop my own sword and let out a cry of pain.
“Hmm,” she hums while I kneel on the floor holding my shoulder as it reverts back to normal again, “uh huh, certainly not normal.”
I cautiously climb back to my feet again before taking a few steps away from the woman, who I find looking at Leo.
“The immortality thing aside, he has a little promise in swordplay, and he didn’t run away and instead tried to draw his sword and fight back,” she begins before glancing at me with that same grin as before, “even if he did a terrible job at it.”
The woman then turns back to Instructor Leo whilst sheathing her sword as she finishes speaking, “So I’m willing to train him.”
Instructor Leo glares at the woman with utter hatred as he practically growls out, “You wouldn’t have been able to say no to the psycho even if you didn’t approve of him, Anabel.”
The woman – apparently named Anabel – just shrugs and retorts, “Probably not. But I would at least be able to take out my irritation on the kid.”
My eyes widen at that before I shake my head slightly and raise my sword up to the ready position Instructor Leo had taught me before.
Instructor Leo continues glaring at her for a few seconds before sighing and turning to me as he says, “This woman is Anabel Walker, and she is the closest Class C magician in the military at this current time to reaching Class B. She is also a swordplay instructor at the academy, along with her role as the internship supervisor.”
Class… B?
I turn my head to look directly at the woman, only to find her casually walking around the room whilst swinging her legs here and there with a child-like innocence. An innocence that is completely at odds with the image of her attacking me whilst enhanced with her magic.
Does that mean the rumors about stronger magicians being eccentric and even sometimes a little insane are actually true?
Because this woman doesn’t look particularly sane to me.
I glance at Instructor Leo to find him silently shaking his head no before I look at Anabel again.
“Aaanyways,” Anabel suddenly says, drawing the beginning of the word out whilst spinning on her heel in a circle, “I’ve looked over your schedule already, and decided that your sword training will be here, right after your Tactics and Battle Strategies class. Every day.”
Before I can say anything, she continues talking, “And I’ll be cutting off one of your limbs every time you’re late, starting with your head if you miss even a single training session entirely.”
The impact of her words is lessened due to the playful skipping she’s doing as she jumps around the training facility like a little schoolgirl. But despite that, they still send a shiver down my spine.
I jerk my head to look at Instructor Leo, only to find him shrugging his shoulders with a helpless look on his face.
Oh, right. She’s stronger than him isn’t she?
At least, she should be, if he cared enough to mention how close she was to Class B.
“Do you know if the doctor is planning-” I begin, only for Anabel to interrupt my question towards Instructor Leo by saying, “The doc said he wouldn’t get anyone else involved unless it was needed to protect his test subject’s secret, so don’t worry about that and instead focus on training.”
My eye twitches at being called a test subject before the woman suddenly stops spinning and pins a stare straight at me as she says, “And if you try to stumble your way through our training, then I’m going to make you wish you could die.”
“Yes ma’am,” I reply, almost on instinct.
She continues staring at me for a few seconds before going back to skipping around as she adds, “Also, call me Anabel. Formality sucks, so I’m gonna forgo that crap.”
I furrow my brows slightly.
That’s not a common mindset in the Republic.
And it would be refreshing if the one who has it wasn’t so… terrifying.
“Remember to see me half an hour after your last class today!” she says, suddenly giving me a friendly wave before practically dancing towards the entrance while throwing one last comment over her shoulder, “And if anyone learns about your secret and it creates issues with our training, I’ll kill em!”
Before I can so much as react to her words, four orangish-gray magic circles flash around her and she vanishes from her spot, moving straight through the portal and closing the door behind her in an instant.
“She’ll what?!” I shout in shock.
“Calm down,” Instructor Leo says, placing a hand on my shoulder, “she said she will only do it if it creates issues for your training. So if you ever tell your friends, don’t let them stop or come in the way of your training and it should be fine.”
I stare at the closed door for several seconds as the instructor continues speaking, “That aside, Anabel is a little…”
He doesn’t elaborate further and instead takes his hand off of my shoulder and begins walking over to the magi-tech board.
“The only person that woman seems to fear is that psychopath doctor of yours,” he says, stopping right in front of the board and turning back around to look at me. “No matter who else she’s dealing with, she doesn’t care about what sort of consequences her actions might cause. But when it comes to that man…”
My eyes widen slightly as I see what looks like a flash of fear cross the instructor’s face before he shakes his head and continues, “Regardless, she won’t tell others about your secret.”
Okay, seriously. Why do so many powerful people seem terrified of the doctor?
The only thought that comes to mind is that he might be a Class A magician or something.
But the doctor? Really?
If that were the case, then why’s he working in my neighborhood’s clinic?
It just doesn’t make any sense. And these instructors are too terrified of him to say anything to me…
“Go ahead and practice your shooting while you’re here,” Instructor Leo suddenly says while pointing towards the shooting range.
“Yes sir,” I answer before mentally slapping myself for accidentally saying sir again.
The instructor raises an eyebrow at me before actually smiling as he says, “Just call me teacher whenever we’re in private, until the others find out about our relationship.”
My mouth parts slightly open in surprise before closing again as I nod.
That’s surprising.
I guess he’s really accepted me as his apprentice at this point.
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I slowly raise the spoonful of mint flavored ice cream to my lips before ever-so-gently placing it into my mouth and savoring the flavor.
That delectable flavor of-
“So, Nathan, I heard you were training alone with a beautiful woman in the Magical Warfare classroom after your last class yesterday,” Aidan says, almost making me cough out the ice cream in my surprise.
I jerk my head towards him whilst swallowing my ice cream with actual fear on my face.
Beautiful?
That monster?
No, no, no.
That’s the last thing I’d call her.
The others look both confused and amused at the fearful look on my face, likely having assumed it was for something else.
I look around the area for a few seconds before quietly whispering, “Please don’t joke about that monster. She’s terrifying.”
My words wipe the amused looks right off of their faces, leaving nothing but confusion behind as I focus on my ice cream again.
Maybe the first ten or so minutes of that ‘training session’ could have been considered training. But the rest of it was more comparable to torture than anything else.
I mean, what sort of training involves cutting me to shreds until I’m able to defend myself from her attacks?
She cut my damn arm off! Twice!!!
I shiver slightly at the memory before grabbing another scoop of ice cream and putting it into my mouth.
Please, let me forget the monster and focus only on this mint ice cream… and maybe the mock battle on Monday.
Actually, now that I think about it, Instructor Leo didn’t mention anything to the class about the mock battles.
I finish the ice cream in my mouth before looking up and mentioning, “By the way, we have mock battles tomorrow for Magical Warfare.”
The others – who were still staring at me – turn to look at each other for a second, only to focus on me again as Aidan asks, “Did the instructor tell you?”
I nod my head, no longer caring if they find out on their own about my teacher and apprentice relationship with the instructor.
And the looks on their faces make it pretty obvious that they want to ask but aren’t sure if they should.
Aidan seems to let it go for now as he asks, “So should we practice working as a group more today? We’ve only worked together once in battle, and that was just against those drones.”
I simply shake my head and answer, “Unfortunately, we can’t. I already asked the instructor if we could use the BFS to practice, and he said no. That he wants to see our first time working together against intelligent enemies himself.”
Which I’m honestly fine with. It would be better to only have to explain my healing once if it’s necessary. And explaining it to the entire class at once, with the instructor there to back me up, would be safer and allow for less questions from the other cadets.
“Couldn’t he just watch us as we’re training?” Rebecca asks with a frown from next to Cyria.
I turn to look at her as Amelia answers from beside me, “He’s a Class C magician under the Ashford family, so I doubt he would use his spare time just to supervise one team in their training.”
Unsurprisingly, the others turn to stare at me as she says this. Meanwhile, I just casually grab another scoop of ice cream before placing it into my mouth.
Hmm, this ice cream is probably the best thing at this academy.
 

 
Year 2849 | Month 5 | Day 17 | Monday
The next day
“-and the next mock battle will be between Nathan’s team, and Loris’s team,” Leo says as the two teams that just finished their mock battle finish leaving the BFS.
My teacher then begins messing with the panel again, causing the inside of the simulator to turn into a different battlefield than the one the last two teams fought in. One with a much nicer atmosphere to it, with plenty of light covering a pleasantly quiet, green meadow.
The meadow has a few tall hills, along with several powerful-looking trees scattered throughout the hills, and one enormous valley.
“Just like with the last fights, you may not use offensive magic,” Leo says, repeating the same things he’s said for each of the other mock battles so far, “this mock battle is meant to test your weapon and teamwork skills. Not your attack magic. So keep it to healing and barrier spells.”
I look over at Arthur’s team as he walks up with them towards the BFS before focusing on the sniper walking next to him.
Of course, I’d be going up against the team of one of those two…
The man begins to open his mouth to speak but is interrupted by Arthur putting his arm out in front of him, with his bow draped over his shoulder.
I let out a mental sigh of relief at that before nodding my head towards Arthur, who doesn’t give any response and simply walks into the BFS with the rest of his group. Although the sniper still manages to send me a smirk on the way.
“Let’s go,” I say to my team before walking into the BFS on the opposite side from Arthur Loris’s team. Once we enter, I immediately feel the familiar uneasiness of entering the simulator when it’s stretched so wide, but it doesn’t last long, and I quickly begin to survey the land.
“You have ten minutes to prepare, starting now,” Leo’s voice echoes through the BFS as a ten minute countdown appears above the valley. “The goal of this mock battle is to either capture the enemy team’s flag, or to incapacitate each of your enemies, which involves you tying them up or causing the BFS to kick them out by dishing out what would normally be a lethal attack towards them.”
As soon as I hear him, I finish surveying the land and focus on the opposing team’s location.
“One important aspect of this battlefield that you should take into note,” the instructor continues speaking, “is that a ‘red blanket’ will drop over the valley every five minutes, which will cancel out any sniper rifle bullets fired into the area.”
My brows furrow slightly at that before I inspect each member of their team.
Their team is made up of one sniper, one archer, two sword users, and a spear user. And from what I’ve learned from watching the other teams, the sniper is better than I am, the archer is only a little worse than Rebecca, the sword users are okay but nothing to write home about, and the spear user is strange. They seemed to have some difficulty following orders, so I might be able to use that.
Not sure why they let them into their team in the first place though. Because that’s a pretty glaring issue in a team.
The terrain in between us includes a single large valley, with both of our teams currently being situated on hills. Each of the hills have large trees scattered around them, which would make great cover for my sniping as long as I can find a sturdy enough tree to hold my weight.
Meanwhile, the valley itself is completely barren of any trees, leaving it as a bit of a dead zone, making it free game for snipers. When that ‘red blanket’ isn’t up, that is.
Lastly, there are several tall, but not very long hills scattered to the sides of the valley, making it a difficult trek in that direction. But a lot safer when the red blanket isn’t up.
Anyways, time to use what I’ve learned in Tactics and Battle Strategies so far.
I continue looking over everything for nearly an entire minute before turning to the others and saying, “To begin, it’s doubtful that any of them are going to try crossing the valley when the red blanket isn’t up, but I’ll still keep an eye on them anyways.”
I then crouch down slightly while pointing towards one side of the valley and saying, “From what I’ve seen of him so far, Arthur seems like the cautious type, so my guess is that he’ll either go down one side with all of his team, with the exception of their sniper,” before turning to point down both sides as I continue, “or he will go down one side with one of his close combat fighters while sending the other two down the other way and leaving the sniper behind.”
“Lastly,” I begin whilst standing up again, “he might stay on their hill, next to their flag, waiting for us to come to them. There are a few other possibilities as well that we should keep in mind though, such as them only sending two down a single side, but these three were the ones I could see as the likeliest ones at the moment.”
Especially with how untrustworthy that spear user seems.
And with that, I begin to create and go over several different plans with them before focusing on the one that I feel will work the best.
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The Mock Battle
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 5 | Day 17 | Monday
Whilst perched on a thick tree branch of a tree nearby, but not too close to our flag, I look through the scope of my rifle at the enemies’ flag, located at the peak of their starting hill. As I do so, a faint smile begins to stretch across my face.
“As expected…” I mutter at the sight of the sniper, spear user, and one of the sword users standing guard at their flag.
Looks like I was right about Arthur being cautious. And considering that he – a bow user – is among the two that are missing, it’s likely that they’re together.
The only question that’s left is which direction did they go…
If they went down the right side, then they’re bound to run into Aidan, Rebecca, and Sophia at some point. But if they went down the left side…
I take my eye from the scope for a second to look down at Cyria – who is standing beneath the tree closest to the flag – before nodding when I see her look at me.
She nods back and tightens her hold on her sword’s handle.
Hmm, she looks a little nervous.
I turn my attention away from her before looking through my scope again at the enemy team’s sniper, only to find him walking down the other side of their hill and leaving my range of sight.
Looks like he’s finding his own shooting position.
I focus on the hill for several more seconds in an attempt to find where he’s going before focusing on the other two, who I did manage to spot as they were finding cover, after failing to find the sniper.
“So far so good,” I whisper into the id card sitting on the branch next to me. “Three of them stayed back with their flag. But I’ve lost track of their sniper, so watch out for him.”
“Gotcha,” I hear Aidan answer back from the call on the card.
I turn my focus towards the hills on the right side of the valley before attempting to see if I can find Arthur and the sword user. However, after only a minute of doing so, the red countdown at the center of the room reaches zero and Instructor Leo’s voice rings out throughout the simulator.
“The no-combat period has finished. You may now enter combat whenever you wish.”
As soon as he says that, I turn my rifle towards the enemies’ flag, only to hear a gunshot echo from the direction of the enemies right as a flash of movement catches my eye from one of the trees on a hill further back from their flag.
Right after that, I spot the tree Cyria is hiding behind get damaged out of nowhere before she stares at it with her eyes wide.
“Get down Cyria!” I shout before turning my rifle towards the location of the movement I had seen.
As I’m examining the tree through my scope, I hear movement coming from down below – likely from Cyria.
Suddenly, another gunshot echoes from their side, except not from the sniper this time.
Looks like the others have run into them.
As if on cue, Rebecca’s voice comes in on the call, with the sound of the thrumming of a bow string being released coming along with it, “We found both of them, but they seem to be stalling for something.”
More movement from near their flag catches my eye, and I find their spear user rushing straight out of his cover towards the hills on the right side of the valley.
“Spear user incoming,” I say into the id card before focusing my rifle on him.
The distance between the two flags is around a little over half a kilometer, so I should be able to make the shot.
What I’m not sure about though, is how many shots it’ll take…
I shake my head to clear it of thoughts like that before focusing on the shot, aiming just slightly ahead of him.
This battlefield doesn’t have any wind, and the distance isn’t too far either.
After taking a deep breath, I pull the trigger, only to miss my first shot, alerting the spear user to my presence. The man stops running for a second and turns his head towards me as my rifle quickly reloads itself for another shot.
He stopped?
Not wasting a single second, I take aim at the idiot before he can continue moving and pull the trigger. However, just a single second later, I grunt in pain as a second gunshot echoes through the simulator from their hill and a bullet goes straight into my shoulder.
I ignore both the shot, and Cyria’s gasp as she likely watches my wound rewind itself, to focus on the spear user.
By the looks of it, I winged him in the shoulder, just like the enemy sniper got me.
“Spear user is injured now,” I state into the id card call before turning my focus towards the tree where the sniper’s hiding again, only to find him pointing directly at me as well.
Then, with my shoulder fully healed, and the bullet having been pushed out of it, I quickly set up a shot and fire in the direction of the sniper’s head. However, at the same time, I hear his own gun let loose a bullet of its own that wings me in the eye.
“Shit!” I grunt through gritted teeth before letting the wound heal itself and looking back through the scope again, only to find their sniper with a blue and purple barrier around himself that then vanishes with him along with it.
Not sure where my shot hit him, but apparently it would’ve been fatal enough to kill him, considering that the BFS teleported him out and protected him from the shot.
I let out a sigh before lowering my rifle slightly and feeling my waist for another cartridge of ammo whilst glancing at Cyria, who I find staring wide-eyed at me with her mouth slightly agape.
“I’ll explain later,” I tell her before replacing the ammo cartridge on my rifle and taking aim again at their side as the rifle reloads on its own. “But for now, go across the valley towards their flag. Their sniper is down.”
With their sniper out of the picture, I turn my rifle back onto the spear user, who I find limping over towards a tree whilst holding his shoulder. Once he reaches it, he begins to pull out a first aid kit from his bag.
The corner of my mouth arcs slightly in the start of a smile before I focus on him and take a deep breath to relax myself from the adrenaline running through me.
Wasn’t sure at first why the instructor put so much importance on us learning first aid right away, but now it makes more sense.
This definitely isn’t a class for the weak hearted.
And with that thought in mind, I focus on the shot before pulling the trigger just as the spear user begins wrapping his shoulder in a bandage, sending the shot going straight towards his neck instead of his head like I had aimed for.
Fortunately, it seems to be enough, because just like with the sniper, a blue and purple barrier appears around the man before he disappears.
I then turn my attention towards the valley to find Cyria running across it with her sword drawn.
With this, we should be able to take their flag without any real problems.
Although…
I turn my rifle back towards the flag before looking for their last remaining member, excluding the two that are fighting with Sophia, Aidan, and Rebecca.
Where’s that last sword user?
If I were to take a guess, I’d say he’s probably hiding from my shot. But he won’t be able to do that when Cyria gets there, so I’m not sure what he’s planning.
Will he come out and risk it? Or just hide away until the red blanket comes up?
I use my scope to look at both sides of the hill before focusing on the sounds of gunfire coming from the hills on the right side of the valley.
Unfortunately, they’re out of my sight due to the hills themselves. Which was likely planned by Arthur in the first place; in case we ended up going down the same direction.
I frown slightly before refocusing on Cyria as I ask through the call, “How’s the battle progressing?”
A few seconds pass before I hear Rebecca answer.
“Not as well as we’d like. Both Sophia-” she pauses here as the sound of a bow string thrumming echoes through the call, followed by a gunshot, “-and Aidan are injured at the cost of the enemies suffering the same.”
Oh? They’re having some difficulties?
That’s interesting.
It’s three versus two and they seem to be almost even despite that.
I kind of expected as much from Arthur, considering that he’s their team leader, and always seems to be the first to answer any question asked in Fundamentals of Fire, but that other sword user seems a little interesting as well.
Although, it doesn’t matter much in the end.
“I’ve taken out both their sniper and the spear user, and Cyria is crossing the valley now towards their flag,” I inform her while turning my scope back onto the enemy flag, only for the sky to turn red above the valley right before I find the missing member of the enemy team finally coming out from behind a hill.
My eyes narrow slightly as I see him walking up to their flag, likely spurred on by the fact that my bullets can’t reach him through the red blanket.
“Cyria, there’s a sword wielder at their flag,” I speak into the id card, “if you take him down, or even just get past him to the flag, then we win.”
I focus entirely on the sword wielder as he draws his sword, leaving a pistol holstered at his waist. The cadet has a freckled face, with brown hair, and equally brown eyes. He has on a uniform with the number two on its cuff, marking him as a second year. But despite that, he seems a little nervous.
“The sword wielder is a second year, and has a pistol holstered at his waist,” I state into my id card as the sounds of bullets being fired continue coming from the direction of the others’ battle. “He also seems to be lacking in confidence.”
A few seconds pass as Cyria continues sprinting across the valley until she makes it to the base of their hill and begins zigzagging from tree to tree – likely in an attempt to make sure he doesn’t try shooting her.
Not that I think it’ll be a problem, considering how nervous the cadet seems. And how his gun is still holstered.
Suddenly, the gunfire comes to a stop. Soon after that, Rebecca’s tired voice comes in on the call saying, “We’ve dealt with the other two, but Sophia was taken out, and Aidan is too injured to move.”
I frown slightly at that update before shaking my head and responding, “Alright. Come back up Cyr-”
Before I can finish speaking, Cyria’s voice enters the call abruptly saying, “No! I want to handle this guy myself!”
Her words only make my frown deepen as I look through the scope again to find her still climbing up the hill towards the enemy cadet.
Didn’t realize she was this prideful.
But…
“I can’t let your pride get in the way of the battle,” I begin before scaling my scope’s view back slightly to get a bigger view of their battle and continuing, “that said. Rebecca, go find a position to watch their battle from, and fire an arrow into the enemy if she loses. If that still doesn’t work, I’ll shoot him when the red blanket goes away.”
Once I finish speaking, I see Cyria pause for a second in her climb near a tree before continuing again as her voice comes in through the call, “Thank you.”
Well, that takes care of that.
At least I can take this free time to consider what I’m gonna say to everyone outside once this battle finishes… because there’s no way they didn’t miss me getting shot twice and healing almost instantly when each cadet is being streamed by the simulator to those outside in the class…
As I’m thinking, I also watch Cyria as she finally reaches the top of the hill, only several meters away from the flag with the enemy cadet in between her and it.
Although now that I think about it, it’s also possible that the instructor might answer their questions before the mock battle even ends.
I relax a little at the thought, but despite that, I doubt he will.
Knowing him, he’ll probably just make me do most of the work, only speaking up when he has to.
In fact, he might purposely cause me more trouble…
I tense up again at the thought before shaking my head and focusing on Cyria and the cadet through the scope of my rifle.
Their battle actually started out pretty evenly matched, with the cadet surprisingly managing to keep up with Cyria’s strikes.
That said, it doesn’t last for long. Especially not after the guy trips as he’s trying to block her strike.
Which probably isn’t a very good idea if you want to survive a duel.
Anyways, their battle just continues going downhill after that, with the guy taking cut after cut after cut from Cyria until he finally makes one mistake too many, allowing her to send her sword straight towards his unguarded neck, only for it to be blocked by the same blue and purple barrier as before. The cadet then teleports out of the BFS, which is followed soon after by an explosion of fireworks echoing throughout the simulator, signifying our victory.
“Congratulations to Nathan’s team on their victory,” Leo’s voice echoes throughout the BFS as it begins to shrink down to normal, leaving me and the others in a simple gray room. “Now please exit the BFS so we may move on to the last mock battle of the day.”
Once we leave the BFS, I find myself being stared at by every last cadet within the room, with the exception of Aidan, Sophia, and Rebecca, who hadn’t seen what had happened.
Not even a full ten seconds later, the sniper who I had defeated in the mock battle walks forwards with his arms crossed and asks, “What the hell was that?”
His question sets off several others from the gathered cadets, causing the room to be filled with question after question after question as Aidan, Sophia, and Rebecca all look around in confusion.
“How is a first year able to use a spell to that extent?” “I thought he had a fire affinity? How was that fire?!” “What happened!”
I let out a mental sigh of relief after finding out that they all seem to truly believe it was a spell.
Suddenly, Leo raises his hands and claps them together, silencing the room as my confused teammates all send me odd looks, having at least partially figured out that something happened involving me. The instructor then nods his head at me, prompting me to speak.
“It’s a new fire mana based regeneration spell developed by my teacher, Instructor Leo,” I state, getting to the point of the cover right away in order to leave out any chance of them jumping to their own conclusions.
This causes another commotion that doesn’t last for long as everyone turns to look at the instructor in question for his confirmation.
The man begins messing with the BFS panel as he speaks, “Nathan’s correct. I gave my apprentice a spell of mine both as a test, and as a way to keep him safe. But it only works thanks to the aging disease that you’ve no doubt already noticed that he has just from looking at him.”
Right as another commotion seems to be about to break out amongst the cadets, Leo continues speaking, “Now, Bridget’s team and Phillip’s team, you’ll be the last mock battle of the day.”
His words bring an end to the discussion for the moment as the two teams look at me, then each other, then begin walking towards the BFS itself.
But judging by the way the students are looking at me, this isn’t over by a long shot.
Although Arthur doesn’t seem to care much, despite also having an affinity for fire.
Wish that could be said for the other fire affinity cadets. The ones that are currently glaring at me with a look that makes me wonder if they’re planning on challenging me to a duel anytime soon.
Which probably wouldn’t be a good idea for them to do, considering why they would be doing it in the first place.
But some people just don’t make much sense…
“Nathan Fox, I challenge you to a duel!” one of the first year cadets in my Fundamentals of Fire class says after walking up to me.
I just stare at him before opening my mouth, only to close it again as the instructor shouts from behind the panel, “Nathan accepts, and it’ll be in two weeks’ time, on Sunday!”
The cadet in question – whose name I don’t even know – nods his head with a glare towards me before walking back to his team, leaving me with my jaw dropped open in shock.
What. The. Fuck?
Suddenly, I feel a pat on the back as Aidan’s voice comes from behind me, “Don’t worry, you’ll be fine if you have your teacher’s training.”
I turn back to look at him, only to find a happy grin on his face.
My eyes narrow before I turn to look at Cyria and the others, who also have pleasant looks on their faces and aren’t even bothering to hide them.
They’re enjoying this. Probably because I didn’t tell them in the first place.
I narrow my eyes even further before closing them with a sigh.
Whatever. No choice now but to go along with it.
After that thought, I turn towards the BFS to watch the last mock battle of the day.
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The Arcane Council Chambers
Year 2849 | Month 5 | Day 20 | Thursday
In the center of the council chamber, surrounded by ten throne-like seats, each with a Class A magician seated on them, is a large sphere. This sphere has a screen on the surface of it, with a map, a call, and several documents of importance to the Republic displayed on the screen.
None of the council members seated on the thrones say a word as the chairman – Artorius Hunter – leans forwards in his seat with his arms resting on his knees. The man has black eyes, with equally black hair and a strange outfit consisting of a pure black, sleeveless, combat suit made out of magi-tech enhanced Arcadian Metal with various red gemstones on.
Several seconds pass in silence before he finally leans back a little in his throne and states, “Continue.”
The man on the other side of the call displayed on the screen – commonly known through the Republic as the Healer General – nods his head before scratching his chin and beginning to speak, “As you wish, Chairman Hunter.”
Jacob Argent snaps his fingers, causing the map to focus on one of the Warzones – the open battlefields and contested lands between the opposing nations and the Republic.
This particular Warzone is the largest one in existence.
The Grand Warzone, stationed in between The Republic of Arcania and The Collective Kingdoms of Rhia.
“My report is as follows.” the general states with a gruff tone of voice. “We have made some small progress on claiming the following positions.” He pauses as a point on the map at the center of the Grand Warzone highlights, “The Valley of Hope.”
He pauses again while a second point highlights on the map beneath the valley, “The Anchor.”
This continues as more and more points continue highlighting whilst he speaks, including one point directly beneath the northern lake bordering the two nations, one directly above the lake bordering between The Republic and Entaria, “The Northern and Southern Lines,” and one last point above the valley, “and the Fallen Tower.”
At this point, the man squints his eyes slightly whilst scaling the map out to include the Forgotten Pass, located north of the Grand Warzone.
“However, ever since the battle at the Forgotten Pass, the Warzone of the Forgotten has been on a decline, requiring us to send more and more forces-” he continues until one of the councilmembers states in an even and plainly bored sounding tone, “We don’t need a recap. Continue with why you called.”
The man who spoke is wearing a medieval style set of magi-tech armor, with black and red gauntlets equipped on both hands. He has thick eyebrows, a short beard, and a rough appearance to match his attitude.
The general clenches his fist slightly in irritation before turning to look at Lucas Wolf – the strongest enhancement magician in the Republic – and saying with a slight nod of his head, “I apologize, Chairperson Wolf, but this ‘recap’ is directly involved with my report. So if you don’t mind, I will continue.”
Lucas narrows his eyes and leans forwards, but before he can say anything else, another chairperson interrupts.
“Just ignore the muscle-brained Neanderthal and continue your report,” Marcus Ashford – the current second strongest fire magician in the Republic – says with a dismissive look on his face.
Right as Lucas begins sputtering out of anger, the Healer General sends Marcus a brief smirk and says, “I think I will,” before continuing on with what he was previously stating, “Unfortunately, due to us having to replace the lost magicians at the Warzone of the Forgotten, we have lost some of our lead on the Grand Warzone itself. This has led to us losing the foothold we had just obtained there.”
“However,” he continues, cutting off one of the chair holders that was about to speak, “the Class S magicians, the Fallen Magician, Afvalder, and chairperson Winter’s uncle, Archibald, both managed to wound the Kingdom’s Class S magicians during the fight.”
The general turns his gaze back towards the chairman as he says, “Which has led to their disappearance since. And while that is certainly a common thing for Class S magicians – considering their tendency to disconnect themselves with the matters of their nations – we have heard some interesting news about it.”
At this point, a faint grin begins to stretch across the general’s face.
“Continue,” the chairman says, leaning forwards a bit in his chair.
The grin on the general’s face stretches even wider at this before he finishes, “The Class S magicians on their side have refused to respond to their leadership’s requests for help.”
Mutters of astonishment run through the gathered council members, only for them to stop once the chairman raises his hand.
“And what about Archibald and Afvalder?” Artorius asks without showing any emotion on his face.
Jacob’s grin fades slightly at that as he says, “Afvalder is still acting as he always does; randomly appearing on battlefields to take command without actually participating in the battles unless there’s a Class S magician on the battlefield.”
The general pauses here whilst looking slightly away from the chairman.
“And Archibald?” the chairman prompts.
Jacob faintly sighs before turning back to the chairman and saying, “When we asked this last time, he expressed his explicit dislike of our constant wars and wished us the best.”
A loud crash echoes through the chamber from Lucas’s direction as he smashes the arm of his chair and shouts, “Damned bastard!”
“That said, he did at least state that he would defend us from any Class S magicians if they were to attack,” Jacob adds without even looking at the chairperson.
His added statement does nothing to satisfy the enhancement affinity magician who immediately stands up and shouts, “How long are we going to let these Class S magicians do-”
“Stop,” Artorius’s voice clearly rings through the chamber, prompting the man to stop speaking almost immediately.
Several seconds pass in silence before Lilith Marshall – the current strongest dark affinity magician in the Republic – speaks whilst sending a blank look towards Lucas, “It’s pointless to worry about the Class S magicians. They’re too powerful to be controlled by a country, and very few of them have any interest in the politics behind ruling them.”
Silence once again fills the chamber after she finishes speaking and calmly turns back to facing the orb at the center of the room, her long black hair swaying over her shoulder in the process.
“Yeah, my sister-in-law is right, ya know?” Alexis Luna suddenly interjects into the silence, drawing the attention of the other council members as she stands up from her throne and begins casually walking around the orb. “Doctor Archeron doesn’t give a shit about anything outside of his experiments.”
A shiver collectively runs down the spines of a few of the gathered chair holders at the mention of the doctor’s name.
She pauses speaking for a second to twirl around before continuing with a glance at Blake Winters, “Your uncle, Archibald Winters, just wants to keep your family safe.”
Blake doesn’t say anything and just watches her as she continues walking over to Victor Umbra.
She then continues with a raised brow towards the man, “Your older sister, Dorothy Umbra, doesn’t seem to care about anything outside of you and alchemy.”
Victor just raises an eyebrow back and retorts, “What’s wrong with alchemy?”
Alexis twirls in place again and says, “Nothing. And she is helping us proceed with great strides in our alchemy.”
“But,” she stops twirling, “it isn’t directly benefiting our battles against the other Class S magicians.”
She then turns back around and starts walking back to her seat with her hands on her hips, drawing both Lucas’s and Alexander’s eyes to them in the process.
Once she reaches her seat, she lies back on it with her legs going over the arm rest and says, “And neither are the other Class S magicians. Unless you count Doctor Archeron’s space magi-tech items.”
“My point is that none of them are directly fighting for us, and all four of them generally want to be left alone.” She then turns to look around the room at the other chair holders and says, “We also won’t be able to directly force them without going all out against them ten on one, one by one. And I find that situation very unlikely for the Class S magicians to even allow coming about.”
“Soooo, we can either find some way to bribe one of them into helping,” she says with one finger raised to the ceiling, only to jerk her head over towards Theodore Hunter as he finishes for her, “Or we train our own weapon out of the current students at the academy.”
Alexis smiles wide and nods her head before saying, “Bingo! If all of our families were to pool together some more resources, and if we were to push the students far enough, to the point of even bribing them to go train in actual battle…”
Lucas slams his hand against the other arm rest of his throne, breaking it off as well while pointing towards her and snarling, “You just want more funds for your damned academy, don’t you!”
“Her ulterior motives aside, it won’t even be possible,” Alexander – the strongest wind magician in the Republic – says with a grin and a shrug, “not when the only talent levels that have ever become Class S have been level 5s during their mid to late fifties.”
He then looks at Alexis with a broad grin on his roguish looking face and finishes, “And by that point in time, we,” he pauses whilst pointing around at everyone in the room, “assuming we’re even alive by then, will all be retired.”
Alexis just shrugs before looking up at the ceiling as Artorius raises his hand and speaks, “Council member Alexis’s possible ulterior motives aside, her plan does have some benefits.”
He pauses to look at the care-free woman as he continues, always happy to find a way to benefit the Republic, “And it wouldn’t hurt to put more funding into the academy, allowing our next generation to grow even stronger.”
“So,” he says whilst turning to look at the orb in the center of the room, completely ignoring the general as he noticeably gets irritated at being ignored and hangs up the call, “I would like to call a vote.”
Lucas simply glares at Alexis, meanwhile nearly half of the councilmembers – including the chairman – raise their hands for the vote to pass, leaving a greater majority of the votes as yeses thanks to the chairman’s count of five votes to each chairperson’s one.
Artorius looks around for a few seconds before standing up and declaring, “Then it’s decided. Every one of the nine families of the Republic must now provide a set amount of funding to the academy that will be determined at a later point in time.”
At the same time, Alexis – who had been staring up at the ceiling with her eyes closed, a wide grin on her face, and one hand raised – thinks, ‘I hope Amelia and her little friends enjoy this boost in training.’
“And with that, this council meeting is adjourned,” Artorius says, clapping his hands once, causing the orb in the center of the screen to flicker before shrinking down in size and lowering to a small stand on the floor beneath it.
 

 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 5 | Day 21 | Friday
“Now, remember that the more mana arcs you have, the more ‘limbs’ you can use to stretch and train your other mana arcs,” I hear the instructor of my Mana Manipulation class say from the front of the classroom as a strange feeling begins to emanate from the mana arc I am currently training.
Is this what she meant by ‘you will know when it’s trained enough to split’?
At that thought, a grin begins to spread across my face.
If that’s the case, then it’s about freaking time!
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Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 5 | Day 21 | Friday
The feeling continues emanating from my mana arc. A strange pulsing feeling, where two different pulses move in opposite directions from each other through the arc, with them both starting in the middle of the arc as if marking the location to begin splitting it in half.
Almost as if driven on instinct, I use my mana ‘limbs’ to grab the mana arc before sinking the limb’s fingers into the center of the radiating pulses. The fingers of the ‘limbs’ sink straight through, splitting the mana arc into two before the two new arcs continue splitting down the rest of the arc until the entire arc is split into two much smaller arcs; ones that look just like how the other arc looks right now. The one that I haven’t been able to train as of yet due to having been training the first one up till now.
Along with the splitting of the mana arc, a feeling of satisfaction mixed with a tiny bit of pain spreads throughout my body for a few seconds.
Once the feeling vanishes, I open my eyes, only to find the instructor looking directly at me with her eyes closed. Not even a second later, she opens her eyes and says, “Good job, cadet Fox. You may leave for lunch early if you wish.”
My eyes widen slightly at that before returning to normal as I nod my head in appreciation.
I really need to ask Leo how she’s able to know almost immediately when someone splits their arc…
Because depending on how she’s doing it, it might become a problem in the future in regard to keeping my secret.
I continue gathering my things whilst looking around at the mostly empty room before getting up.
A large portion of the class managed to finish splitting their arc before me due to them having more of them to start with than I, but I still managed to finish before nearly a dozen cadets thanks to my pain tolerance.
My face turns into a frown as I walk down the stairs towards the entrance.
It’s certainly nice to have this added tolerance, but it doesn’t make the pain any more enjoyable to bear.
Nor does it solve my biggest problem.
Which is a large factor in why I ever even agreed to the doctor’s experiments in the first place. Ignoring the fact that I couldn’t really say no even if I wanted to.
As I walk over towards the Snowcrest Diner, memories begin to flood my thoughts from a couple of years back – soon after the doctor first found out about my immortality and set up a meeting between us and my parents.
 

 
Almost Two Years Ago
I fiddle with my hands as the doctor sits down across the table from my parents, leaving me standing at the side of the room up against one of the doctor’s bookshelves.
This isn’t good…
I continuously glance between the doctor and the door, almost expecting a team of magicians to burst through it at any second to capture me. However, my gaze immediately locks onto the doctor as he begins speaking.
“I’m not one for bullshit,” the sixty-something year old man says, his near-shoulder-length gray hair falling partially over his seemingly-dead violet eyes as he speaks, “so let’s get straight to the point.” Just like always, the doctor is wearing his usual black and white lab coat buttoned up over some sort of black and purple suit.
The man turns towards me with his vacant stare and says, “You will undergo any and all experiments I ask of you. If you don’t, then I’ll inform the nation about your little problem.”
My eyes widen in fear. At the same time, dad slams his fist into the armrest of the chair he’s sitting in and shouts, “That’s fucking bull-”
He damn near chokes on his words as the doctor turns his vacant stare towards him without even saying anything.
The doctor simply stares at dad for several seconds, making my dad – who seems just as scared of the man as I always am – audibly gulp before the doctor stands up and walks over towards me whilst pulling a scalpel out of his pocket.
Shit!
I begin to back up, but the man just narrows his eyes slightly as he continues approaching me, causing me to freeze up in fear, allowing him to reach me. Once he does, he simply grabs my arm and jerks it towards him before making a clean cut straight down my muscle as I wince in pain.
The man then stares at it as it closes up again before speaking, “From what I’ve been able to tell without doing any actual experiments, his reversion – what I call the ‘regeneration’ his body undergoes, which is really just his body reverting in time – seems to be activated by damage or changes done to his body from anything that isn’t his own mental force. With a few exceptions that I should be able to learn more about through my experiments.”
“And to be clear,” he turns to stare at both mom and dad this time as he continues, “aging is not one of those exceptions.”
Gasps run through the room as both mom and dad jump to their feet, almost immediately understanding what the doctor means.
I myself already suspected this from my previous discussions with the man, but that doesn’t make it feel any better to have it confirmed.
The doctor lets go of my arm and begins walking back towards his desk whilst putting his scalpel back into his pocket as he speaks, “The largest cause of death in the highest classes of magicians – that being the Class A and Class S magicians – is not dying on a battlefield.”
Once he reaches his desk again, he turns around and tilts his still-emotionless face a little and asks, “So what per chance do you think is the highest cause of death in those magicians?”
Mom lets out a shaky breath and sits back down.
“It’s natural death from old age,” mom says as clearly as she can manage.
I slowly close my eyes after hearing the words said out loud.
“And even if I didn’t tell the nation, what do you think they would do when they take notice of a magician who doesn’t seem to be aging?” I hear the doctor’s emotionless voice continue.
This time, it’s dad’s voice that answers him, “They would take him in for examination and find out on their own.”
“Exactly,” the doctor’s voice once again echoes through the room before he continues, “so my proposal is that he undergo my experiments during his monthly checkups, with a pain mitigator to decrease or negate the pain of the more traumatic experiments so as to not break his mind in the process, leaving him without it for the ones I deem as not bad enough to need it.”
My eyes jerk open at that suggestion as the man continues speaking, “This way, I can look for the true cause of the immortality and find if there is a way to transfer it to someone else or remove it. And if one of those options is possible, then I will do it in exchange for the research conducted on your son and the possible way to gain immortality myself. But if it’s not? Then I will assist you in hiding out of the nation’s eyes after you either serve some of your time in the military, or you gain enough education to be able to learn everything else that you need to get stronger on your own.”
Dad looks between mom and I for a few seconds before sighing and focusing on the doctor – who still has the same expressionless face he’s had since we all first walked in – and saying, “We agree to your terms.”
 

 
The Present
Right as I’m about to touch the doors at the entrance of the tower, my eyes widen in realization, and I pause in place.
The reason dad accepted the deal so quickly… could it be that he actually knows who the doctor really is?
I stand frozen in front of the tower entrance for a few seconds before finally touching the doors and letting it scan me.
Maybe I should ask dad about him…
Also, that bit about my reversion being caused by anything that’s not my own mind force… did he mean the ‘limbs’ that I use during my mana arc training?
Could that be why I’m able to train my mana arcs despite the immortality?
He never fully explained all of the experiments he was doing, only really going over the important end results and not the smaller details of them.
Whether that’s because he doesn’t care enough to, or he didn’t think I’d understand them, I don’t know.
The doors in front of me open after sensing my key, allowing me to walk through.
I look around for a few seconds to see if Amelia is anywhere nearby before starting towards the Snowcrest Diner.
If what the doctor had said the last time I saw him is true, then I certainly hope the man is strong enough to keep me hidden from the nation.
Because if my immortality is truly incurable, then I’m going to need to figure out how to deal with my lack of aging issue at some point.
I grimace slightly at the thought before shaking my head and continuing my way towards the diner.
A bit of mint ice cream should help me relax.




Chapter 38
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Announcement
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 5 | Day 21 | Friday
Several hours later in the day
“Say, Nathan,” Aidan suddenly asks as we’re climbing the stairs of the dormitory, “why do you like mint ice cream so much?”
I turn to look at him without stopping before facing forwards again while giving a very simple answer, “Because it’s great.”
Ignoring the judgmental look Aidan is sending me due to my answer, I focus on the dormitory entrance itself. It’s surprisingly populated right now, with people almost everywhere. More people than I think I’ve ever seen in one place at the academy to this point, outside of when I first joined, and everyone was passing through the gate.
Even Rebecca, Sophia, and Cyria – who went off on their own to do something earlier, leaving Aidan and myself to eat at the diner with Amelia – seem to be entering the building right now.
“Why are there so many-” I begin, only to stop as my id card begins to vibrate in my blazer pocket.
Huh?
I reach in and pull it out before a panel appears above it with a large notice in the center telling everyone to gather in the dormitory entrance hall. Meanwhile, below the notice is another one. One that seems to have been there for over an hour now, but without any actual importance attached to it that would make my card vibrate.
“Well, there’s your answer,” Aidan says as I lift my head again to look up at the floating platform in the front of the hall once we reach the second floor.
Standing on the platform are two people, including both the headmistress of the academy, and Leo as they stand there looking out over everyone.
“Everyone, please direct your attention to the platform,” Leo’s voice echoes through the hall. “There is an important announcement that the headmistress wishes to make.”
He looks around the entrance hall as he continues, “The announcement will begin in half an hour so as to give everyone enough time to get here. If someone is missing at that time, then they are expected to get the information given out in the announcement from some other source.”
I frown slightly before looking at Aidan, only to see him shrug in confusion.
Is this going to be a common thing? Or did something major happen?
I turn back to the edge of the balcony before watching my teacher step back slightly and begin talking with the headmistress with a slightly tense look on his face.
Judging by the look on his face, I doubt this is a normal occurrence.
Not to mention that the headmistress is here, and by the looks of it, will continue to be here through the thirty minute wait, so it has to be important.
My eyes widen slightly as said headmistress suddenly looks at me and smiles. She then turns away almost immediately after and continues speaking with Leo.
I frown slightly before looking around the entrance hall.
Guess Amelia probably told her that we made up.
Anyways, the cadets filling the hall begin to whisper amongst each other again not even a full minute later. And after a few more minutes, the quiet whispers turn into full on chatter, making the entrance hall pretty noisy.
A lot noisier than I have ever seen it before now.
I glance over at the girls to find them chatting whilst leaning up against the wall, close to the entrance before I turn around and walk over towards the wall up on the second floor.
“I’m gonna go talk to the others,” Aidan says with a short wave towards the girls, “you can come too if you want, but I doubt you will.”
He then starts walking back towards the stairs as I go up against the wall and begin sliding down to sit on the floor whilst pulling a textbook out of my bag.
Now’s as good a time as any to study tactics and battle strategy.
 

 
The time passes pretty quickly, and after half an hour has passed, the sound of hands clapping once echoes throughout the entire hall, drawing my attention away from the textbook and notes I had sitting on my lap to the edge of the platform, where the headmistress is standing with her hands on her hips.
“Attention cadets,” her voice, somehow both sharp and playful sounding at the exact same time, echoes throughout the hall, “the Council has decided to increase the funding for the academy while also offering more internships to the students. Thanks to this, every student with a talent level of 3 or higher will be able to get an internship as long as they try. Meanwhile, those with talent levels below that – not that it would matter to you – will be able to get one as long as they really put in a lot of effort for it. But the minimum effort for you is to compete in the arena for five or more duels.”
Once she finishes, silence fills the hall for a few seconds, followed by thundering applause from the cadets that halts almost as quickly as it had started when Leo raises his hand and snaps his fingers, causing a short explosion to ring out from them.
The headmistress glances at him and nods before looking around the auditorium again and continuing, “What’s more, is that Instructor Leo here will be conducting little ‘field trips’ out to real battlefields, where you will be paid by the number of kills you manage to make along with any of the experience you gain whilst out there in real combat.”
This once again causes a commotion until the headmistress raises an eyebrow, cocks her hip out slightly, and adds, “And if you die on the battlefield, then your parents will be given a bonus stipend, along with the waiving of your entire family’s military service instead of just the usual waiving of your parents’ military service that they get from having given birth to a mana user.”
About half of the cadets that were cheering immediately stop at the mention of their possible deaths, while the rest of them only begin cheering even louder.
I raise an eyebrow slightly at the obvious bribery going on here.
“And lastly,” the headmistress begins again, a grin beginning to blossom on her face, “the academy will be taking the top ten participants in the arena and entering them into a special program for the rest of their time in the academy, regardless of what their talent levels are!”
Now this announcement has me covering my ears due to the hundreds of voices all shouting at once.
I look around the hall for a few seconds before focusing on the headmistress again, only to see her turn her head towards me with a smile the moment my eyes lock onto her once again. She then turns to talk to Leo and nods her head slightly in my direction.
My eyes narrow at this interaction.
What is she talking to him about, and what does it have to do with me?
With these thoughts in mind, I watch Leo walk up to the edge of the platform and declare, “That is all for the announcements. You are dismissed.”
After he says this, he turns into a mass of flames and flies straight towards the entrance doors before they both open at his arrival, letting him out. The headmistress then follows suit, turning into a shining ball of moonlight and leaving the dormitory building as well.
I stare after them for a few seconds before shaking my head and starting towards my room.
That’s probably going to be a problem.
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First Spell Attempt
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 5 | Day 22 | Saturday
As soon as I enter my room, I close and lock the door behind me with a frown on my face.
I should ask Leo about it tomorrow.
Although I doubt he will actually answer my question. Not considering how he usually acts.
Anyways, I step towards the center of the room whilst taking off my blazer and the rest of my uniform’s top beneath it and tossing them on to my bed before taking a deep breath. I then put my weapons on my bed and grab the magic circle device out of my pocket.
“Here goes nothing,” I mutter out loud before placing the device on my wrist, grabbing the code I had written and printed out from my bag, and placing the bag itself onto the bed with the rest of my stuff.
To start things off, I reread through all of my code to check for any missed spelling or typed mistakes. Because even just a single major mistake in this could end up with me having to regrow my arm, and that’s not something I want to feel right now, no matter how ‘used’ to it I’m getting.
Once I finish rereading it once, I do it again, except this time focusing on possible mistakes in the code.
“The object class for the membrane scanner is initialized, and so are the variables for my membrane’s location and my mana’s specific signature…” I mutter out loud as I read through.
The variables for my units of mana seem good as well, and the barrier itself – on the printed paper at least – is currently hardcoded to only cover my right forearm, so as to not cause any noticeable damage to my room if something were to go wrong…
And something probably will go wrong, if what the instructor said before about no one ever getting their scripts right on the first try had any truth to it. In fact, the only reason why he’s letting me – or forcing me to, if I’m being more specific – try it on my own is because of my immortality, instead of making sure it is labeled as good on the simulator in class first.
I continue going over the code for a few minutes before nodding my head to myself and activating the device, causing a magic circle to appear in front of my hand.
After taking another deep breath, I begin to carefully insert the instructions into the script.
The process of doing so feels really weird. Kind of like every time I insert a line of instructions, a muscle in my brain twitches or something, without actually twitching.
It’s rather uncomfortable.
But that aside, it’s really fast. To the point that all I have to do is skim over the words and it instantly moves them into the script. And since the circle doesn’t actually activate until the button on the device is tapped once, I can be a bit more reckless with it and enter the script with abandon before going back and checking it over a few times.
Although that’s only for when I’m actually using the device. When I’m not, I have to make sure to keep my mana out of the magic circle no matter what. Otherwise, the mana will try to flow into the circle and begin whatever script is inside.
And that’s bound to end poorly when the script isn’t done.
Despite the speed of entering the script, it still takes me over a dozen minutes to enter it all in and make sure it all was entered correctly. Which makes me understand just why most magicians practice entering their scripts of code and deleting them from their magic circles over and over and over again until it’s basically muscle memory to them.
Because spending fifteen minutes casting a single basic spell will get a magician killed on a battlefield.
I stare at the finished script for a few seconds before shaking my head and going over it once more to check for any mistakes.
This takes a few more minutes before I finally take a deep breath and tap on the device to activate the spell.
“And now to watch…” I mutter as I watch my mana enter the magic circle, lighting up the star within as the lines of code flow through it.
I narrow my eyes as I attempt – and fail – to read each line as they fly by at a barely visible speed.
A couple of seconds pass by, letting the circle get through over half of the script before my eyes begin to widen at the sight of a fatal error I had missed as a gray barrier begins to form over my right forearm.
Shit!
I raise my arm up higher above the ground right before the code reaches the fatal error, causing the gray barrier that was forming to suddenly flicker and shrink, forcing my arm inwards and crushing it with a disgusting, muffled grinding sound.
Almost immediately, I push through the extreme pain to cancel my mana flow to the magic circle. At the same time, the usual, strange force emerges from where my arm is being crushed, forcing the neutral barrier to blow outwards from my arm, causing a loud popping sound to echo from it before it shatters, leaving my arm to repair itself.
I sigh in relief as soon as my arm returns to normal before falling to my knees on the ground.
The magic circle in front of me then vanishes, leaving my room in complete silence until I let out a groan and fall the rest of the way to the ground, lying on my back against the carpeted floor.
That hurt.
After lying down for a few minutes, I reach forwards to grab the printed code before focusing on the part that had the error.
One major problem with magical scripting.
It’s extremely difficult to debug. Without killing yourself that is.
And that’s even with the simulator in some cases.
I reach for the bag on my bed to grab a pen before correcting the error on the page and lying back down onto the carpet floor again whilst placing the page on the ground.
At this point, I wish I knew a way to just turn on and off my ability to feel pain. But if I tried to damage it, then it’d just heal right back even if it was possible.
The only reason the doctor’s equipment works is because it uses magic and constantly acts on my body, making sure it can’t heal itself from the numbing effect whilst running.
Or at least, that was what the doctor said is the reason it works.
I take another deep breath before letting it out and getting back to my feet again.
Time to take advantage of my immortality to debug the spell, I guess.
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Critique
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 5 | Day 24 | Monday
I hold in my tears before a grunt escapes my lips as my arm stops falling mid-air and flies straight back to my body to reattach itself.
“If that’s too much for you right now, then let’s see how you fare losing your-” Anabel begins to say, only to pause midsentence as I vaguely hear the door to the classroom opening up. I push the last remnants of my pain away to roll to my feet about a meter away from her with my sword in my right hand before looking at the entrance, only to sigh in relief as I find Leo walking in with one brow raised.
“I guess she’s doing a good job guiding you if that’s your response to my entering the room,” the man says with barely hidden amusement in his tone. He then turns to look at Anabel and says, “Unfortunately, however, I’m gonna have to call a short pause on this training session.”
The woman – who I’m now placing directly behind the doctor on the list of psychopaths I know and never want to see again – simply raises her sword and waves it in his direction with a cold glare on her face.
Leo – apparently also not immune to her threats – raises his hands in a placating manner and says, “Don’t worry, you can continue with whatever you were doing after I tell him something.”
My eyes widen slightly in fear at his words before I quietly shake my head back and forth in the hopes that he will see me. Unfortunately, Anabel happens to jerk her head directly towards me soon after I start, catching me in the act and narrowing her eyes in the process.
Shit.
Leo seems to notice this as well and just averts his gaze from us both as he says, “Well, to keep this brief-”
Please don’t keep it brief!
“-I’m going to be taking you along with me for the first ‘field trip’ to a Warzone that we’re going to be having.” He says, piquing both my interest and Anabel’s interest by the looks of her raised eyebrows. “The trip will be a couple of weeks after your duel with that first year student, and it will be to one of the easier Warzones.”
Field trip? Does that mean I'll-
“And yes, you will be excused from all of your classes on the day of the trip,” he continues, answering my unasked question, “but you will still be responsible for turning in any assignments you might have on time.”
I nod my head in understanding before hearing Anabel ask, “Which Warzone are you taking him to?”
Him?
I turn to look at Anabel with my brows furrowed slightly in confusion.
Why do I get the feeling that she’s completely ignoring the rest of the students going along on the little trip and focusing only on me?
Leo – completely ignoring the confusion on my face – answers her question with a smile, “The Desolate Warzone.”
My eyes widen slightly at his answer before I simply nod my head.
“So we’ll be fighting against the warriors of Natra then?” I ask out of curiosity.
The man nods his head before glancing at Anabel and asking, “Would you mind if I had him show me how far he’s gotten on his spell for Magic Circuitry right now?”
Anabel nods before sheathing her sword and saying, “Sure, but I’ll be adding more time on to the end of the training session to make up for it.”
My eyebrow twitches slightly at that statement before Instructor Leo walks up to me and orders, “Go grab your device and show me what you’ve got for your spell so far.”
I wince slightly at that statement before pulling out my device and walking up to my bag to grab my latest printed page of code for the barrier spell.
Since my armor and blazer are already off thanks to Anabel’s painful habit of cutting my arms off during practice, I don’t need to do any preparation and immediately begin to form my magic circle before entering the script into it. Over the past couple of days, I managed to do a lot of debugging for the spell – which mostly involved me blowing up, crushing, and severing my arm over and over again – but even with that, I still haven’t managed to perfect it.
I did make a few more changes to it since I last tested it though, so here goes nothing.
After several minutes of entering and checking the script – which has been shortened a lot from the first time I did it due to how many times I’ve done it at this point – I press the button on the device, causing the spell to begin activating with the two instructors watching from the side with obvious interest in their eyes.
Just like always, the spell begins with no issues, with the barrier forming outwards from the back of my wrist to spread out over my arm up till my forearm.
However, right as it reaches my elbow, where I programmed the barrier to end for this test, it suddenly begins to curve inwards, digging into my elbow.
I grunt in pain whilst cutting off the flow of mana, but not before the barrier manages to cut almost all the way through my elbow, leaving my forearm hanging on by a literal thread of flesh.
At this point, this amount of pain – which used to be enough to make me fall unconscious from the shock – is now ignorable if I am focused enough. Except for a short expression of pain that is, like that grunt.
Which is really making me wonder if I came to this academy to learn magic, or if I came to train my pain tolerance.
Because I seem to be spending quite a few hours each day in extreme amounts of pain. Not to mention how Anabel seems to be obsessed with the idea of making me pain tolerant enough to not so much as give a reaction when a limb is severed.
“Hmm, it’s not bad,” Leo says, to which Anabel nods her head in agreement, “but you seem to be having some errors in the part of the script that identifies the end of the spell and what to do once it reaches it.”
He then leans down next to Anabel before they both begin to point out errors in the printed page of code I have with me. Errors of which I quickly mark down with my pen.
This lasts for several minutes before Anabel finishes her and Leo’s critique and help by saying, “-you also should change how your using this function, because, while this way is technically correct, it isn’t the way you should be using it.”
She then proceeds to point out the way it should be used.
I quickly nod my head before writing it all down and sitting back again to look over all of the changes I wrote down on the page.
Okay, guess the no pain no gain saying does have some merit to it.
“Now that your done with that, I’ll be adding ten minutes to your sword training today,” Anabel suddenly says as she and Leo both stand up straight again.
I jerk my head over to look at her, only to see a cold smile on her face as Leo casually begins to leave the room.
Well, shit. This won’t be fun.
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Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 5 | Day 26 | Wednesday
I look through the scope of my sniper from my current position atop a large building to see one of the last two cadets of the opposing team running through the city streets below.
And the cadet – a girl named Julie – doesn’t seem very happy.
But that’s become a rather common reaction from our mock battle opponents. Which makes sense, considering that none of the other cadets have managed to beat us thanks to my immortality.
It’s reached the point that most of them are just avoiding me and trying to take out the rest of my team.
Before I can get a shot off on the girl, she goes around a building, out of my sight.
I frown at this before looking around the city for the other person.
If only this city wasn’t so annoying. The buildings are too large and are blocking my sight, making it impossible to see the entire city.
The only plus-side of this is that this particular mock battle is just a team death match, and not a capture the flag. So I don’t have to worry about them sneaking by and capturing our-
“Damn it! Win this for me!” I hear Aidan shout through the call on my id card before the usual shattering sound echoes through the simulator – one that Leo added in after the first mock battle – signifying the loss of one of the cadets.
My frown deepens even more, but before I can say anything to the others, I hear the sound of someone stepping on something behind me and jerk to my feet with my rifle swinging around from the balcony, only for it to be kicked out of my hands by the other of the two remaining cadets.
Without wasting even a second, I draw my sword from the sheath at my waist before raising it towards them, startling them with my reaction speed as they rush to block it with their own knife that was hastily drawn from its sheath. But thanks to their hurried reaction, they ended up holding the knife in an awkward position. That – along with the fact that it’s his knife versus my sword – allows me to continue pushing through towards his chest.
The cadet grimaces as he realizes just how poorly his sneak attack has ended up before he tries to back up, causing me to slip forwards from the sudden lack of resisting force. He then smirks and rushes forwards with his knife, plunging it directly into my chest and through my heart while drawing his slightly longer blade from its sheath and impaling me through the stomach as well.
However, his smirk quickly turns into horror as he realizes that the simulator didn’t stop either of the attacks, only to turn into shock once he sees me raising my sword with some effort and thrusting it towards his own chest. As soon as my sword is about to strike him, the usual barrier appears, and he is teleported out along with his knife that is still in my chest, and the blade that’s in my stomach.
I grimace as the wounds heal back up before looking down at the holes in my uniform’s top.
And there goes another uniform…
If the instructors hadn’t given me several dozen spare uniforms, then I’d probably be in trouble a lot for ruining them.
But that doesn’t change the fact that I have to pay for any spares after these initial ones. So I would very much like to avoid ruining them.
“I dealt with Jeremy,” I say into my card. After that, I stretch out both of my arms despite not needing to before turning back around to the balcony and setting myself up to shoot again, only to pause as another shattering sound echoes throughout the simulator, followed by the simulator itself beginning to shrink.
I guess one of the others got Julie.
With that thought in mind, I put my rifle away before glancing at my chest.
It’s so surreal how having my heart skewered didn’t affect me all that much…
The stomach wound wasn’t all that deep, likely due to how awkwardly he was holding the blade, but I’ve never actually had my heart damaged while I could feel pain, so I would have expected it to hurt more. But I guess this is probably due to the pain resistance I’ve gained from…
My thoughts trail off as the simulator gets small enough that I can see the people outside of it.
Or, more specifically, the cadet Jeremy – the one that had stabbed me in the heart – who is currently staring at me with a frown on his face.
Shit.
I forgot.
He straight up watched his knife go through my chest, and yet, the simulator didn’t activate, and I am perfectly fine. Of course he would grow suspicious from that.
I turn my attention away from him towards the other people surrounding the BFS, only to find most of them with the same expressions that they usually have when my team finishes a mock battle.
Ones showing that nothing happened that they weren’t already expecting.
That said, there are actually one or two that are frowning – aside from Jeremy.
Those two aside, it looks like most of the cadets don’t realize that the knife went through my heart.
I glance at the other members of my team before walking out of the BFS with them to the sound of the cadets chatter on the outside.
“That was probably the best battle you cadets have had yet,” Leo begins with a frown on his face before he continues speaking, “But there are still several things you should work on. And that’s not just your spells.” He looks directly at one of the enemy team’s cadets when he says this.
This particular cadet – from what I could see from my sniping post at least – seemed to be focusing way too much on their spells and was avoiding using their weapon entirely.
Teacher then proceeds to go into a long lecture, touching on each and every one of us that participated in today’s mock battles whilst showing replays of the battles to go along with the lecture. Although when he gets to me and Jeremy, he doesn’t show the last scene where he stabbed me in the heart, which I notice makes Jeremy’s frown grow even deeper as he glances at me, then at the instructor.
I try to focus entirely on the instructor so as to not attract any more suspicion from the cadet.
This isn’t good.
Having the instructor’s healing spell as an excuse for everything has worked well up till now, but I doubt the guy will believe that the spell was good enough to heal me even when my heart was impaled. Especially not considering how a magician as weak as myself can ‘use it’.
I just hope he’s willing to believe that he just missed my heart.
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Fina-fuckin-ly!
My entire body relaxes as I watch the glass-like barrier covering my forearm while moving my arm from side to side.
It’s about time I got the stupid spell working.
“Congratulations, young Fox,” Leo says with a real smile on his face, unlike the slightly sadistic or otherwise dark one he usually has as he stands in front of me in the nearly empty Magical Warfare classroom. “You’ve finally finished your first spell!”
I can’t help but smile at the barrier on my arm.
The barrier will certainly come in handy for tomorrow’s duel, that’s for sure.
“Now you just need to finish learning the other two spells and you can begin making your own!” Leo suddenly says, drawing my attention back to his face, which once again has that same sadistic smirk written all over it.
I stare at him for a few seconds before turning my attention back to the barrier on my arm again.
This is my first successful spell. I will not let him ruin this moment for me.
After a few seconds, I hear the instructor begin speaking again with a hint of disappointment in his voice, “You should repeat the spell a few times to speed up your casting time and get more accustomed to it and leave it at that for the day. After all, you’re going to need all of your mana for the duel tomorrow.”
Wait…
I look up at him to find him with a serious look on his face, without the previous smirk.
Is he disappointed that I didn’t give him any sort of reaction?
Actually, putting that aside for now, he has a point.
I look down at the spell again before cutting off my mental link with the spell, causing it to disappear after a second’s hesitation.
“Also, make sure you change the hardcoded portion to cover your entire body instead of just your forearm,” Leo adds right as I’m about to press the button on the device.
Without looking at him, I nod my head before proceeding to press the button.
Just like always, the circle forms with ease and I begin to enter in the script with the only change being that of the hardcoded parts. I then double check it once and activate the device, causing that same barrier to quickly spread out from the palm of my hand throughout my body until I am entirely coated from head to toe in the barrier.
I walk forwards slightly before moving around more to test it. After seeing nothing wrong, I reach for the connection in my mind only to pause as the instructor comments, “You should test the barrier while it’s up.”
At his words, I stop reaching for the connection before drawing the sword that is sheathed on my waist and holding it to my arm.
The blade is Arcadian Metal, which as I’ve learned is especially strong against mana related things such as barriers and attacks, but it’ll still be a good test. At least it’ll show how well it will protect me against this type of metal.
With that thought in mind, I slowly lower the sword onto the barrier before lightly pressing the tip of the blade against it, only for it to not do anything. After that, I proceed to increase the pressure more and more until cracking sounds begin to come from the barrier once I’ve reached the point that I’m putting in about half of the amount of force I can apply onto it.
I frown slightly at that before shaking my head and removing the blade from the spot.
Okay, so that’s not all that good against Arcadian Metal, and it will likely be even worse if it’s a sudden impact, considering the overall structure of the barrier itself.
In order to test that theory, I raise the sword before swinging it at a different part of my shielded arm. The sword cuts through the barrier with little resistance and moves on to passing straight through my arm with even less resistance.
I grunt slightly as I stop right before bisecting my arm to raise the sword back up again.
My attention is quickly drawn away from the reverting wound when I see a flash of steel and feel something impact my shoulder, along with an annoying screeching sound and a very faint cracking noise. When I look towards my shoulder, I find the barrier only lightly cracked with a knife scraping against it while being held in the instructor’s hand.
I look up towards Leo’s innocent-seeming face with a blank one of my own.
That was rude. But a good test all the same.
My face scrunches up slightly at that thought.
Since when did I simply consider someone trying to stab me as ‘rude?’
I shake my head at the thought before looking down at my wound that has already healed by now. However, before I can cut off my connection to the spell, I hear a gunshot echo throughout the room and feel a strong impact on my gut that sends me flying half a meter away.
This time, after landing on my back, I sit up again while looking at the instructor with a frown on my face as he simply puts the safety back onto his pistol and holsters it.
I open my mouth to speak, only to close it again while looking down at the cracks spread through the barrier at my gut. It’s a lot more damage than the knife dealt, but also still less than my sword.
“I don’t think you’ll have any problems in your duel tomorrow,” Leo says, drawing my attention back to his face as I climb back up to my feet.
“I know,” I answer back to him while finally cutting off my connection to the spell.
After all, the cadet doesn’t have any Arcadian Metal equipment, and he’s not exactly a very talented student in our class. Especially considering how he always seems to be either the first or second member of his group to be taken out in their mock battles.
Oh, and speaking of groups…
This has been bothering me for a while, so I might as well ask.
“Teacher,” I begin, drawing his attention as he looks away from the id card he had pulled out while I was cutting off my connection to the spell, “are we really stuck with the groups we’re in in this class for the rest of our career?”
The man’s eyebrows raise in surprise at my question before he simply shrugs and looks back down at his phone as he answers, “No, that was a lie.”
My eye twitches slightly at the nonchalant way he stated that before I reach for the sword I had dropped when he shot me with the gun and sheathing it into its sheath.
I guess Anabel was right after all.
When she first heard me mention what happened with our groups, she had immediately stated that he was lying. Because apparently, despite him being a major in the military, he doesn’t actually have the authority to force someone into a group. The only people who could do that are the generals or the council members.
And even then, why the hell would they? For political reasons, maybe? But even with that excuse, they wouldn’t do it to an entire class.
At first I was pretty livid at his actions, but that didn’t last for long after I realized that his lie actually benefited us.
After all, he let us chose our teams for the most part, and his lie about our groups being permanent forced us into reconciling any problems we had and working together as a group.
The instructor glances at me again with an eyebrow raised in question, likely at my silence, before he turns around and says, “Training is over for tonight.”
My eyebrows raise at his declaration, only to lower again as I grab my stuff and begin to make my way out of the room.
I should skip my pre-bed magic circle training. It would just be a waste of mana.
And with that thought in mind, I proceed to walk through the portal of the room and make my way back to the dormitory.




Chapter 43

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-
The Future
 

 
Within the VIP Viewing Room of the Academy Arena
Year 2849 | Month 5 | Day 30 | Sunday
The door at the back of the VIP room opens, revealing both Leonidas de Ashford and Anabel Walker as they walk into the room, drawing the eyes of the various faculty members within in the process.
Leonidas immediately frowns at the number of people in the room, but Anabel simply walks past him and up to a table close to the viewing window. After a few seconds of standing there, the man follows after her.
‘They must have gotten word about Nathan’s status as my apprentice,’ Leonidas thinks as he pointedly ignores the various looks being sent his way, along with the quiet chatter filling the overly large room. ‘Maybe having them do an official duel was going a little overboard, but it should at least get him introduced to the arena so that he can get the solo fighting experience he needs to be able to go along with the doctor’s plan.’
The Class C magician frowns as he remembers his and Anabel’s last visit from the doctor.
 

 
One week ago
A man stands with his hands in the pockets of his black and white lab coat as he stares at the two instructors in front of him from the large no-longer-closed gate within Leonidas’s Magical Warfare classroom.
Both of the instructors stand without moving a muscle while under the doctor’s gaze before visibly relaxing once the man turns his seemingly-dead, violet eyes away from the two to instead look at a recordings of Nathan’s training that the instructors were previously going over prior to his abrupt appearance from the battlefield gate.
‘Of fucking course he would put a backdoor into that portal gate,’ Leonidas practically shouts in his mind without showing any of it on his face. Meanwhile, Anabel stays absolutely silent with the only thoughts on her mind being that of her terror.
Over five minutes pass in silence as the doctor watches the recordings before he finally turns back to look at the two instructors and says, “The boy’s doing better than I would have expected.”
Leonidas’s eyes immediately widen in shock while Anabel just continues to stare at the man without any indications of how she’s feeling showing on her face or movements.
‘Was that… a complime-’ Leonidas begins to think before cutting off as the doctor continues speaking while taking his hands out of his pockets and crossing his arms, “But it’s not enough to execute the plan.”
The fire magician’s eyes return to normal as he lets out a mental sigh and thinks, ‘Of course…’
However, after the doctor’s words fully register in his head, Leonidas gathers his nerves enough to ask, “What plan, sir?”
The doctor’s eyes narrow slightly on the man before he slowly says, “The plan to fake his death during the optional end-of-year mission of his second year.”
This time, even Anabel lets out a faint gasp at his words, seemingly finally breaking out of her terror-filled stupor.
“Holy shit…” Leonidas mutters before tensing up slightly at the further narrowing of the doctor’s eyes at his words, but he can’t stop himself from exclaiming, “that’s why you’re rushing the boy to graduate as early as possible?!”
The doctor stares at the man for a few seconds, only to eventually nod his head and turn back to the screen showing the recordings again as he speaks, “I’ll explain, but only so you two don’t mess up the plan. Because there’s already enough of a chance of that happening due to the boy himself.”
Leonidas’s lips twitch slightly at being called that before something clicks in his mind and he thinks, ‘The boy doesn’t seem to know about this plan, so the doctor obviously hasn’t told him about this plan, and if he’s still worried about it despite that, it means that whatever his plan is, the boy can’t know about it whenever it goes down…’
“I’ve learned all I can about the space and time mana integrated into the subject’s body at this point, so the only thing I can do now is to wait to see if anything changes after he gets stronger,” the doctor says, still without any emotion on his face, “and he can’t remain in the military without letting those annoying councilors learn that one of their soldiers isn’t aging, much less the academy.”
After a brief pause, in which the final recording of Nathan’s most recent training with Anabel – where she cut off his head before watching it reattach itself without any issues – comes to an end and he turns to look at the two instructors and finishes, “So where better to send him for unassisted training in which he won’t be interrupted than the Kingdom of the Fallen?”
Both of the instructor’s eyes widen in a mixture of shock and terror at the man’s words.
 

 
The Present
“Calm down, Leo,” Anabel quietly says with a short bout of giggles from the other side of the table, “you look like you’re about to have an aneurism!”
Leonidas glances at her before his frown grows deeper and he turns back to look at the arena as Nathan and the other cadet rise up from the floor. Meanwhile, one of the other officers within the VIP room begins to walk over towards the control panel.
After the officer reaches the control panel, he begins to mess with it, causing the arena to change into a city street with both duelists standing on two separate buildings facing each other on opposite ends of said street.
The captain – who is also the intermediate sniper rifle class’s instructor for the high level courses – turns back around and begins walking over towards Leonidas and Anabel’s table. Once he gets there, he asks, “May I join you?”
Before Leonidas can say anything, Anabel answers, “Sure,” and begins typing on the screen that appears above her ID card so as to order some food.
“Thank you,” the captain – Adrian Roth – says while taking his place in between the two majors and turning his attention back to the arena before explaining his choice of battlefield despite not being asked, “It’s only right that a couple of snipers battle it out in a place suited for them.”
Leonidas grunts at his explanation before glancing at a few of the other officers in the room.
“So, I heard that you’ve created a powerful fire regeneration spell?” Adrian comments while glancing at Leonidas with one brow raised in question.
The major in question just returns his glance for a second before focusing on the arena again as the countdown for the duel begins to start ticking down in the center of the simulator.
“Just watch and see for yourself,” Leonidas finally says with a frown after the countdown reaches three seconds remaining.
Meanwhile, Anabel chuckles at the combination of his answer and the irritated look on Adrian’s face.




Chapter 44

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-
Duel
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 5 | Day 30 | Sunday
I frown as the platform I’m standing on finishes climbing upwards and I find myself in a large, run-down building.
Another city simulation?
After a second of looking around the room I’ve found myself in, I approach the window before kneeling down and pulling my rifle around from my back while looking out over the city.
And surprisingly, instead of it being an enormous city, it’s just a single street with what looks like a skyscraper at the other end, along with the equally large building I’m in right now. Of course, there are more buildings on the other sides of the streets, but they’re all a lot smaller and don’t seem to have any visible entrances.
“This map is rather straightforward …” I can’t help but mutter as I pull my rifle’s scope up to my eye in order to get a better view of the skyscraper at the other end of the street. Once I do, I slowly lift my rifle to look at the building starting from the base floor, only stopping after I find the cadet – I think his name was Jarod or something like that – passing by a window and starting down the stairs of the building. He has a sniper rifle on his back, with a sword in his hand and an empty sheath at his waist.
Hmm, I’m not sure if he’s stupid or not.
Logically, using a sword against me would likely sound more plausible to those that know about my ‘regeneration spell,’ but he’s also completely ignoring the fact that I’m a sniper right now.
So, is he trying to be smart, or is he asking to be shot?
All things considered, it should make things much easier for me. After all, if I can get away with eliminating him almost instantly through sniping without him being able to so much as hurt me then I won’t have to worry about any of those VIPs noticing anything they shouldn’t.
I follow him with my scope for a few seconds as he continues climbing downstairs before focusing on the distance between us. From what I can tell just from sight and my scope, it looks to be around one thousand meters or so. Which is still a decent bit above the maximum range of which I can hit a moving target.
I frown slightly at the thought before returning my sight to the cadet as he continues climbing down the stairs.
Looks like I’ll have to wait for him to get a bit closer, unless I want to try taking a shot at him now and possibly missing, thereby warning him that I already know where he is.
Unsurprisingly, it takes him a couple more minutes to finish climbing down the building, and during that time, I’m stuck wondering how the VIP who chose this map is feeling after seeing this. Because it’s pretty obvious that this map was meant to be some sort of sniper showdown.
Anyways, the idiot breaks off into a sprint across the street, zigzagging throughout the process despite the lack of cover.
I can’t help but raise an eyebrow, but right as he is almost within my range, a red barrier appears around his body.
My other eyebrow raises to join the first at the sight of him using a barrier spell. One that is clearly not a non-neutral mana barrier spell.
This might complicate things a bit.
A neutral mana barrier is a lot weaker than the fire mana barrier spell the cadet is using. But it is also a lot safer to use, which isn’t really saying much, considering how many times I had my arm bisected to learn the spell.
That said, the fire mana barrier spell he’s using is both less and more complicated than my neutral mana barrier. He doesn’t have to deal with converting his mana into neutral mana, but he does have to add several protective commands into the spell that make sure it doesn’t just burn him alive. Since it’s using fire mana and therefore includes flames in its defensive effects.
I narrow in on the cadet right as he crosses the point that I feel confident in shooting before aiming a little bit ahead of him and firing off a shot.
My brows furrow in annoyance as the cadet immediately pauses the moment after I fire before changing his direction, causing my gunshot to miss completely.
The hell? How did he...
Does he have a spell up that increases his hearing? Or maybe he saw the flash from my rifle?
I don’t dwell on the thought any further as I proceed to fire off a few more shots, with my gun automatically reloading for me in between each.
It isn’t until the fifth shot that I finally score a hit on his shoulder, only for the condensed fire making up the barrier around him to flare outwards right before the bullet reaches him, eating up the bullet entirely in the process.
Damn barrier…
I continue to shoot, hitting him a few more times in the process before his barrier finally loses its condensed flames and cracks.
“At least this is good target practice…” I mutter to myself before focusing and pulling the trigger again, only for my rifle to click, indicating it as completely empty.
Shit.
I quickly pull out another magazine of ammo and begin the process of swapping it out with the one currently in the rifle, but as I’m doing this, I passively keep track of the cadet as he gets within a couple hundred meters of my position.
Damn his fucking barrier. Even if I was able to cast that spell, I doubt my barrier would be as powerful strictly because he has more mana than me.
I would also be more surprised if he hadn’t been practicing and learning spells before we came here.
So I guess he isn’t as stupid as I thought him to be.
By the time I finish replacing the clip in my rifle, the cadet is already too close to the building for me to comfortably shoot, so I instead begin to maneuver my rifle around to my back and draw my sword out of its sheath.
Now’s as good a time as any to test out my sword skills against someone besides Anabel.
 

 
Within the VIP Viewing Room of the Academy Arena
Year 2849 | Month 5 | Day 30 | Sunday
“This isn’t a damn battle between snipers!” Adrian complains after slamming his fist against the table. He then turns to glare at Leonidas as he says, “This is your damn spell’s fault, isn’t it?”
The man in question stays silent while keeping his eyes glued to the simulator and the zoomed-in screen showing Nathan on the edge of it.
Adrian scoffs in irritation before looking back at the simulator again. Meanwhile, the whispers that had started up around the room upon seeing the use of a fire mana barrier from a first year cadet only a few of weeks into the semester begin to grow again as the VIPs impatiently await seeing Leonidas’s ‘spell’ in action.
On the screen, Nathan can be seen climbing down the stairs for a few floors, only to stop at the sixth floor. He hides in a corner with his sword drawn and ready while at the same time, on the other screen, the other cadet can be seen climbing up the stairs to the third floor.
Leonidas glances over at Anabel with a frown before focusing on the screens again as the thinks, ‘Let’s see how well he does against another cadet in swordplay…’
Anabel notices his glance out of the corner of her eye and smirks.
Meanwhile, on the other side of the VIP room, three officers, each one of them men in their mid to late twenties wearing captain uniforms with the symbol of Class D magicians on their shoulders sit whilst quietly talking amongst themselves and sending glances over towards Leonidas.
“Do you think it’s true?” one of the three asks. The man has a thick mustache, with two brown eyes and a sharp-looking face.
Another of the three answers him, with this one having a much more laid-back appearance and tone. “We’ll know by the end of the duel. If it’s true, then we’ll have to report this to the family head.”
The third man in their group nods his head in agreement while the first one to speak glances at Leonidas again without another word.
Back on the screen, the cadet can finally be seen climbing the stairs up to the sixth floor. However, right as he is nearing the top, he suddenly hesitates as if sensing something before continuing onwards with his sword still drawn.
The exact instant the cadet reaches the top of the stairs, his eyes flick to the side, and he hurriedly raises his sword to block Nathan’s strike, only to be pushed back.
“Shit,” the cadet grunts before moving to the side with Nathan following after him.
The VIPs continue to watch the fight in silence as Anabel casually sips from a glass of wine without any worry showing on her face at all.
At the same time, Leonidas’s frown begins to fade slightly at the sight of Nathan and Jarod’s swordplay.
‘I’m not sure which to be surprised about,’ he thinks without taking his eyes off of the two as they continue clashing swords, ‘the talent that Dawn’s son has displayed in both magic and swordplay, or how far Nathan has come in such a short time in his own swordplay.’
His thoughts are interrupted when Nathan makes a mistake and allows Jarod’s sword to break through his guard, striking him in the shoulder, only for the sword to be blocked by his barrier.
“Dawn’s training seems to have gone rather well, if Jarod’s current abilities are anything to go off of,” Adrian comments while smugly glancing at Leonidas. “Do you think your apprentice can keep up?”
Leonidas simply continues to ignore the man as he watches Nathan turn things around and land a strike against Jarod’s arm, causing his barrier to very nearly shatter from the impact. This almost immediately wipes the smug look off of the sniping instructor’s face.
‘Wait a second…’ Adrian thinks before a look of shock begins to cover his face and he practically shouts, “Does your student have an Arcadian Metal sword?!”
The instructor’s shout immediately draws the attention of the other VIPs in the room, first towards their table, and then towards the sword in Nathan’s hands.
Leonidas simply shrugs his shoulders and says, “I happened to have several spare Arcadian Metal weapons lying around and gave them to the cadets taking my Magical Warfare class this semester.”
Silence fills the room with the only noises being that of Anabel’s giggling and the clashing of blades from the simulator.
Before anyone can say anything, everyone’s attention is drawn back to the duel as a loud shattering sound echoes from it, followed soon after by another, signifying the destruction of both of the student’s barrier spells.
The first thing they see on the screen is the sight of Nathan with a sword run straight through the side of his stomach, and of Jarod with a large bleeding gash on the side of his.
Then gasps echo through the room as the VIPs all watch the sword in Nathan’s stomach get forced violently out of his body before the wound seals itself closed.
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 5 | Day 30 | Sunday
I grunt as the sword is forced out of my stomach before taking advantage of the guy’s surprise at being pushed back by his own sword to direct my blade straight towards his heart. Since he’s currently falling backwards, the cadet can’t do anything to stop it, so the usual blue and purple barrier appears around him, shielding him from my attack and teleporting him out of the simulator.
After feeling the force of the barrier disappear beneath my blade, I sheath it and take a couple of deep breaths to calm myself down.
Several long second pass in silence before a voice echoes out through the simulator.
“The duel has been completed. The winner is Nathan Fox, making his win ratio for the semester 1 win to 0 losses. Please step on the red platform to exit the arena.”
I look around for a second before going back to where I started from and stepping onto the platform. The entire simulation then begins to shift back into its usual form and the platform beneath my feet begins to lower.
Why was the end of the duel different this time?
When I came here to watch before, an officer came in to heal the losing cadet, but this time he was straight up teleported out.
Was it because my last attack was going to be a fatal blow?
The platform continues to lower, uncaring of my current questions.




Chapter 46

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-
Events Unfolding
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 5 | Day 30 | Sunday
As soon as I step into the main viewing area of the arena, the eyes of dozens of people – both cadets and otherwise – all seem to turn towards me.
Uh… this is awkward.
I ignore their gazes to look for my friends, only to find Amelia and Aidan near the door without the others.
Where did they go?
With a glance at some of the noticeably unfriendly looks being sent my way, I decide not to question it now and instead just leave as soon as possible.
How did I ever expect to be able to hide my ‘peculiarities’ from everyone in a military and magic academy?
Whether it’s due to Leo and his protection or just them not being sure if they want to provoke me for whatever reason, the entire room has both a tense and awkward atmosphere at the same time, with no one even so much as attempting to get near me.
Taking advantage of the strange atmosphere in the room, I quickly make my way through the room towards the others before walking out the door with Amelia and Aidan in tow.
Once we’re all outside, Aidan simply blurts out, “So, that happened.”
Amelia and I both nod while walking away from the arena without any particular direction in mind.
It isn’t until nearly a minute has passed that I ask, “Where did the others go?”
“Well,” Amelia begins with a glance towards me, only to pause when Aidan cuts in, “They were all dragged off somewhere by an officer.”
I stop walking and turn to stare at him as I ask, “Excuse me, what?”
The other two stop as well before sharing a look.
Okay, what’s up?
And why would an officer drag them away?
“The only thing they would say is that it has something to do with their families,” Amelia says with a light shrug.
Their…
Hmm.
Okay, I can see that happening.
Although why Sophia would be dragged in as well, I’m not entirely sure, but considering that her father’s a general, I can still see it happening.
“Do you know about anything that’s happening right now? Something important enough for their families to summon them?” I ask her out of curiosity, seeing as she is also from an equally powerful family as Rebecca.
Amelia glances towards the central tower of the academy – the one that serves as both the advanced course tower and the administration tower – before she looks back at me again and says, “Maybe.”
I raise an eyebrow at her answer, only to raise the other one as she grabs my wrist and begins dragging me over to the side of a building, far away from any other people. With the exception of Aidan, who began chasing after us the moment he saw her dragging me away.
After she’s sure no one can hear, she begins to whisper, “From what mother has told me, it looks like the council is starting to have some issues with the Class S magicians.”
My mouth forms an o at that, but before I can say anything, she continues with even more surprising news, “And it’s not just our nation’s leaders either. Apparently, the collective kingdoms’ Class S magicians are ignoring their nation’s calls.”
“I was told,” Aidan suddenly interjects, bringing both Amelia’s and my own attention towards him, “that the changes to the academy lately were at least partially because of that.”
I blink twice in surprise before asking, “How did you hear that?”
Aidan just shrugs and – with a completely innocent looking expression on his face – says, “Sophia told me.”
Oh.
That actually makes a lot of sense.
But nevermind that.
I turn back to Amelia and ask, “So you think whatever their families were summoning them for has to do with this?”
She nods her head and says, “Yeah, because I was already summoned a few days ago, when mother told me all of this in the first place.”
Okay. This is actually pretty good timing for me, because it’ll probably take the stronger magicians’ attention away from the academy, and therefore away from me.
 

 
Several minutes ago, in the VIP room of the Arena
Year 2849 | Month 5 | Day 30 | Sunday
“So how exactly did you create a spell like that, Leonidas?” the leader of the group of three VIPs who had been sitting at the table on the other side of the room asks while standing a couple of meters away from him.
Leonidas – who had been ignoring the various questions being asked by the officers of lower ranking surrounding him – turns to look at the man, only to raise his eyebrows in surprise.
‘Regin Umbra? What’s he…’ he thinks, only to frown as he remembers, ‘I forgot this was also his year for instructing at the academy… shit.’
He glances at Anabel and finds her with a look of surprise on her face for the first time since he’s met her before he looks back at the man and says, “None of your business.”
Regin’s lips quirk slightly, forming a faint smirk, as if he had been expecting that answer. He then turns around while calling over his shoulder, “I’m sure my uncle would love to hear about it, so I’ll go ahead and tell him, if you don’t mind.”
Leonidas grinds his teeth slightly as he watches the man walk away before he himself begins to leave the VIP room as well, all while still ignoring the various Class D magicians still trying to talk to him.
Meanwhile, Anabel gets over her surprise and follows him out. However, right as she catches up to Leonidas and the officers following him, she draws her sword and cuts the cap of one of the officers in half, shocking him into halting mid-sentence. She then stabs the sword point-first into the ground and says, “Go bother someone else.”
The various Class D magicians immediately begin to leave, with most of them not even glancing back, clearly already knowing what kind of person Anabel is.
‘At least they’ll be focusing on me for the time being, and not the kid,’ Leonidas thinks to himself, not even bothering to stop despite hearing the commotion at his back. ‘But I’ll still have to figure out a way to deal with Marcus’s questions.’
Suddenly, the man halts in his tracks before lifting his head.
‘What if I talk to the doctor about it?’ he thinks, his eyes widening at the possible answer to his problem. ‘Assuming I can find him.’
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Situation
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 6 | Day 17 | Wednesday
Seventeen days later
A grin splits my face as soon as the familiar pulsating sensation begins to flow through the mana arc I’ve been training.
Finally! Time to get my fourth arc!
With excitement probably clear on my face despite my closed eyes, I hurry and begin the splitting process, causing the two freshly split arcs to stabilize after separating from each other. I then open my eyes again to find Instructor Dawn staring at me with a frown.
I almost wince at the sight but I hold myself back from doing so as she says, “Cadet Fox, you’re free to go.”
With a slight nod of my head, I quickly gather my things and see myself out of the room.
Ever since I defeated that first cadet in the duel, she’s been quite a bit less friendly with me. Which is a tad unfair. After all, how was I supposed to know he was her son? Not to mention that he was the one who challenged me in the first place.
Then again, our world isn’t exactly fair, so there’s nothing I can do there.
At least she doesn’t seem to be taking it out on my grades or anything. So there’s that.
As I’m walking down the hallway, I spot Leo suddenly leaving a classroom that I’m not familiar with. He then notices me almost immediately and approaches.
“Nathan, come to the Magical Warfare classroom,” he says in a rather serious sounding voice before adding rather sternly, “now.”
My eyebrows raise in surprise, but I follow after him anyways.
For him to be like this, something has to have happened.
 

 
It doesn’t take long before I find myself sitting down on a chair near the board in the Magical Warfare classroom, with the instructor standing next to it in front of me.
“I’m sorry,” is the first thing he says, shocking me so badly that I almost fall out of my seat. “News of the ‘spell’ has reached my uncle, and he wants to see it in action.”
My eyes widen with a mixture of shock and fear at this declaration.
His… uncle?
“If you don’t mind me asking…” I begin, but he answers my question before I can even ask it.
“My uncle is the chairperson for our family,” he says with a grimace, “Marcus Ashford.”
I stare at the man for several seconds before muttering, “Shit.”
Leo simply nods with his arms crossed in front of his chest.
We can’t trick a Class A magician into thinking that it’s just a spell.
Which likely means I’m dead, but maybe…
“Do you know when he will be arriving to see it?” I ask him with a frown.
Surprisingly, the man’s frown is actually replaced by a faint smile as he nods and answers, “Yes, actually. He’s currently busy with the war, and the recent problems arising from the Class S magician situation of which I’m sure you’ve heard about, so he won’t be able to come till the end of the school year.”
My eyes widen in surprise.
That’s a long time.
Which makes me wonder if he can’t come in that time, or if he’s just not willing to make time to come just yet due to the other things going on.
I narrow my eyes at the man for a moment, only to shake my head a second later.
It doesn’t matter. What matters is that I have to take as many classes as I can fit during the next semester to take full advantage of the academy’s teachings before things turn sour.
“You’re probably already thinking this, but you need to take as many classes as you can next semester,” Leo says, repeating my thoughts out loud. He then takes out his id card and begins messing with the terminal.
I furrow my brows for a few seconds before deciding to go ahead and ask.
“Can you tell me about the current situation with the Class S magicians?” I ask despite knowing that he probably won’t answer.
However, unlike my expectations, he simply looks up from his terminal’s screen at me and raises a brow instead of immediately shooting it down. He then puts his card away and says, “Sure.”
My eyes widen slightly before returning to normal.
While Amelia might know a lot more than most people about what’s going on, she’s still not told everything by her parents. So it’s a lot better to get the information straight from a major.
Although the only reason he’s even willing to tell me at all is probably due to the current situation.
“As you probably already know, the current Chairman of the council, Artorias Hunter, is willing to do almost anything in order to benefit the Republic,” he begins, pausing only to continue after seeing me nod my head, “and that the Class S magicians are all rather seclusive, with a dislike for following orders. Especially from people weaker than themselves.”
I once again nod my head to show that I understand.
“Well,” he says while tapping on the board, making it change from a plain black screen to show a battlefield, “ever since the incident at the Forgotten Pass, the Class S magicians from both our nation and the Collective Kingdoms have been even more against joining the battle than normal. And this hasn’t sat well with the leaders of either nation.”
“And knowing the Chairman, he’s probably extremely against them sitting out when they could be benefiting the nation,” I add for him before asking, “am I right?”
The instructor nods his head and changes the screen again from the battlefield to some sort of interview with Archibald, only to pause the interview right away.
“At this point, the situation is devolving into barely hidden threats from some of the council members towards the Class S magicians,” he continues as I look at the very-pissed-off looking face of the Class S water magician. “Or at least the ones they can find.”
Oh yeah, the space magician’s whereabouts are unknown.
Actually…
“How does the space magician get the magi-tech to the Republic if he never approaches them?” I ask out of curiosity.
Leo grimaces for some reason as he says, “The man simply tosses the equipment through his portals without entering them himself before closing them again.”
My mouth forms an o at his answer as I also take note of the fact that the magician is a male.
I doubt I’ll ever try to figure out who the magician is, but it wouldn’t hurt to know more about him in case I need the information.
“Bringing us back to the question at hand,” he says, “Class S magicians are extremely powerful and can even damage reality itself, but they can still be taken down by a group the size and power of the entire council. Which is also one of the reasons the council was formed in the first place, but your history teacher has probably already covered that at this point.”
I nod my head at that.
“The issue right now is that the council is wanting the Class S magicians to fight for them, so if they were to attack them, then all they’d be doing is weakening themselves,” he continues before tapping the screen again, causing it to show a large bank. “Which has lead to the current situation, with the council attempting to threaten the Class S magicians economically and socially instead.”
“Which probably isn’t helping the situation,” I dryly state with a frown. In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised if this could tear apart the entire Republic.
And where would that leave me?
The instructor just nods before clapping his hands, causing the screen to go black. He then pulls out his id card again while saying, “That’s all for today. Go have lunch, and we’ll talk more after classes today.”
I nod my head and turn to walk towards the door.
At least this situation is helping me for the moment.
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A few hours later
“Watch your six, Aidan,” I exclaim into my id card before sending my mana into the crystal on my rifle’s handle and firing an enhanced shot straight towards one of the two cadets currently trying to flank the idiot from around the cliff.
If it weren’t for the trees in the area, the foliage around them, and the damn wind, I wouldn’t have had to waste my mana on the shot, but we’re here to learn to fight in different locations, so there’s nothing to do about it but work with it.
I change my aim towards the other cadet after watching the first one vanish from the simulator thanks to my shot. The other cadet looks startled by the situation but handles it well as he rushes over to find cover, leaving my sight in the process.
“Damnit,” I grunt while scrolling out slightly for my scope and focusing on the area the guy hid in, “the last one hid in the trees behind the cliff, so this one’s up to you. Don’t mess up.”
In the corner of my scope’s vision, I see Aidan stumble slightly at my last words before sprinting off towards the last enemy.
He should be fine, and if push comes to shove, I can just go down there and deal with the last one myself, since the others were already taken out.
Over the past couple of weeks, I’ve managed to finish learning the other two of the three spells Leo told us to learn, so the combat has been quite a bit easier on me. Especially with the barrier spell, since it’s drawing less attention towards my immortality.
Although this turn of events does mean I’ll likely lose the bet…
I shake my head at the thought before focusing on the area around Aidan and the other cadet for several minutes, but eventually, the usual noise sounds out from the simulator, marking the enemy cadet as defeated.
“Good work,” I state into the call as the simulator begins to shrink back down to size.
Once the simulator returns to its default form, I walk out of it with Aidan walking alongside me with a large grin on his face.
“Yeah, yeah, you won,” I tell him, a little exasperated at his pettiness.
When he offered a bet earlier, saying that he could survive till the end of one of our mock combat battles while killing at least one of the enemies, I basically just took it as a free win. Considering how he’s not been able to survive till the end for the majority of our battles.
But I guess I was wrong, and the grin on his face is proof of that.
At least I don’t have to do much. Just have to help him convince Amelia, Rebecca, and Cyria to not go to dinner tomorrow night, leaving him alone with Sophia.
After a few seconds pass with the quiet chatter of the other cadets filling the room, Leo steps away from the panel for the BFS and clears his throat to gather all of our attention.
“I will be taking you all on a little ‘field trip’ to a Warzone at this time next week,” he suddenly says, causing many of the cadets’ eyes to widen in surprise. “Of course, you all have a choice as to whether you want to go or not. But do remember that you’ll be paid for every kill your id card records you making.”
Oh, so today’s the day he’s announcing this?
When he told me about it a while back, he never mentioned when he would tell the students. Just that I didn’t have a choice and had to go if for no other reason than to get some actual combat experience and to make my first kill.
Which makes sense, even if it’s a bit of a risk.
Either way though, he said that it’ll be fine since I have my ‘regeneration spell’ excuse to pull whenever I get hurt.
After all, even if it’ll be found out eventually, we might as well use it while we can.
I listen for a moment as the cadets around me all begin to chat about the field trip, with most of them seeming to be leaning towards going, before Leo raises his hand and continues speaking, “I’ve already gotten permission from the instructors of every student in this room, so if you decide to come along, there won’t be any issues. But you will still have to turn in anything that was due on the days you will be missing. Which will be three days total.”
Some of the students look confused at the short amount of time – likely due to them not knowing about the gate at the back of the room.
The instructor ignores their questioning looks as he claps his hands and says, “That’s all for today. You’re all dismissed.”
After his dismissal, the cadets hesitate for a moment before leaving. Meanwhile, I walk towards the entrance with Aidan still walking next to me while grinning.
“So, why’s he grinning like a madman?” Cyria asks as she catches up with us and notices Aidan’s expression.
I frown at her question before glancing at the man in question and blandly stating, “He won a bet.”
This just makes his grin grow wider as we continue making our way out of the classroom.
Well, someone’s certainly proud of themself…
“A bet?” Cyria asks with a frown.
I turn to her as we begin to walk down the hall before deciding to just ask now.
But first, I glance behind us to check for Sophia, only to not find her.
“Since Aidan was able to survive to the end of the mock battle and defeat one of the enemies on his own, I have to help him convince you, Rebecca, and Amelia to not go to dinner tomorrow,” I explain to her, still with a frown on my face.
Cyria looks at me for a second before grinning.
“So you have to help set those two up?” she asks, amusement clear in her tone. “Is that what I’m hearing?”
I let out a sigh before nodding my head.
At least if Aidan gets a girlfriend he might stop snooping.
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The rest of my classes aren’t much different than usual, and I manage to succeed rather easily in convincing the others to leave Sophia and Aidan alone for dinner, so I end up going directly to my dorm room after the last class of the day.
As I’m walking through the halls of the dorm building, I ignore the constant glances being sent my way by the other cadets as I look over the printed out spell script in my hands.
The script is for the spell that I’ve been working on ever since finishing up the last of the three spells Leo required our class to learn. It’s a sort of acceleration spell, using my fire mana to cause a strictly controlled explosion in a set location on my body dependent on the inputted value. This explosion is supposed to work in a way that it won’t hurt me and will instead send all of its head and force away from my body, allowing me to accelerate in any particular direction.
But… it’s not going too well so far.
Maybe it’s because I don’t have the pseudo code that I had for the other spells… actually, scratch that. It’s probably mostly because I don’t have the pseudo code for it, but also a little because it’s just a more difficult spell than the others.
With the mana bullet and the mana blast, the spells originate away from my body, making it so I only have to direct them in a certain direction. But with this spell, I have to have it originate while touching my skin in order for it to give my body the force needed to accelerate.
But every time I’ve tried it so far, it’s ended up… rather painful. With a lot of instances of me torching my arms or legs.
“Just what is wrong?” I mutter to myself while rereading through the script again, only for my gaze to pause on a certain function.
As I’m walking, my id card suddenly begins to vibrate within my pocket.
I take one hand off of the script to pull it out.
A call? Who could be calling right now?
The instructors never bother, and the others seemed pretty busy right now…
Once the screen appears above the card showing the caller id of the caller, I pause in my step.
Dad?
I continue walking the rest of the way to my and Aidan’s dorm room while accepting the call and realizing that it’s a video call as dad’s face appears in the middle of his office within our home.
He opens his mouth to speak, only to close it again as he realizes that I’m still in the middle of a hallway.
Once I reach our small little suite of rooms and then enter my own room, I state, “Alright, It’s safe to talk.”
I’ve already checked before, and there aren’t any cameras of any sort in the bedrooms. No surveillance spells either, according to Leo and Anabel.
“How have you been?” he immediately asks with a frown on his face.
I walk over to the bed while taking my shoes off and answering, “Meh. Things could’ve gone better, but they also could have gone much worse.”
“Oh?” he asks, his frown deepening further, “Explain.”
And I do. Over the next hour or two, instead of working on my spell like I had planned, I go over everything that’s happened since I first entered the academy. Albeit, leaving out the specific degree of pain I’ve been through.
Because all that’ll do is make mom even more worried.
In fact, I think she was relieved that I was going here, because I wouldn’t have to go through the doctor’s experiments anymore. Or at least not for a long time.
When I finish explaining everything that’s happened, dad just lets out a grunt and looks down in contemplation.
Nearly an entire minute passes without him saying anything, so I place the id card on my bed before grabbing the printed script and going over it some more.
The only thing I can pin down right now is that the problem is most likely in the function that controls the temporary fire mana barrier meant to protect my body from the blast caused by the spell… but just where is it in the function?
Since it’s a fire mana barrier and not a neutral mana one, it’s not exactly like the one I’ve already designed before. Not to mention that this one is only temporary and should also be able to work while I already have another neutral mana barrier up.
My eyes narrow slightly as I continue reading through the script, only for dad’s voice to break me out of my concentration.
“I know we can’t do anything to help you,” dad says, and when I look up at him, I find a sad look on his face as he continues, “but know that we will always support you no matter what happens.”
I stare at the screen for several seconds before nodding my head without a word.
He nods back, his face turning serious again as he says, “I’ll be getting into contact with the doctor soon, so I might be able to get you some more information on the man’s identity.”
My eyebrows raise slightly at this before I say, “Make sure you don’t push him.”
Because if the man is really powerful enough to frighten Anabel and Leo, then he really isn’t someone I’d want as an enemy.
Dad nods his head again and says, “I understand. Talk to you later.” He then hangs up the call, leaving me in the quiet of my room.
I stare at my id card for a few minutes before eventually shaking my head and turning my attention back to my script.
My first movement spell. And yet, it’s still so dangerous just to test out…
Then again, most fire mana spells are rather dangerous.
With that thought in mind, I quickly get back to work looking through the script for errors.
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One week later, in the Magical Warfare classroom
“So you’re still having trouble with it?” Leo asks with a frown on his face.
I nod my head before looking down at the printed-out script in my hands and saying, “I just can’t figure out why the temporary shield isn’t strong enough to block the acceleration blast.”
The instructor’s frown deepens for a moment, only for some of the other cadets participating in the ‘field trip’ to enter the classroom as he looks like he’s about to say something.
“Come find me after the trip and I’ll look through your script,” he says after a moment’s pause before walking towards the center of the room.
“Alright, thanks,” I say to his back right as Aidan and Sophia enter the classroom together.
I’m glad they got together. I don’t think I’ve ever actually seen Aidan in a relationship before.
Not to mention that, ever since they finally got together, Aidan’s stopped pestering me about my secrets.
They both nod their head and greet me before we begin to chat a little bit until the time comes for us all to head out. During this time, both Cyria and Rebecca join us, along with a couple of other cadets who’re curious about Leo’s ‘spell’.
Which has become a pretty common thing now.
At some point the cadets moved from anger and jealousy, to trying to get close to me in the hopes that I give them the spell’s script. Likely so that they can study it, since they should know that without my disease they wouldn’t be able to use it. Even if it was real.
And since it doesn’t exist, I’ve been left having to navigate my way around the conversations to make sure it never actually stays on the topic of my ‘spell’.
“It looks like there are some cadets who didn’t show up,” Leo says while looking around at each of us before turning around and walking towards the gate at the back of the room, “Guess it’s their loss.”
Some of the cadets look confused at where he’s going, but he doesn’t address them and simply waves for us all to follow.
Once we reach the gate, he grabs the handle, and a flash of red light scans his body before the handle morphs into the remote that I had seen him use the last time I was him coming from the gate. He then steps back and presses a few buttons on the remote, causing the gate to open up and reveal a large purple portal.
Leo then turns around and says, “This portal links to one of the basecamps within the outskirts of The Desolate Warzone. If you’re having any second thoughts, voice them now. Because you’re not getting back through this portal again until after the trip is over.”
Many of the cadets whisper to each other at this, but none of them back down, making Leo nod his head with approval before walking into the portal.
I follow directly behind him and quickly find myself in the middle of a military base set up within a desert. The base has six large, metal walls surrounding it, with a few buildings and several dozen tents throughout the grounds.
“Damn, it’s hot,” I hear Aidan mutter from behind me right after he passes through the portal, followed shortly by the rest of the cadets.
I ignore his complaints to instead look up at the large red barrier in the sky meant to block any and all powerful weapons – such as nuclear bombs and other sorts of missiles and heavy weaponry – from passing through into the Warzone area.
“First time seeing the barrier?” I hear a hoarse sounding voice ask from behind me.
When I turn around, I find an older man – seemingly in his forties or fifties based off of his appearance – standing behind me with a cigarette in his mouth. Although what really catches my eye about him is that his throat has several burn marks on it.
Which would explain his hoarse voice.
Aside from that though, he surprisingly isn’t wearing any sort of uniform and only has on a simple t-shirt and shorts, with nothing on that can identify who he is.
“Yeah,” I answer him before looking over at Leo, who is talking with some of the soldiers on site who seem to be acting incredibly polite towards him. Like someone would towards a superior officer.
I then look over towards the other students, who are all taking in everything around them, before I turn back to the old man, only to find him no longer next to me and instead on practically the other side of the base.
The heck…?
“Alright everyone, gather here,” I hear Leo’s voice, dragging my attention away from the old man again to see him standing next to an officer this time while looking at us.
Once we all get closer to him, he continues speaking while pointing at the officer next to him, “If your entire group is here, then you can choose to work together with your group. But if not, then this man will assign you to follow a group that’s working on the base.”
The officer in question – a man wearing a captain’s uniform – nods towards us with a frown on his face, likely not happy to have to babysit students.
Leo – uncaring of the man’s obvious mood – turns back to us and says, “For those of you who already have your groups, either myself or one of the other officers in this base will join you to both give you orders and to make sure nothing too bad happens to you. Meanwhile, those of you who are being assigned a group merely have to follow said group’s orders and join them in their duties.”
I turn to look at the others in my group before seeing them all nod in agreement.
Looks like we’re sticking together.
When I turn back around, I already find a lot of the other cadets approaching the irate officer. But I also find Leo approaching us.
“I’ll be acting as your officer for this trip,” he says to my group, making everyone in it turn to look at me.
I just shrug at their look.
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“All of the groups will be starting off for the first day without any direct mission other than search and eliminate,” Leo says with his arms crossed, “this means that you will be charged with traveling through the Warzone and searching for enemy forces. If you are to find a large group, then you must decide for yourselves if you can deal with them or not.”
“Were you to decide that you can deal with them, then do it. But if you fail in the process, then you are not to lead them back to our base.” He turns his head to look at each of us individually before stating as if it weren’t already obvious, “If you by chance lead them back to here, then the officer at this base will likely take your hide along with a damn large number of credits as recompense. Assuming the enemy doesn’t just retreat before coming back with reinforcements and attacking the base.”
Looking at the stiff appearances of the cadets from the other groups, I’m guessing they’re getting the same warning right now.
But it makes sense since radar and sonar don’t work in the Warzones as a side-effect of the barrier. So the only way to find an enemy encampment is to look for it yourself or for a higher Class magician to search for it with magic.
“At the same time, if you decide that you can’t deal with them, inform me and I will contact the base to report in the enemy’s location. Then you can move on to find another group,” he says as his gaze stops on me, “Any questions?”
All of us shake our heads, so he nods his and turns to look at the supplies given to us by the base, which consists of plenty of water and rations, along with ammo, whetstones. It even has some cloths that if I remember correctly, are supposed to cover your face to keep you from breathing in all of the sand, along with other pieces of equipment someone might need to travel through a desert.
“To start things off, you will all bring a small portion of the supplies with you while the rest will be kept safe by me.” Leo continues, his gaze looking over all of the supplies. “Starting on the second day of the trip, once you get your new mission, I will be returning all of the supplies to you, and you’ll be charged with taking care of it from then on.”
The man turns back to us and finishes with a frown, “To be perfectly clear, today is meant to ease you into this since it’s your first day out in the field, meaning both the second and third days will be exactly like they would be if you were already a soldier in the military.”
A wave of nodding heads follows his statement, making his frown ease up a little before he begins walking over to the supplies while calling back, “With that settled, I’ll begin distributing supplies to everyone.”
 

 
A few hours later
“It’s too hot,” Aidan mutters for the third time since we left the base.
I just grimace without saying a word or taking my eyes off of the scope of my rifle.
Heat and dehydration may not be a health concern for me, but it doesn’t make it any more comfortable.
The only sound around us right now is the faint breeze that occasionally blows past, along with the sand it brings with it as we continue marching our way across the sands. But either fortunately or unfortunately, we haven’t run into anyone, enemy or otherwise, in the entirety of the three or so hours we’ve been out here.
And it’s getting both boring and unpleasant.
My thoughts come to a halt as I spot something in the rifle’s scope and immediately raise my fist to signal the others, who quickly tense up at the sight. I then scale the scope a little to get a closer look before finding a group of soldiers, each wearing a brown and grey military uniform.
“Natran soldiers ahead,” I whisper as I scale out a little bit to count them all. “Twenty in all.”
I hear one of the girls mutter a curse, but I ignore it to look at the soldier’s outfits.
Based on their uniforms compared to the ones the base showed us, these soldiers should all be non-magicians. Which means that we theoretically should be able to take them.
“All twenty seem to be wearing simple soldier uniforms without any magician identification,” I state before adding, “but there’s no telling whether one has changed uniforms or not to trick any enemies into believing they don’t have any magicians.”
With that – without taking the scope of my rifle away from my face – I glance at the others and ask, “So what do you all think? Should we take them? Or report them?”
After briefly looking over their faces and finding them all seriously considering the situation, I turn my gaze back through the scope and at the enemies to study them.
The group has a couple of jeeps, along with several SMGs and a couple of rifles of their own. Meanwhile, their leader seems to be on one of the jeeps with a few other soldiers with him.
I try to focus on the other soldiers in the hopes that I might find any clues about a possible hidden magician amongst them, but nothing stands out of the ordinary, so I focus on their leader instead. The man seems to be rather old and is wearing the uniform of a non-magician officer of low ranking.
“Do you see anything out of the ordinary?” I hear Cyria’s voice ask, so I take my eye off of the scope and shake my head.
“No, everything seems normal,” I answer with a frown, “they have one low ranking non-magician officer, along with nineteen normal soldiers – each armed with SMGs – and two jeeps. Meanwhile, neither of the ones with rifles are using them, or even holding them right now, so I doubt they expect anything right now.”
I glance at the instructor, only to find him also looking through his scope at the enemies.
“We should try it,” Rebecca suddenly speaks up, drawing my attention towards her, “if the intel is right, and they really have a shortage of battle-ready magicians right now, then it’s not very likely that one might be hiding in a random platoon of soldiers.”
I turn to look at the others for their opinions before once again looking through my scope after seeing them all nodding in agreement.
“Alright,” I state while looking at the jeep with their leader, “we’ll take out this platoon then.”
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We watch the soldiers for over half an hour to get a feel for their actions before setting the plan in action.
I aim my rifle through the window of the jeep, at the soldiers’ leader before raising my hand in a fist. At the same time, the others begin to prepare themselves by casting spells, including both barrier spells and personal preparatory spells, such as Aidan’s wind spell to increase his speed and Rebecca’s gravity spell to reduce her weight.
Everyone looks both a little nervous and anxious at the same time, likely due to this being our first times actually killing people and not just fighting in a simulator. But the world isn’t a kind place, and if we don’t fight them, they’ll just go on to either kill us or our comrades in the military.
After waiting for a minute, I move my hand back to the rifle and whisper a countdown from three. Once I reach zero, I immediately inject a little mana into the stone on my rifle before firing an enhanced shot that flies straight across the kilometer or so distance between us, past the other soldiers, and straight through the window of the jeep into the officer’s head, making my grip tighten slightly at the mess his head ends up in.
At the same time, the others around me immediately activate their acceleration spells, causing them to instantly burst outwards with incredible speed towards the soldiers.
The soldiers freeze for a second in surprise before quickly gathering together and looking around, only finding us after several seconds due to the distance and the sand blowing in the wind. They immediately raise their guns to shoot, but don’t manage to do very much with SMGs at this distance. Meanwhile, I continue sniping one after another, slowly picking off their numbers as the others close in on them.
After the initial kill, it somehow grows easier and easier with every one. As if I’m being numbed to it somehow. But even with that, I can’t help but tighten my grip on my rifle.
As soon as Rebecca gets in range, she pulls back her bow and draws an arrow from the quiver on her back before infusing the gem on the bow with her mana and letting loose a flaming arrow that immediately explodes once it strikes the ground near the enemies. This blows away the ones on the outskirts of the explosion with visible burns while making those that weren’t already under cover immediately move to find it so that they don’t end up like the soldier closest to the blast who isn’t even recognizable anymore.
I continue sniping away, but now that more of them are hiding, it’s become more difficult to do so. Fortunately, since they’re all too afraid to peek their heads out because of me, they can’t exactly shoot at the others as they finish their approach.
Once the others get close enough to the soldiers to begin attacking, I scroll my scope out a little to take note of the few cracks that are on their barriers before instantly focusing on a soldier who had popped his head out of behind a jeep. However, before I can shoot him, a purple bullet shoots straight through his head, making the area around the wound begin to grow pale with a faint purple tint to it.
Poison mana bullet?
Looks rather useful. At least for getting rid of an enemy that isn’t as well armed.
Suddenly, a flash of movement from the other jeep catches my eye, but right as I jerk my head to the right, a wave of pain flashes from my ear before going away again as my ear heals itself. I then quickly focus on a soldier armed with one of those rifles and put a bullet through his eye while he’s still surprised by likely seeing my ear heal itself.
Damn. Almost forgot about those two rifles since none of the soldiers were using them.
The act of nearly getting by head blown off by a bullet snaps me out of any of the guilt I was feeling, making me focus solely on the battle just like in the simulations.
When I look back at the others again, I find them already in close combat with the several soldiers that are still alive, with the exception of Rebecca, who is still sending arrows flying at them from time to time.
Looks like they didn’t have a magician after all.
With that thought, I look through their forces again in search of the other rifle-toting soldier, only to find the other rifle lying on the ground next to a dead soldier who has his chest practically melted with smoke coming off of it.
Did Aidan do that? I haven’t actually seen the result of his lightning strike spell on a human being, so that…
Without finishing the thought, I turn back to the others before aiming at the two soldiers who are trying to shoot at Rebecca from behind their jeep. The instant one of them looks out to fire, I take a shot at his head, making him fall back to the ground while startling his teammate.
“They really should’ve had more long range shooters,” I mutter to myself before turning my aim onto the other, only to find that he isn’t coming out of hiding.
Guess my worries earlier really were just paranoia.
 

 
After the battle is over, I find myself – along with the rest of the group – sitting on the enemy soldiers’ jeep listening to Leo’s conversation with the officers from the base.
“-and there are a total of twenty soldiers, with one of them being a low level officer,” Leo states as his eyes finish surveying the carnage, “along with two jeeps.”
I hear the person on the other side say something but can’t tell what exactly they’re saying before Leo nods his head and hangs up the call. He then turns to look at us and says, “A group from the base will be coming by to pick this up in an hour, so take that time as a break.”
A look of relief spreads across everyone’s faces at that before he continues, “Once they get here to look through this for anything useful, we can continue onwards.”
We all nod in understanding.
The instructor nods back before leaning back against the jeep and messing with his phone.
After seeing him relax, I move to look at the rifles the Natran soldiers were using. Because they were quite a bit different from mine.
When I pick it up, the first thing I notice is that it’s both lighter and doesn’t have either of the gems mine does. Which makes sense considering that it’s meant for a normal soldier and not a magician. Additionally, the scope isn’t as accurate as mine, nor can it see as far. Although that might also be because it’s more of a hunting rifle and not a sniper rifle.
In conclusion though, it’s not anywhere near as good as my current sniper rifle. So I put it back before sitting on the back of the jeep.
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“Open up,” Leo shouts to the magician officers standing guard outside of the base.
We ended up searching for several more hours for other soldiers, only to end up finding and dealing with three squads, with only one of them having even a single magician before we turned to head back towards the base.
So it was a very boring mission. But at the same time, it was also the first and supposedly easiest day of the trip.
The officers simply take one look at our teacher before bringing up their military id cards and speaking into them. Soon after that, the gate at the front of the base begins to open, revealing an officer waiting on the inside of the base.
We all step through it under the light of the moon as the waiting officer says to our instructor, “You look happy.”
And he does. The instructor has a bright smile on his face unlike his usual serious look as he responds, “Because my group defeated more enemy soldiers than any of the other groups going out tonight from this base.”
My eyes widen at that.
Seriously?
Why didn’t the actual groups-
“That’s because your other brats slowed down the groups that were out searching today,” the officer says with a glare, interrupting my thoughts, “if it weren’t for our own officers being too worried about their safety, they wouldn’t have called in each of the soldier groups that had more than ten soldiers in them and instead would have just dealt with them on their own.”
Oh. That’s why.
Wait, I thought the instructor said that they weren’t going to protect us at all?
I glance at the man in question, but he’s still grinning from ear to ear as he waves off the officer’s complaints and says, “Yeah, well I said not to baby the students. So, if they did, then it’s their own fault.”
“You know just as well as I do that the council is wanting as many magicians as it can get right now,” the officer says with a glare directed straight at the instructor before he sighs and looks at me and the others in my group. “Go ahead and head to the mess hall.”
The man then points to a soldier who happened to be walking by an says, “He will take you there.”
The soldier in question’s eyes widen in surprise, but he quickly recovers and nods towards us before dropping whatever he was doing and signaling for us to follow him.
I glance at Leo, only to find him in a whispered conversation with the officer while waving his hand at us to follow the soldier. So I turn around and begin following him with the others.
Although I can’t help but raise an eyebrow at how casually the soldier shifted his priorities from whatever he was doing to following the officer’s orders. But I guess it’s normal in the military for the soldiers.
“So how long have you been working here?” Aidan suddenly asks the soldier escorting us. “And what’s your name?”
I turn my raised eyebrow to Aidan at his overly friendly attitude before deciding to not say anything.
Meanwhile, the soldier in question sends Aidan a very surprised look – likely not used to magicians being so friendly in the military – before recovering and answering in a very chipped tone, “Two years, and my name is Jorge Korte sir!”
I look around the base in an attempt to find the old man from before again, only to not even spot a single hint of him as Aidan says, “Two years? How long is your draft period if you don’t mind me asking?”
The soldier quickly answers back, “It’s three years, sir!”
“Drop the sir,” Aidan says with a wave of his hand, making a couple of the nearby soldiers look at him with surprise as they overhear us while passing by. “Have you been in any major battles before? Maybe seen some higher Class magicians in action?”
I watch the soldier fidget with some very obvious discomfort at the attention the other nearby soldiers are giving him before he answers, “I was at the Barren Battle.”
My eyebrows raise at that, and I notice Cyria’s doing the same as Rebecca and Sophia all finally begin to pay attention to the soldier.
If I remember correctly, the Barren Battle was one fought in The Barren Lands located in between the White Kingdom and Entaria. Our forces crossed the Barren trench between our nation and the lands and began a large-scale battle with the White Kingdom’s army as it was traversing the snow and ice ridden lands to reach Entaria. However, in the middle of the battle, Entaria ended up joining it with several of their higher Class magicians, making it one of the more well-known battles between us and those two nations.
“Hoh, really?” Aidan says with surprise obvious in his voice. “What about the magicians there? I think I heard that each side had a Class S magician attending the battle, even if they weren’t directly participating.”
The soldier continues fidgeting for a moment while looking at the other soldiers around us and saying, “Yes, I did see the Class S magician, Afvalder von Schröder.”
I let out a sigh at that before Aidan immediately starts exclaiming, “The radiation specialized light magician?! Please tell me how you saw the wandering general!”
You should have already known which Class S magician was there, so why do you seem so surprised to hear it?
I just shake my head as the soldier nervously says, “The man appeared in a bright flash of red and orange light before marching straight through the main camp, towards the command tent. He then took command of the entire battle away from the Warrior General and sent him straight to the front lines without a care for the General’s attitude.”
Huh. I heard that the S Class magicians didn’t give a damn about formalities, but that’s a pretty blunt way of doing things.
Then again, that’s part of the reason the council is currently in a fuss with the S Class magicians.
I watch the soldier and Aidan chat for a few minutes as we walk into the second largest building and through some of the hallways, with the soldier slowly becoming more and more relaxed despite his situation, before we eventually end up stopping at the entrance to what is obviously the mess hall.
Time to eat.
I glance between Aidan and the soldier for a moment, only to turn my attention towards the cafeteria part of the mess hall.
Please have mint ice cream.




Chapter 54

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-
Mission Interruption
 

 
Nathan
Year 2849 | Month 6 | Day 25 | Thursday
The next day
I grimace as I pull the trigger, sending a bullet straight through the skull of the last soldier in this patrol before he can raise his pistol to aim at Aidan.
Not even two seconds later, the voice of the officer in charge of this mission who’s here in the place of Leo comes from the id card in my pocket, “The mission has been canceled. A Class C magician has been sighted approaching the area, therefore you are all ordered to come back to base as quickly as possible.”
My eyes widen in shock as I turn to look at the officer who is standing far away from us, where he was observing our mission prior to now.
Shit, wasn’t this just a simple scouting mission?! Why the hell would a Class C magician be here!
I quickly turn around to look at the area in search of the magician, only to not find anything and instead hurry to pack up my rifle before rushing towards the officer as he pulls a freaking jeep out of his plane storage.
Ignoring the bizarreness of that for the moment, I turn to look at the others to see them crossing the distance between us with their acceleration spells active. At the same time, an explosion echoes from far away from us all, on the other side of them, followed by a bright flash of golden light.
“Damn it!” the officer’s voice sounds from the call.
My eyes narrow as I continue looking behind the others to see a large wave of sand blowing towards them, but fortunately it stops while still several dozen meters behind them.
“Hurry up!” I shout back at them without pausing in my sprint towards the officer.
More explosions begin to echo from behind us and I see the officer’s eyes widen right before I reach him and jump into the jeep. I turn back to look at the others, who are still several kilometers away and running towards us. My eyes then widen to match the officer’s as I see several figures practically gliding across the sands towards us with their own magic while fighting and sending various spells at a man who is glowing with a golden light.
The officer immediately starts the jeep once the others reach us before driving us in the direction opposite to the fighting magicians.
“Is that really…” Aidan beings, only to hesitate for a moment as he stares at the approaching battle, “…just a battle between Class C and D magicians?”
I ignore his question, only faintly noticing Cyria and Sophia both nodding their heads while explosion after explosion echoes from the battle. At the same time, bright rays of light pierce their way through the air towards the Class D magicians chasing after the Class C one, just for several of them to miss and instead cause scorch marks to appear in the sand where they hit the ground. However, the ones that do hit end up causing rays of light to shine from the barriers surrounding the Class D magicians.
“Even from all the way out here, I can tell just how much mana is packed into those barriers,” Sophia mutters as we all continue watching the battle occur. “But despite that, the attacks are still almost getting through…”
My eyes narrow at that and I focus on expanding my magic senses over towards them, just to find that they are all too far away.
Damnit, I really need to catch up to them in my mana arc training!
Almost as soon as that thought crosses my mind, the magicians all burst closer to us at an even faster speed, entering the range of my magic senses in the process. And as soon as they do, my eyes widen at the enormous amount of mana in practically every one of their spells.
Before I can comment on it, a large spell circle appears beneath the jeep, followed by a powerful gust of wind that immediately pushes the jeep forwards at a much faster pace.
I almost let out a yelp of surprise but am beaten to it by Aidan as I lean back in the vehicle to maintain my balance. Soon after that, the magicians once again leave the range of my magic senses.
Why didn’t he do that right-
My thoughts are interrupted as the id card in my pocket begins buzzing. When I take it out to see who’s calling, I immediately read the caller id as Leo before accepting the call and seeing his tense-looking face appear on a video call.
He almost immediately relaxes once he sees how quickly we’re moving and says, “I’ll be there soon, so keep moving.”
The instructor then waits for a second, seemingly as if to wait to see if we have anything to say, before he hangs up the call again.
I blink once and raise my head again as another explosion echoes from the direction of the magicians. The first thing I see though is the sight of the Class C magician staring straight in our direction.
“Shit, I think the Class C magician might’ve noticed us,” I shout to the officer, only to hear him swearing and rapidly increasing his mana output to the spell beneath the jeep in response. Almost immediately after, the Class C magician suddenly jerks his head slightly to our side.
What…
I turn to look in the direction he’s looking before finding a blazing flame heading straight towards us.
“Leo’s here,” I state with a relieved smile on my face.
The others all look towards the ball of flame while I turn back towards the Class C magician again, but I end up having to cover my eyes right when I do as an incredibly bright flash of golden light shines out of him and engulfs the other magicians chasing him.
“What the fu-” I hear Aidan swear before cutting off at the sound of another loud explosion.
My eyes widen in awe as I watch the enormous orb of golden light spread out at an explosive pace towards the Class D magicians fighting out there. The orb immediately begins to envelope the magicians whose barriers are already damaged pretty badly, meanwhile it simply clashes with the magicians who have lightly damaged barriers, pushing them back in the process as their barrier flashes with their element.
Almost at the same time, I hear a burst of flames come from Leo’s direction, making me turn my head to see him increasing his speed at an explosive pace towards the enemy magician.
“Holy shit,” Aidan mutters.
I silently nod my head in response without taking my eyes off of them.
Leo arrives at the orb after half of the magicians are already fully enveloped by it before he immediately appears from the flames with a large, red spell circle floating in front of his outstretched hand. After a few seconds, a large burst of flames shoots out from the circle in the form of a pillar straight towards the orb. However, right as the flames touch it, hundreds more spell circles appear around the orb and various other flames begin to burn around the spell circles, causing soot to fall down around the orb, slowly absorbing the light within it.
My eyes widen in awe as the orb begins to shrink further and further as the soot absorbs the light from it until it reveals the ashes that remain of the Class D magicians.
I turn to look at the officer before stating, “That’s a Tier IV spell, right?”
The officer just glances at the mirror and says, “The enemy’s spell is Tier IV, but the major’s is just a massive amount of Tier II spells.” He then turns back to face forwards again without another word while increasing his speed.
Really?
I turn to look back at the soot falling from the sky and absorbing the last of the light, revealing the Class C magician in the center of where the orb was. The man is wearing the Natran orange and gray colors, with the two-point-filled-in star symbol of a Class C magician on his shoulder and another symbol on his other shoulder, likely showing his military rank.
Out of curiosity, I pull my rifle out and assemble it before looking through the scope at the battle and finding the man with a scowl on his face as he looks at Leo, who is slowing down in his approach. At the same time, the various magic circles around the area all begin to disappear and the two start talking.
My brows furrow at the sight, but they’re way too far away from me to hear anything they’re saying. However, I do notice the enemy officer occasionally glancing in our direction.
While they’re talking, I look around the area surrounding the two. If I understand correctly, the instructor purposely created several dozen fires around the orb of light so that the soot would be carried in the wind to surround and enter the orb completely, letting it absorb the light making up the enemy’s spell.
But…
I narrow my eyes at the soot completely coating the area.
Just being able to create that much soot must be extremely difficult, but to also clear the entire orb without even having the flames enter it?
Did he do that strictly to make sure he didn’t accidentally kill the Class D magicians on our side? Or was there another reason for it?
My inspection comes to a halt as several large explosions echo from the two magicians after they both send spells at each other. The spells consist of various bolts of light and arrows of flames, each managing to strike directly at each other without getting through to the other magician.
This continues for a few minutes before they begin to slow down and focus more on fighting sword-to-sword instead, likely after having started to run low on mana.
Something that draws my eye is that Leo doesn’t have his sniper rifle on him. Could he not have the rifle on him? Or maybe…
Wait! That orb of light!
He couldn’t deal with the orb of light through a sniper rifle since he most likely couldn’t see through it to shoot him. And now he’s too close to fight a magician with a rifle since a Class C magician’s barrier often has acceleration and strength boosting effects to them.
The two continue striking back and forth at each other with their blades for several minutes, but eventually Leo’s sword finally pierces straight through the enemy’s sword. Leo then kicks the man’s legs out from under him and stabs the sword straight through the last remnants of his barrier into his shoulder, disabling it from reaching for the gun at his waist.
“It looks like the instructor won,” I comment without taking my eyes away from the action.
I focus on the enemy’s bisected sword before looking at the instructor’s.
Interesting. The Arcadian Metal swords really are superior to normal metal ones.
The id card in my pocket suddenly begins to ring again, and as soon as I accept it, the instructor’s voice comes through, “The enemy magician has been subdued. Continue heading back to the base without me.”
I turn to look at the officer driving the jeep, but he just stops the spell beneath us, slowing the jeep down quite a bit without actually stopping it.
Guess he heard the instructor.
“Did you see the fight?” Aidan asks me while shaking my shoulder. “You did, right?”
I nod my head in response before looking back through the scope of my rifle at the instructor, who is far enough out now that even with my rifle I almost can’t see him.
That fight… may have just sparked some more spell ideas for me.
At that thought, I put my rifle down and immediately begin typing away on the screen above my id card.
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The various officers that acted as guides, or in the other groups cases chaperones, continue to call out the kills and earnings of each student that came on the trip. Meanwhile, I ignore them all to continue typing away on the screen of my id card.
Right… so I need to make the fire burn as fast as possible to make it use up the most oxygen…
My eyebrows furrow at the thought, but I continue to type away. It isn’t until I hear my name, along with the names of the other members of our group called out by Leo that I finally raise my head.
“-and Nathan Fox have managed to take down a total of one hundred and forty-one soldiers during the past three days, earning them fourteen thousand one hundred credits, along with exactly thirteen officers, earning them an additional thirteen thousand credits.” The instructor states, shocking both the students and officers around us with the numbers before continuing, “After splitting this five ways, the grand total earned by each of the cadets in this group amounts to five thousand four hundred and twenty credits.”
My eyes widen slightly at the amount, but that only lasts for a second until I smile slightly and turn my attention back to the screen in front of me.
That amount of credits isn’t as much as I would’ve expected. Although considering that it’s after splitting the amount, and it’s being given to a student…
I shake my head at the thought before glancing up to see and hear the glances and whispered conversations coming from the various soldiers, officers, and students around us.
Yeah, we do stand out a little bit.
At that thought, I notice the old man from when I first arrived looking at me with a curious expression on his face at the other side of the clearing in the center of the base.
Hmm… I still wonder about that man. It’s not normal for a soldier to be allowed to wear whatever they want in a warzone, so he’s most likely an officer of some sort. But even they almost always wear uniforms if for no other reason than to show the soldiers around them their rank.
And that’s assuming their own superior officers don’t just force them to wear one in the first place.
I narrow my eyes on the man’s face to see if I recognize it from the news, but nothing comes to mind and I’m soon distracted by the sight of the old man waving at me, still with a cigarette in his mouth.
Guess he remembers me as well.
I nod my head at him before glancing at instructor Leo, who had started talking again to close out the trip. After just a second of listening, I turn back to the screen. My eyes then widen as I notice something in the code, and I immediately go back to typing.
How did I miss that?!
 

 
Falrock Street – Nathan’s house
A grim silence fills the house – one that perfectly matches the grim atmosphere that’s been there since Nathan left to go to the Arcane Academy. However, that very silence is broken in an instant when a strange warping sound comes from within the room that both of Nathan’s parents – Julia and Jason Fox – are currently sitting in.
They immediately turn to look towards the noise, only to find a large, blue and purple portal opening up in the middle of their hallway.
“Damn it,” Jason mutters at the same time as his wife jumps to her feet and takes a step towards the portal, just to pause again.
Not even a second later, a man wearing a black and white lab coat over a black and purple suit walks through the portal with both of his hands in his coat pocket. The portal then closes right behind him, and he stops to look around the room for a second with his usual emotionless stare before focusing on Nathan’s parents in front of him.
“Doctor Leodmir Archeron,” Jason states in a matter-of-fact manner, “is there any news about Nathan?”
The man stares back at Jason for a few seconds before slowly answering, “I’ll be stopping his time at the academy by the end of his first year.”
Both of the parents’ eyes widen in shock at his words, but the doctor continues almost immediately, “You two are to keep this to yourselves. Otherwise, I will have you dealt with.”
Jason’s eyes narrow at the words while Julia practically shouts, “You want us to be silent?! And what-”
“To be perfectly clear,” the doctor cuts her off, “the only reason why I’m telling you this is so that you don’t look into his disappearance once his time at the academy reaches an end.”
Leodmir narrows his eyes slightly as light blue and purple particles begin to fly around the room at a leisurely pace before he continues, “Furthermore, you two are of no importance to me beyond keeping the test subject sane enough to perform my experiments without any objections.”
He pauses again while the particles expand into small shards that start floating around the room seemingly at random, yet still avoiding the parents.
“But if you get in the way, then I will not hesitate to remove you from the table,” the doctor states right as one of the shards zips straight through the leg of one of the tables in the room, bisecting it without any chips of wood and making the table fall over. “If the test subject objects to working with me after that, then I’ll just lock him up and leave the country. And if someone tries to stop me?”
Leodmir glances at the table, then the shards around the room, and finally focusing on Nathan’s parents again without explaining further.
Julia grits her teeth but manages to keep quiet, meanwhile Jason just scowls at the man.
The doctor stares at them for a few seconds before turning around and walking through a portal that opens up just as quickly as it closes, leaving the house in silence once again.
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After handing the Tactics and Battle Strategy instructor the assignments that I had missed during the trip, I give him one last nod and begin making my way out of the class. However, right as I pass through the portal, I find myself facing Amelia, who shouldn’t be able to even be in this tower.
“How did you get-” I begin, only for her to cut me off almost instantly with a serious expression on her face. “Follow me.”
I frown at that, but she quickly turns around and walks in the opposite direction of the tower entrance without giving me a chance to respond.
What’s up with her?
And how did she even get into this tower? Was it her mother? Or her aunt?
Deciding that standing here staring won’t get any of my questions answered, I begin to follow after her.
We continue walking past the other students and instructors walking through the hall, with several of them sending Amelia strange looks when they notice the part of her uniform identifying her as a level 5 talent. But despite the looks, Amelia’s expression never changes, and I soon find myself standing at the staircase located on the opposite side of the first floor from the entrance.
My brows furrow and I hesitate for a moment at the base of the stairs, but Amelia just pauses and reaches back to grab my arm before pulling me forwards along with her while saying, “Come on. We have permission.”
Seriously?
Something has to have happened…
She lets go of my arm once I begin climbing the stairs with her on my own. After we get to the second floor of the tower, she surprisingly continues going up to the next floor, so I follow after her. But the surprise doesn’t stop there, and she continues on all the way to the top floor of the tower before eventually stopping in front of a fancy looking door.
I narrow my eyes at the nameplate on the door that states the name of the Vice Headmaster in charge of the talent level 3s and 4s.
What sort of business could I possibly have with him?
Amelia takes a deep breath before knocking on the door. And almost immediately after the knock, a voice sounds out from within, “Enter.”
She opens the door after a very brief glance my way, revealing a very fancy and high-tech-looking office.
The very first thing about the office that catches my attention – aside from the Class B magician standing behind the desk on the other side of it – are the various weapons and magi-tech equipment hung up on the walls. I can find just about every weapon I can think of, along with many that I’ve never heard of scattered about the room.
As for the magi-tech equipment? I have no idea what over half of it does.
In fact, the only reason I can even tell that it’s magi-tech equipment is due to the space magician’s symbol printed on each device, along with the very faint amount of mana I can sense coming off of a few of the items.
I quickly focus in on the Vice Headmaster before noticing that he’s wearing a cowboy hat for some reason.
“This the kid?” he gruffly asks with an accent that marks him as being from the Western side of the continent.
Amelia nods her head, and before I can even so much as wonder what’s going on again, a wave of moonlight begins to sparkle from a chair in the center of the room. After that, Amelia’s aunt appears in the chair in the same outfit she was in the last time I saw her.
I grit my teeth to stop my jaw from dropping open in surprise at the sight of her randomly appearing like that, but I fail to keep it from dropping when she says, “Why hello there, little bird!”
“Little… bird?” I mutter in confusion before glancing at Amelia, just to find her stifling a laugh.
Where did that nickname come from…? And why-
“I’ve heard all about your little regeneration spell,” she says with a smile on her face while leaning back in her chair, making me tense up slightly in worry. “And I think you would make an interesting addition to the special program.”
I finally close my mouth while forcefully relaxing myself again before asking, “Special program? Do you mean the one that you mentioned in the announcement, ma’am?”
For some reason, the council woman’s face scrunches up the moment I say ma’am.
“No formalities please,” she says with a frown towards the Vice Headmaster, who I now notice is trying to hold back a chuckle behind his hand. She then looks back at me again and adds, “You’re like a brother to Amelia, so why don’t you just call me Aunt Alexis like she does?”
My eyes widen in shock at that, but right as I begin shaking my head and am about to decline, she adds in a seemingly threatening tone, “That’s not a request.”
I turn my eyes to Amelia for a second, just to find her shaking her head with a look of fear in her eyes and mouthing, ‘Just do as she says.’
What the hell is going on here?
Deciding that angering the Class A magician is a bad idea, I turn back to her and nod my head while politely saying, “Sure, Aunt Alexis.”
The council woman stares at me for a second before nodding with a smile and continuing, “And yes, I do mean the special program.”
She then glances at the Vice Headmaster, who clears his throat and says while looking directly into my eyes, “From here on, we would like you to start competing in duels at the arena so as to officially qualify for a spot in the special program by the end of the school year.”
They really want me in that program, don’t they?
I alternate my gaze between the two while thinking about it for a few seconds before my eyes widen slightly in realization.
They don’t just want me in the program-
My thoughts are interrupted as the council woman claps her hands and says with some glee, “It looks like you’ve figured it out!”
“And even if you haven’t it’s not fun if you don’t know,” she says, ignoring the irritated look being sent her way by the Vice Headmaster. “We want to get on your good side so that we can have that spell of yours!”
My eyebrow twitches at the bluntness of her statement.
Even Amelia sputters slightly at her words before holding her words back in.
I open my mouth to speak, just for her to shut me down again as her face turns serious and she says, “There is no saying no.”
The fuck?
On one hand, if she decided to get rid of me, she could easily try to do it without getting into any trouble. After all, she’s on the council ruling over the damn republic. They’re not gonna raise a fuss about her killing a single talent level 3 magician.
Not that she would actually be able to kill me, but she would certainly find out about my secret.
“I also know that you’re hiding something,” she adds, making me flinch slightly in surprise, “and if you don’t want me digging further to find out what that is, then you’ll do this for your Aunt Alexis, alright?”
I narrow my eyes at her for a few seconds before glancing at Amelia, who is looking at me with curiosity.
Damn it.
Guess I can’t get out of this.
And I highly doubt the doctor would be able to do anything against a council member. Not unless he was some hidden S Class magician…
I blink at the thought but shake it out of my mind as I let out a sigh.
It’s possible I’ll be gone from the academy by the time the program starts anyways, so all I’ll have to do is compete in a bunch of duels, which could come in handy for the combat experience whenever I leave the academy.
So…
“Alright, I’ll do it.”
 

 
The Arcane Council Chambers
Year 2849 | Month 6 | Day 30 | Tuesday
“You were stupid to even so much as think that you might be able to control the Class S magicians,” chairperson Winters declares with his arms crossed in front of his chest and his eyes digging directly at Lucas.
The hot-headed chairperson grits his teeth in anger but managed to hold himself back from reacting.
“The Class S magicians have the power to annihilate the entire plane if they wished to and could get over their own disputes long enough to work together,” he continues before frowning at the Chairman. “There is no way that cutting their funds would ever be successful.”
Several seconds of silence pass by with none of the other chair holders saying a word.
Eventually, the Chairman opens his mouth to speak, just for another voice to interrupt their meeting, “The brat is right. You shouldn’t have tried that.”
All of the council members jump to their feet at the voice, but no matter how thoroughly they search the chambers, not a single one of the council members manages to find the source of the voice.
“I could kill half of you before you even have a chance of stopping me,” the voice continues, sending shivers down the spines of several of the council members. “So where did you get the idea of financially attacking me?”
The Chairman’s eyes narrow and he quickly sends out a pulse of anti-magic through the room, disabling all of the magi-tech devices nearby. However, even then he fails to find the source of the voice.
“Am I to assume you’re the doctor then?” he asks with a frown on his face.
As if to confirm his guess, a wave of bluish purple mana spreads throughout the chamber before separating it from the space outside and transporting it into an elemental plane unseen before by the council members within the chamber.
The council members react almost immediately by opening gates to their own elemental planes, however, only half of them manage to open one large enough for them to pass through. Meanwhile the others are all stopped by strings of space mana forcefully closing off their portals.
“If you don’t want me to wipe out every last one of you, then stop your actions and leave me be,” the doctor’s voice echoes throughout the area.
Lucas opens his mouth to speak, only to close it immediately and create a barrier of mana around himself that cracks almost instantly after being attacked by another string of space mana.
The enhancement magician grunts from the force of the attack seeping through his barrier while pumping more and more mana into his barrier.
“I will not take no as an answer,” the doctor says, his voice echoing throughout the chamber with no emotion in it. “Choose. Live, or die by the hands of the Class S magicians.”
Before any of the council members can respond, the space mana within the room suddenly vanishes and they all find themselves back in the material world with no sign of the doctor’s presence.
A long time passes in silence. Meanwhile, the majority of the council members have grim looks on their faces.
However, four of the council members – Lilith Marshall, Blake Winters, Alexis Luna, and Marcus Ashford – have completely different reactions from the others.
After nearly an entire minute passes, Lilith – whose expression hasn’t changed once during the entire meeting – narrows her eyes slightly and breaks the silence, “This was to be expected.”
Both Blake and Marcus nod their heads in agreement, meanwhile Alexis just lets out a short bout of sarcastic laughter, as if mocking the other council members.
Lucas grits his teeth at their actions but doesn’t say anything, surprising the others in the process.
“It was a matter of necessity,” Artorius declares with a straight face. However, his attention is quickly drawn to a snort from the still-sarcastic-looking Alexis.
“Just keep telling yourself that, buddy,” she says with just as much sarcasm in her voice as on her face.
The Chairman turns to look at her, but before he can say anything, Blake joins in and says, “If it weren’t for your bribing Umbra and Griffin to join you in voting on it, then we wouldn’t have come to the decision to go after the Class S magicians in the first place.”
“And,” he continues after a short pause while turning his gaze towards Lucas, “that’s not even mentioning the imbecile who voted for it on his own accord.”
Lucas crushes the armrest of his chair again at the personal attack on him, but Artorius waves his hand over to the man and sends a wave of anti-magic mana over towards him, covering him in it and stopping him from using his own mana outside of his body. He then proceeds to ignore the man as he says, “If you don’t like the way I do things, then challenge me for the position.”
Marcus leans back in his chair with a frown and slowly says, “You know there’s no point. Nothing would come of it. Not while you have the support of the military’s top magicians.”
The Chairman turns to look at him while saying, “Which should be proof enough that I’m the best one for this position.”
Many of the council members express their disagreement on their faces, but none of them say anything out loud, letting the Chairman continue speaking instead, “But. I do admit that I went about this the wrong way.”
His words this time send shock throughout the Council Chambers.
“What I should have done,” he continues while standing up from his seat, not giving the council members any time to react to his words, “is to focus on my breakthrough to Class S.”
All of the council members shoot to their feet as shouts of surprise begin to echo throughout the chamber. However, the cause of the chaos simply raises his head towards the screen at the center of the chambers and smiles.
‘It won’t be long now,’ Artorius Hunter thinks while ignoring all of the council members around him.




Author’s Note

 

 
Hello! Thank you so much for taking the time to read The Undying Magician, The Arcane Academy!
If you enjoyed the book, then please leave a review! It helps me a lot as a self-published author!
Now, the next book, Kingdom of the Fallen, will be coming out sometime within the next four or five months or so.
Book one of The Undying Magician was the school arc, which had a much slower pace to it as compared to the rest of the story. So, if you want more combat, then look no further than book 2!
Moving on, The Calling of Wrath – my fourth series – will be going live on Amazon somewhere close to the end of January or beginning of February. I hope you enjoy that one as well!
Unlike this one, that one is a LitRPG, and it’s synopsis and cover picture are shown after this.
I hope you all have a lovely day! And please consider checking out my Patreon if you are interested in reading the chapters of books that haven’t been released (or edited) yet before they release for a small subscription fee!
Also, consider checking out my discord channel!
 




My Other Series

 

 
My current most popular series,
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 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 future release that has not come out yet,
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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