
        
            
                
            
        

    
Book Summaries

Summary of Book 1:

The story began with Nathan Fox, an eighteen year old magician with average talent in magic, as he goes to the Arcane Academy, the biggest academy for magicians on the continent and the Republic of Arcania. Nathan Fox is a true immortal who cannot die no matter how much harm is done to him, as his body will always revert back to how it was prior to any damage he takes, whether mental, physical, or magical. Which, if this were to be found out by any magicians other than those already in the know, would get him captured and experimented on immediately.

However, thanks to him becoming a true immortal thanks to two Class S magicians fighting each other and damaging reality itself, causing reality to alter his body with natural mana, it is impossible for someone to figure out how to make themselves immortal like him. But since the magicians of the continent are too stubborn, and their greatest weakness is old age, none of them would care about that. They would still try to experiment on him regardless of their chance to find a way to make themselves immortal.

Nathan quickly began to navigate his way through his first semester at the Academy, making some new friends along the way along with meeting some instructors who were told by his doctor, a powerful psychopath within the Republic in his own right, to look after him and teach him. A doctor who is experimenting on Nathan in order to find out how he became immortal in the first place so that he can replicate the process.

During his time in the Academy, Nathan learns how to use spells and how to fight with weapons. And his instructor Leo makes up an excuse for his immortality that will only last for so long, blaming it on an incredibly powerful fire magic spell. Additionally, he uses his immortality to his advantage to learn spells faster and better than he would’ve before. To push himself through pain and torture caused by the backlash of spells failing over and over again as he masters them.

But he is slowly beginning to gather more attention from those in higher positions, and the book left off on his best friend Amelia’s aunt directly telling him to participate in the duels so that he can qualify for a position in the special class and the advantages soon to be added to the Academy by the Council.

Leaving him in an awkward position as it could easily lead to his immortality getting out.

Summary of Book 2:

The second book of the series continues with Nathan’s school life as he carefully fights in duels, making sure to be careful of anyone finding out about his immortality. But that becomes less important as the war breaks out and he’s sent to the frontlines as a form of internship. There he ends up being sent to the Kingdom of the Fallen by the doctor, who sends him there so that he can avoid drawing any more attention from the higher ups of the Republic than he already was. All while his friends and allies unaware of his immortality are convinced that he is dead.

After arriving at the Kingdom of the Fallen, he soon finds himself living in a dark treant where he meets another Class S magician in the form of a talking skeleton. He spends his days practicing and training his mana arcs for a while until the Class S magician breaks free from the cell he was in and experiments on Nathan just like the doctor, turning him into a vampire through the use of a mutagen. One that uses a combination of space, poison, time, and death mana so that it can alter his space and time infused body.

And thanks to becoming a vampire, Nathan gains supernatural strength and senses, but also a bloodthirst that comes along with it. Even if his bloodthirst doesn’t grow thanks to his immortality.

All of which serve to distance Nathan from his humanity. Slowly drawing him away from normalcy and into a new mindset entirely.

The skeleton then proceeds to let him go and even defends him from the doctor’s attempts to search for him after realizing what had happened.

Leaving Nathan on his own to deal with the surviving natives of the Kingdom of the Fallen, who often attack him, proving just how dangerous the kingdom is. However, they soon realize the uniqueness of Nathan’s body other than just his vampire nature as many of them join together to eliminate him completely.

Only to find him completely restoring himself even after every last atom of his body is annihilated.

Nathan then wipes out the magicians who attacked him and learns of the Barons who reign over the outer ring of the Kingdom before he returns to his experiments and training within his caverns.

Summary of Book 3:

The third book of the series continues as Nathan builds himself a place within the Kingdom of the Fallen. A place known as the Undying Caverns.

He grows into his powers as a pseudo-vampire-immortal, learns how to control both death magic and fire magic, and gains a new companion along the way. A phoenix companion named Incendia. A mythical creature from the past.

But unlike other phoenixes from her time, Incendia was experimented on and turned into an immortal creature.

Just like Nathan.

Finally granting him a companion to experience his years alongside. One who will never die just like him and will always live on with him.

After growing his reputation some more and studying magic while expanding his mana arcs, Nathan takes to the battlefield. Fighting against the various nobles of the Kingdom of the Fallen in order to claim his place and defend his new territory.

As the newly appointed Prince of the Kingdom of the Fallen.

And throughout all of this, Nathan continues to lose touch with his humanity. Growing more and more distant from other people and reality itself as pain and death turn into naught but his imagination.

And after two long and grueling victories against various barons and baronesses, Nathan is left facing an unexpected challenge.

A war declared between the mainland nations and the Kingdom of the Fallen.

Sparking the beginning of the second Continental War and forcing the nobles and Nathan to work together temporarily.

Summary of Book 4:

The fourth book of the series continues as the second Continental War begins. Drawing every nation of the continents into a conflict with each other with the mainland continents allying against the Kingdom of the Fallen and its ally Natra. In a conflict that is decided upon through one of two methods.

The elimination of forces from the nation, or the elimination or capture of the nation’s Class S magician leader.

But things rapidly begin to go wrong for the allied nations as their alliance quickly crumbles one nation after another.

Some of the nations completely betray the alliance and are later absorbed into the Kingdom of the Fallen when their Class S magician is slain, while others betray the alliance and their own leaders to sell their leader out to the kingdom like the Republic.

One nation after another falls under the control of the Kingdom of the Fallen as numerous Class S magicians, including the Chairman of the Republic, are killed. All the way until all the conquered nations join hand with the Kingdom of the Fallen for two goals.

To finish the war by defeating the last remaining nation of the alliance, the Collective Kingdoms.

And to slay the spatial magician who initiated the war in the first place.

The doctor.

Leaving the book off as the hunt for the doctor begins, with numerous other powers from outside of the abandoned continents begin sticking their noses into the abandoned continents affairs.




Glossary

Aria

Description: Aria is a world filled with war where only a tenth of the population have mana arcs and are able to use magic through manipulating those arcs. All across the world, magicians are given priority over others in some form or another, and they make up the core of the leadership and military of every nation.

Geography: Aria has five different continents, along with several miniature continents such as the Kingdom of the Fallen, some of which are still considered as full continents while others are not.

Political Structure of Ariel: The continent of Ariel is ruled over by several nations, with the Republic of Arcania being the foremost power within it. Until the recent war of the Class S magicians, the power was balanced a little in the Republic’s favor with all of the other nations on the continent almost catching up to their power due to their constant warring with the Republic.

Political Structure of Giese: The minor continent of Giese is ruled over by the Kingdom of the Fallen, formerly the Kingdom of Giese. It is split up between various noble factions along with the royal family, which has absolute power. However, due to the fall of the kingdom long ago at the hands of the Republic, the nation is a mere shadow of its former self.

Nathan Fox

Description: 21 years old. He is immortal due to a magical accident in the mountains where space and time went into flux simultaneously at the same place, making his physical body always reset to the same state it was in during the accident with very few exceptions. His talent level is 3 in magic potential, marking him as average in magic. He has short brown, wavy hair, red eyes due to being a pseudo vampire, a skinny but muscular build, and the appearance of about a nineteen year old boy. Additionally, black veins appear on his face spreading outwards from his eyes whenever he feels his bloodthirst rising.

Affinity: Fire and Death

Weapons: Arcadian metal sword and a sniper rifle.

First Semester Classes:

Magic Circuitry first

Fundamentals of Fire second

Mana Manipulation third

Lunch fourth

Magical Warfare fifth

Meditation sixth

Tactics and Battle Strategy seventh

Aidan Hawkins

Description: He is 21 years old and is very energetic and friendly. He is in a relationship with Sophia and he has been best friends with Nathan for a very long time. He has shoulder-length black hair and sometimes grows his hair long before cutting it back to shoulder-length.

Affinity: Wind with a specialization towards Lightning.

Weapons: One long dagger and one short sword.

Cyria Argent

Description: She is 21 years old and the daughter of the Healer General, and she has long black hair and blue eyes. She doesn’t like talking very much and usually goes out of her way to avoid it unless it’s with someone she cares about. She has long black hair and blue eyes.

Affinity: Water.

Weapons: Uses a pistol and a sword.

Name Pronunciation: See-ree-ah

Amelia Marshall

Description: She is 21 years old and the daughter of the Dark magic councilwoman. She has dark eyes, black hair worn in a single braid, and has sharp features on her face, and is best friends with Nathan and like a sister to him. She has dark eyes, long black hair, and sharp looking features.

Affinity: Dark with a specialization towards Shadow.

Weapons: Unknown.

Name Pronunciation: Ah-mi-li-ah

Sophia Inverno

Description: She is 21 years old and has brown hair and green eyes, with a bit of an obsession towards anything magical. She is a member of a branch family of the Winters family, one of the top most powerful families in the entire Republic and the one with the most power over the Water affinity. She has long brown hair and green eyes.

Affinity: Poison.

Weapons: Pistol and a long metal staff.

Rebecca Hunter

Description: She is 21 years old and part of the Hunter family. She has golden eyes and hair.

Affinity: Gravity special affinity.

Weapons: Bow and Knife.

Jason Fox

Description: Nathan's father who was a lower ranking magician in the military of the Republic before he eventually retired and started a family.

Affinity: Wind magic with a specialization for Lightning.

Weapons: Unknown.

Julia Fox

Description: Nathan's mother and a non-magician with no magic.

Affinity: Not a magician.

Weapons: None.

Vilgeirr Thorn

Description: Nathan's Meditation course instructor. He is a captain in the military.

Affinity: Unknown.

Weapons: Unknown.

Leonidas de Ashford

Description: Nathan's Fundamentals of Fire instructor, his Magical Warfare instructor, and his Magic Circuitry instructor. He is a major in the military and a Class C magician, as well as a member of the Ashford family, one of the leading families of the Republic.

Affinity: Fire.

Weapons: Sniper rifle and sword.

Dawn Suess

Description: Nathan's Mana Manipulation instructor. She doesn't like Nathan due to him defeating her son in a duel. Captain in the military and Class D magician.

Affinity: Water with a specialization towards Flesh.

Weapons: Unknown.

Anabel Walker

Description: The Swordplay class instructor and the one who is teaching Nathan about swordplay. Also the Internship Supervisor. She is a major in the military and Class C magician who is getting close to Class B.

Affinity: Enhancement.

Weapons: Swords.

Adalwolf Giese

Description: He is a Class S death magician and the king of the Kingdom of the Fallen, previously known as the Kingdom of Giese. He is also a skeleton with blazing purple flames within his eye sockets who cannot die thanks to his magical affinity being Death, and his understanding of it being so great it has merged with his body. Adalwolf is also known as various other monickers such as the Dead King and the King of Giese and King of the Fallen. He often wears a more form fitting purple robe over his skeletal body without any hood to cover his head.

Affinity: Death.

Weapons: Unknown.

Name Pronunciation: Aaa-dal-wolf Gi-es

Artorius Hunter

Description: He is the current chairman of the Republic and a newly advanced Class S magician who is obsessed with doing everything he believes he can to benefit his nation. However, his view of what can benefit his nation is not always shared by others, so he ends up going against his own allies for his personal views. He has short black hair with rather unique eyes that have no whites and instead have pitch black coloring where the whites in a human’s eyes would normally be. Meanwhile he has small circles of deep red within the black of his eyes. And he is almost always seen wearing pitch black armor or a black suit. But no matter what he wears, it is always black.

Affinity: Anti-magic.

Weapons: Unknown.

Leodmir Archeron

Description: He is Nathan’s doctor and experimented on him for years to find out how his immortality worked. He is also the leader of the Class S’s side of the war against the nations and a Class S magician himself. He is 66 years old and one of the most powerful magicians if not the most powerful magician of the continent besides the Dead King. However, despite his power, most people simply refer to him as ‘the doctor’. Simply because everyone knows how often he spends in his laboratory without any care for things outside of it. He has near-shoulder length gray hair, with seemingly dead violet eyes, and is always wearing a black and white lab coat buttoned up over a black and purple suit.

Affinity: Space.

Weapons: Unknown.

Carol

Description: She is someone Nathan saved and has helped him out several times.

Weapons: Unknown.

Archibald Winters

Description: He is a Class S magician of the Republic who is invested in the Republic as a whole but doesn’t care much about interacting with the military or doing what they wish. He cares about his family, but only their safety, and not their actual position in the Republic. He is 59 years old. He has liquid blue eyes and brown hair and is always wearing either a blue business suit or a blue suit of Arcadian Metal armor.

Affinity: Water

Weapons: Unknown.

Name Pronunciation: Ar-ch-i-bald

Dorothy Umbra

Description: She is the Class S magician alchemist in charge of the department of alchemy within the Republic and she usually doesn’t enter combat very often if she can help it. Her brother is one of the seats of the Association of Magic. She is 62 years old. She has gray hair and light green eyes and is almost always in her laboratory wearing a white lab coat over a green dress shirt.

Affinity: Poison.

Weapons: Unknown.

Violet Fox

Description: She is the Class S magician alchemist in charge of alchemy for the Collective Kingdoms and she usually avoids entering combat like the plague. But at the same time, she isn’t able to avoid it anywhere near as much as she would like since she is one of only two Class S magicians within the Collective Kingdoms. And on top of that, she’s the only elemental magician amongst the two, with the other Class S magician of the Collective Kingdoms being an enhancement affinity magician. She is 74 years old and is the oldest of the Class S magicians, at the same age as the Fire Overlord of Natra, Juan Sequani. She has gray hair and dark green eyes and is almost always in her laboratory wearing a white lab coat over a dark green dress shirt.

Affinity: Poison

Weapons: Unknown.

Afvalder von Schröder

Description: He was originally a foreigner from the Kingdom of the Fallen but was taken in as a Class B magician and raised through the ranks of the Republic from there. He likes to stay out of politics due to him being a foreigner and not having too heavy an investment in the Republic. However, he loves fighting, and is often fighting in wars. Now he is a 61 year old Class S magician. He has glowing golden eyes with long black hair and is often wearing a set of blue and gold metal and cloth armor.

Affinity: Light (Specialization in radiation)

Weapons: Swords.

Name Pronunciation: Af-val-der von Shroder

Edgar Brodnax

Description: He is a Class S magician and general of the Collective Kingdoms and enjoys strategizing and planning out wars and battles rather than fighting in person. But since he is one of only two Class S magicians within the Collective Kingdoms, and the other one dislikes battling far more than he does, he ends up being stuck battling anyways despite his preferences. He is 68 years old. He has gray hair and gray eyes and is always wearing a set of special alloy gray armor.

Affinity: Enhancement

Weapons: Unknown.

Leopold Houk

Description: He is a newly advanced Class S magician who still tries to occasionally enter the battlefield, only to be countered by the Republic’s Afvalder and pushed back every time he attacks the Republic. However, his specialty is in stealth and not in direct combat. He is still a little arrogant due to his advancement and is only 52 years old despite being Class S. He has semi-long black hair with pitch black eyes and often wears black metal and leather armor with a long cloak.

Affinity: Dark

Weapons: Rifles.

Juan Sequani

Description: He is a Class S magician and an overly cautious man who is also a bit of a nationalist for Natra, thinking that his people are the best in the world. On top of that, he is absolute in his belief that fire magic is the greatest affinity in the world of magic. And nothing can shake that belief. To the point of his care for the progression of fire magic surpassing anything in his mind regardless of what it is. He is 74 years old and is the oldest of the Class S magicians at the same age as Violet. He has gray hair and glowing, fiery red eyes that blaze with embers, and he is always wearing a bright red business suit over a white dress shirt with a red tie.

Affinity: Fire

Weapons: Unknown.

Katherine Nash

Description: She is a Class S magician who is caring but also strict woman and always thinks of Hardlight’s best interests, regardless of what that means. Even if it means sacrificing their nations autonomy so long as it protects them from danger. And she focuses on healing rather than combat, despite being capable of both. She is 64 years old. She has white hair with clear blue eyes and can generally be seen wearing a blue jacket and pants meant for the Winter all year round.

Affinity: Water

Weapons: Unknown.

Emma Sonnen

Description: She is a Class S magician and strict military fanatic who takes the White Kingdom by the reins and leads by force. But thanks to that she can sometimes make rash decisions that end up with her own nation ending up in trouble thanks to it regardless of her intentions. She is 69 years old. She has gray hair and grayish green eyes and is always wearing a tight fitting set of gray special leather armor.

Affinity: Wind

Weapons: Unknown.

Leith Allen

Description: He is a Class S magician wanderer who travels between the nations without entering combat and occasionally healing people. But unlike the other Class S magicians, Leith is largely but not entirely pacifistic in his thinking. So he almost never fights with others and instead focuses on healing and traveling. He is 62 years old. He has semi-long gray hair with glowing green eyes and is always wearing a green robe.

Affinity: Nature

Weapons: Unknown.

Description of Magic:

Magic is the use of mana within a magician’s body to alter the world around them. It is often done through something called a spell circle, which is a specific type of spell that can be taught to a magician through a device made by a Class S magician. One who has learned how to manipulate their mana without such a device.

Through the use of these devices, magicians can enter scripts to direct the mana to do what they wish it to do. Altering the world around them according to their affinity and their script’s instructions.

However, every magician can only be born with a single affinity of mana. And any attempt to convert their arcs of mana with outside mana not natural to themselves will cause the magician to die a horrific death right away.

Therefore the affinity a magician is born with is of utmost importance to society.

But that’s not all as magicians have different levels of talent that determine how quickly they can increase the number of mana arcs they have. Ranging all the way from the lowest level of talent, 1, to the highest level of 5.

And magicians themselves train their mana arcs – magical muscles found naturally within a magician’s body – through repeatedly stretching them until they grow large enough to split into two. At which point the magician will have to wait a time before they are able to train that mana arc again, with the exact amount of time they must wait being determined by their talent level. With the more mana arcs a magician has increasing the capacity of mana they have and therefore the number of spells they can cast before running empty on mana.

List of Affinities:

Fire: Controls heat, flames, lava, and anything else that is related to fire and raising temperature. 
Water: Controls cold, water, ice, and anything else that is related to water and decreasing temperature. 
Wind: Controls wind, lightning, air/vapors, and anything else that is related to wind. 
Nature: Controls the ground, nature, trees, healing and anything else that is related to nature.
Dark: Controls darkness, curses, undead/unholy magic, and anything else that is related to darkness. 
Light: Controls light, holy magic, healing, and anything else that is related to light. 
Poison: Controls poisons and other afflictions such as diseases.
Enhancement: Enhances the body of the user in various different ways. 
Special: Unique magics and uncommonly seen magics that are rare and can be very dangerous or can do almost nothing. Some of these can include but are not limited to space magic, time magic, anti-magic, death magic, and life magic.

List of Terms:

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

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

Magi-tech: Regular technology enhanced by magic to do things it shouldn’t otherwise do. Whether this is through enchantments embedded into the technology, or through magical jewels with scripts within them.

Arcs of mana: The foundations of a magician. They store the mana a magician can have and can be trained to later on be split into more arcs of mana. Granting the magician a larger mana reserve in the process.

Spell Circle: The fundamental spell all magicians below Class S must know in order to cast magic. They create a spell circle by copying one made by a Class S magician and instructed to them during their initial training. The magician then inserts coded scripts into the spell circle to direct their mana into performing their spell.

List of Ranks in the Republic of Arcania's military:

Non-Magician Ranks: 
Private 
Corporal 
Sergeant 
Warrant Officer

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

List of Ranks in the Kingdom of the Fallen’s nobility:

Knight

Baron/Baroness

Viscount/Viscountess

Count/Countess

Marquess/Marchioness

Duke/Duchess

Prince/Princess

King/Queen

Magician Classes:

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

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

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

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

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

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

List of Spell Tiers:

Tier I 
Capacity: They have a maximum of 2 arcs of mana per spell. 
Summary: Can create small exterior spells, such as a weak barrier, or a fireball.

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

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

Tier IV 
Capacity: They have a maximum of 25 arcs of mana per spell. 
Summary: Can create spells on the scale of an entire battlefield.

Tier V 
Capacity: They have a maximum of 50 arcs of mana per spell. 
Summary: Can create stronger interior spells, such as shapeshifting.

Tier VI 
Capacity: They have a maximum of 100 arcs of mana per spell. 
Summary: Can create spells that affect the mind, such as mind crush or telepathy.

Tier VII 
Capacity: They have a maximum of 175 arcs of mana per spell. 
Summary: Can create stronger spells that can warp the mind.

Tier VIII 
Capacity: They have a maximum of 300 arcs of mana per spell.
Summary: Can create spells on the scale of an entire city.

Tier IX 
Capacity: They have a maximum of 500 arcs of mana per spell. 
Summary: Can create spells that permanently change someone’s body.

Tier X 
Capacity: They have a maximum of 1000 arcs of mana per spell. Any more would end up destroying the spell thanks to reality falling apart around the spell and its user.
Summary: Can create strategic scale spells that might even damage reality.  

List of Talent Training Speeds:

Level 1 talent arc dev speed: 20 days/arc

Level 2 talent arc dev speed: 14 days/arc

Level 3 talent arc dev speed: 11 days/arc

Level 4 talent arc dev speed: 8 days/arc

Level 5 talent arc dev speed: 4 days/arc

8 Major Continents

Continent of Ashgar – It is the continent belonging to the Magic Towers.

Abandoned Continent of Ariel – It is the continent where Nathan is from, with the Republic and the rest of the nations on it..

Continent of Trelah – It is the continent belonging to neutral nations.

Continent of Melci – It is the continent belonging to the Melcians.

Continent of Volt – It is the continent belonging to the Voltanian Republic.

Continent of Melrian – It is the continent belonging to the Empire of Maltar.

Continent of Excelar – It is the continent belonging to neutral nations.

The Holy Continent – It is the continent belonging to various religious nations and religious related nations like the Temple of Fire.

Minor continents

Abandoned Continent of Giese – It is the minor continent holding the Kingdom of the Fallen.

The Island of Chrono – It is the minor continent barely qualifying as a continent that the Chrono lives on and is always frozen in time.


Chapter 1



Within the Barren Pass
Year 2851 | Month 4 | Day 27

Leodmir finally snaps and decides that he’s had enough.

After being chased for months, he no longer has any intention of killing the Class S magicians chasing him. All he wants is to escape and return later on when he’s finally recovered.

Yet his very decision to do this grates on his nerves more than anything. Even more than the fact that he’s been led around for months by the magicians currently chasing him.

The other magicians chasing him, even the Undying Magician, all believe he is only using the bare minimum mana that he’s regenerating after each teleportation to keep fleeing. But in reality, he’s keeping some spare at all times.

Because the idea of being completely out of mana is heresy for him. The idea of being weak without any way to protect himself.

To be nothing more than a feeble old man with some immunity to spatial damage.

But now? The idea of being chased forever in a never-ending loop just waiting for something to tip the balance is even worse.

So the next time he teleports away from the radiation magician, he teleports to his last stronghold. A place that has a mana recovery device in it to increase the rate at which his mana recovers.

Then he waits on top of the device while his mana recovers a bit.



Nathan
Year 2851 | Month 4 | Day 27

“How many times is he going to teleport away?!” Afvalder shouts through the terminal group call the Class S magicians and I, who are all chasing the doctor, are using. “We need more backup at this rate to stop that damned cockroach!”

Over a month has passed since I first set off to kill the doctor. And yet, we haven’t managed to do much of anything in this time. Even with me being here to help, along with Juan and the two Class S magicians who were already here before us.

On top of that, Juan began completely erasing the Barren Pass at some point. Completely incinerating the place and melting the ice using his fire magic to reduce the amount of area the doctor can run around in.

Meanwhile I help him in melting the Barren Pass while also filling it with miasma to accompany the poison Class S magician’s poisonous fog.

But the doctor still refuses to budge and keeps teleporting around like a damned mole in those little mole mallet games. The ones where you try to hit the mole with the mallet only for it to pop back underground before reappearing from another hole.

At this rate we really will need another Class S magician to stop him.

Damned spatial magicians are tricky as hell. And what’s worse is that if we don’t kill him now while he’s empty on mana and running on nothing more than drops of it, we probably won’t ever be able to kill him.

After all, space magicians are the hardest to deal with thanks to how easy it is for them to escape.

If not for his lack of mana he’d probably be on the other side of the continent.

Or worse. In some mana plane where we’ll never be able to catch him.

And that’s not all, since if he gets away, he would be a major problem for us. Being able to teleport pretty much anywhere.

We’d have to set up defenses everywhere to stop him from teleporting. Which would be a major issue.

I continue burning away at the Barren Pass on the other side of the pass from Juan for several minutes while spreading miasma before Afvalder suddenly says, “He’s not fleeing this time!”

That gives me pause as the others all begin talking at the same time. Only for Afvalder to not respond for a few seconds.

Then Afvalder suddenly says, “Wait, he’s on a mana recovery device!”

“Don’t let him get away!” Juan shouts, speaking louder than I’ve ever heard him speak before. “We’re on our way!”

Without hesitation, I stop what I’m doing before flying straight through the poison and miasma flooded Barren Pass towards the direction of Afvalder’s signal on my terminal. And while I’m flying I hear and see a massive explosion in the direction of Afvalder’s signal.

Eventually, when I reach the explosion, which is also where the signal is, I find a massive crater filled with radiation.

Where Afvalder is sitting alone while slamming his fist into the ground with pure anger radiating from his face.

Juan arrives a few seconds later using his fire mana to burn any radiation before it can reach him, along with the poison magician whose body is already flooded with poison that is fighting the radiation. But at this point we can all guess what happened just by Afvalder’s actions alone.

Afvalder waves his hand without bothering to speak, making a large screen appear from his terminal. One showing everything that happened here.

On the screen we see Afvalder arriving to see the doctor on a mana recovery device. Only for the man to not flee when he sees the radiation magician.

Then the doctor begins dodging some of Afvalder’s attacks while making sure to stay on the device. Even sacrificing an arm to do it. Along with a hand on his other arm as well.

And after seeing the doctor seemingly preparing a largescale spell, Afvalder begins his own. One that I’m sure caused this nuclear explosion.

But the doctor manages to escape the moment before Afvalder’s spell finishes. Making a gate appear right beneath his feet that takes him into it.

Draining what must be all of his mana in the process before the man disappears and a nuclear explosion rings out instead.

My eyes narrow as I clench my fists at my sides.

The doctor’s lost an arm and a hand. And judging by the fact that it was radiation that did it, it won’t be easy to heal those wounds. In fact, the radiation will probably spread a bit. So he’s not going to be doing very well right now.

But despite all of that, one thought rings out through my head. And no doubt the heads of the other magicians here.

The doctor, Leodmir Archeron, escaped.
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“This is not how I hoped this would go,” Juan mutters as Afvalder, him, and myself all gather around the site of the nuclear explosion. Where the doctor managed to escape.

The other Class S magicians who were helping us both took off already to assist in the war against the Collective Kingdoms, so the three of us are left dealing with this unfortunate outcome on our own.

Now the doctor will be able to just pop up and cause problems anywhere that isn’t securely protected by barriers the moment he recovers enough mana. With the only saving grace of the situation being his missing arm and hand. Leaving him currently without any hands.

Which is a major disability for anyone to have, magician or not.

“The radiation should only soak into his body and worsen his condition the longer it takes for him to get healed,” Afvalder grounds out with more than a little anger in his voice. Which clearly shows in the bright yellow light shining from his eyes that’s a lot brighter than it normally shines. “And it won’t be easy to find a healer who can heal those wounds.”

“Right,” Juan says with a nod and a frown. “Only a Class S magician would be able to do it. And the only healing specialized Class S magicians of the continent are on our side as of now.”

I glance between the two Class S magicians in front of me to take in their current appearance. Which is rather ragged on both parts.

Juan actually has quite a few cuts all across his suit with some parts of it even being a little warped. No doubt due to spatial mana. Meanwhile his fire mana barrier takes the form of a glowing red energy coating his entire body and the suit to protect him from the radiation around us.

Afvalder on the other hand has incredibly sweaty long hair going across his golden and dark blue armor to his mid-back. With said armor being caked with snow all over it, with some snow in his hair as well. All with some of his hair caked onto his face due to the sweat.

Overall, Afvalder looks exhausted and in an incredibly foul mood. And Juan isn’t particularly in top shape either.

Although neither of them are too badly wounded at least.

Juan doesn’t have much of any wounds at all actually.

“He must’ve used up the last of his mana to escape, so I doubt we’ll be seeing him for a while regardless of his health,” I point out, drawing Juan’s and Afvalder’s gazes towards me. Which is actually the first time I’ve directly interacted with Afvalder beyond listening to what he was saying to the group while chasing the doctor.

“No need to even ask,” Afvalder says while narrowing his eyes. “You’re the new prince.”

I nod my head without bothering with saying anything out loud or caring about potentially offending him. What with him technically being on our side, and him being drained of mana at the moment.

Honestly, if I wanted to I could kill him right now most likely.

If I got the drop on him at least, considering his speed.

Out of nowhere, Afvalder turns into a blur of light before I feel something piercing into my chest. And when I look down, I find Afvalder’s sword going straight through my chest and out my back. Only for him to pull the blade out almost as quickly as it went in.

Faster than my eyes can track.

Then the wound closes up without a sound, making me look back up at the man with more than a little confusion on my face.

What was the point of that?

“Looks like ya are immortal after all,” the man says with a nod of his head, followed by a faint smile. “Nice to meet you, kid.”

Excuse… me?

Did he really just stab his sword straight through my heart before pulling it out and saying, ‘nice to meet you’?

This man has some issues.

I turn to look at Juan, but he’s not even paying attention. He’s just typing away on his terminal.

So I turn back to Afvalder and answer, “Likewise.”

The man lets out a hearty laugh. Albeit with some weakness apparent, no doubt due to his exhaustion. Then he sheathes his sword and reaches his hand out to shake mine without even letting me decide if I wanted to shake his hand or not.

He just straight up takes my hand and shakes it.

“Name’s Afvalder von Schröder,” he says, stating something I already knew. “If that psychopathic cockroach ever comes after ya again, just give me a ring. I’ll come running to take its head.”

I blink before numbly nodding my head and answering, “Sure.”

Something tells me Afvalder really doesn’t like the doctor. But I guess that works out fine for me, so whatever?

“The plan for now should be to focus on defending the Kingdom of the Fallen and attacking the Collective Kingdoms,” Juan says, finally butting into this odd introduction. “But Nathan should prepare for an unexpected meeting soon as I doubt they’ll hold back for much longer.”

The confusion in my mind only grows with his words.

“Unexpected meeting?” I ask while frowning at him. “With whom?”

“Is it them?” Afvalder asks, his face taking on a more serious note. And when Juan nods his head, the large man mutters, “Damn.” Then glances at me and repeats himself, “Damn.”

Excuse me? What are you saying damn about?

“The outsiders will be showing up very soon,” Juan says while finally lowering his terminal and focusing on us. “It could be in a few days, or it could be after the war is officially over and the Collective Kingdoms are defeated. But they will come.”

The… outsiders?

“He means the other continents,” Afvalder says before I can think much on it. “The abandoned continent will once more join the wider world, and it’s all thanks ta you.”

I stare at the two for a few seconds. Only for a single thought to echo through my mind.

This sounds like a pain.
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And just a few days later, I find myself interrupted by an unexpected visitor arriving while I’m in my lab. Just like Juan said.

When I walk out of my lab to go to the guest room where they’re currently at, I let Claire fill me in on what’s going on. Which pretty much comes down to ‘the big and intimidating Class S magician arrived saying he has something to give me’.

So not much to go off of other than that. But I can pretty much tell that they’re most likely from one of the Magic Towers on the other continents.

Places that Juan told me about.

The biggest powers on the other continents.

They don’t rule them by any means, but they do pretty much rule over the magicians in a lot of ways.

Unfortunately, Juan doesn’t know everything about the outside continents. Mostly because he’s been on the abandoned continents for too long at this point. So a lot of things have probably changed by now.

From what Juan has told me though, there are numerous nations all scattered throughout the many other continents. Without any major continent-wide wars being fought on any of the continents. And amongst those nations, three of them reign supreme in terms of power, along with the fact that they’re in an alliance with each other.

And that alliance is the only thing that is on par with the Magic Towers in terms of influence and power.

Except that the alliance is largely built around military power whereas the Magic Towers is built around Class S magicians.

One power centered around numbers, finances, and armies and military might. And one power centered around over two dozen Class S magicians all joined in one force.

Of course, each nation also has Class S magicians. With the nations themselves being classified in terms of power based on the number of Class S magicians they have under them.

But none of them get anywhere near close to the Magic Towers.

Even the Alliance only has a total of fifteen Class S magicians amongst their numbers. As opposed to the twenty-eight Class S magicians of the Magic Towers.

Although this is, once again, outdated intel. So there’s a high chance there may be more Class S magicians amongst their numbers now than before.

I continue walking through the caverns until I finally enter the guest room, where I find Amelia already calmly speaking with the Class S magician inside of the room.

My eyes narrow ever so slightly as I feel more than a little surprise at the sight of the man. One who has far more mana than any other Class S magician I’ve ever met.

So it’s really not just their number of Class S magicians that’s superior, but also their Class S magicians themselves.

Which makes me wonder if they have superior ways to handle mana training. Ones better than the ones we have on this abandoned continent.

Either way, the man turns to look at me the moment I step inside of the room. Locking his bright glowing purple eyes with my own glowing red ones. Showing me a new color of eyes I’ve never seen before.

I’ve seen dark purple before and a deep purple as well, but never a very light purple like this.

What’s his affinity?

It’s obvious that it’s some sort of special affinity. But what special affinity?

Both of us look over the other for several seconds. Just taking in each other’s appearances.

My armor at this point is largely leather and honestly can’t even be called armor anymore. It’s more like a jacket and pants now. I don’t even have my old hood anymore since it’s not necessary.

Although my outfit is still all black with some hints of red, just like it used to be.

As for the Class S magician? He is wearing purple, red, and blue armor that looks far more advanced than anything we have on our continent. He also has a couple high-tech looking terminals on his arms and an earpiece in one ear. Meanwhile his hair is an odd light purple color that matches his eyes.

Despite what Juan keeps saying about the other continents, I can’t help but feel a little wary of this man. Strictly because of how I’ve always been treated up till now by high Class magicians who want my immortality.

To my surprise though, the man just meets my eyes again and nods his head, saying, “Greetings, Undying Magician, from beyond the waters. My name is Arsen Trilock. The Tower Master of the Twentieth Tower, stationed on the Continent of Trelah.”

Huh. He’s polite.

I hesitate for a moment before nodding back and returning the greeting, “Well met, Tower Master. I am Nathan Fox.”

The man glances at Amelia before turning back to me again and walking over to me while handing me a letter and stating, “I have come here to officially hand you your invite to the Magic Towers. Should you accept, you may return with us to the First Tower, where the Tower Master Trials are taking place. You will then be allowed to participate regardless of your current Class, and should you pass, a new Tower will be established on the continent of either Ariel or Giese depending on which continent you prefer. And you will officially become the Thirty-Sixth Tower Master.”

That’s… huh.

A lot to absorb right away.

They want me to be a Tower Master despite not being Class S? Also, Thirty Sixth? That means the Magic Towers have thirty-five Class S magicians right now?

That’s a hell of a lot.

My thoughts turn to the war that’s currently ongoing. A war that is quickly being dealt with thanks to our rather large advantage in Class S magician numbers over the Collective Kingdoms. Meaning the war won’t last very long.

And my participation at this point is pretty pointless.

Which is why Juan even said that it would be best if I listened to their request and genuinely consider going along with it if it appeals to me.

After several seconds of thought pass, I eventually state, “I’m open to the idea, but first I would like to know more about the other continents. If you wouldn’t mind.”

“Understandable,” Arsen says with a nod. “Then let’s begin with the continents and their political structures.”
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As it turns out, the other continents are a lot… more… than I expected.

For one, there are eight major continents total, including the abandoned continent Ariel. Which I already knew. But what I didn’t know was that there are dozens of minor continents as well. Continents the size of the small Kingdom of the Fallen. Otherwise known as the Giese continent.

On top of that, of the seven other major continents, each one has at least a few major nations, with many smaller nations as well.

As for the alliance? That is made up of three major nations. Each from their own continent of which they dominate the vast majority of in every single way. From military force, to political power, to size.

And the alliance itself is called the Ruling Alliance.

An alliance with seventeen total Class S magicians in it. Which is more than the total number of Class S magicians in all of the abandoned continents.

As for the treatment of smaller nations by the Magic Towers and the Ruling Alliance?

The Magic Towers try to stay neutral and focus more on an economic domination of the world, which also gives them immense political power as well on top of their thirty-five Class S magicians. So they mostly just set up a Magic Tower in any important nation whenever they get a new Class S magician. Then they go and set up smaller branch towers in the other smaller nations along with other cities in the larger ones.

Just to spread out their power and influence.

And more importantly, to spread their business, as the Magic Towers have an auction in them held regularly.

The Ruling Alliance, on the other hand, is neutral towards the Magic Towers due to the influence they hold while also trying to keep the peace between the other nations. Even if some of that peace keeping is more just to keep their own image upright in the eyes of the people.

And to keep their own sovereignty set in stone.

After all, if the other nations go to war and end up conquering each other and growing larger, they could pose a threat to the current balanced state of the world.

More importantly, nations are judged based on four scales in the world.

Size. Meaning how large the nation is and how many citizens it has.

Military force. Meaning how many soldiers the nation has.

Magicians. Meaning how many high Class, and more importantly, Class S magicians the nations have. Since Class S magicians are pretty much treated as strategic class weapons. People who can turn the tide of an entire war.

And last but not least, if they have Magic Towers set up or not.

Apparently a nation with a Magic Tower is looked upon a lot more favorably than one who doesn’t have one. Specifically due to the incredible benefits it grants the nation’s economy.

And it’s that exact reason…

“We should accept,” Amelia says as I stand at the front of the table in front of all my top officers. “There’s no doubt about it.”

Everyone else in the room nods their heads in agreement. Even I find myself doing it as well.

The benefits are too great to overlook. Even if it requires me to leave the abandoned continents for a time.

“The only issue is the doctor,” the head of logistics, Ryan Haris, says with a frown on his face. “If he appears when His Majesty is gone…”

“Wouldn’t it be better for His Majesty to leave now?” Claire asks, bringing everyone’s gaze towards her and prompting her to continue. “If His Majesty leaves the continent, it’ll be more difficult for the doctor to find him. And His Majesty may very well return as a Class S magician himself.”

Everyone goes quiet at that while looking either at me or at the table.

And honestly, I can’t help but agree with Claire on this. Because there is a chance I could reach Class S by the time I return.

Or at least I might be able to figure out mana manipulation by then. Since the other continents are a lot more advanced when it comes to magic than ours.

“In that case, I will be leaving Amelia and Claire in charge while I’m away,” I eventually come to a decision. One that the others all seem to agree to as they stand up and bow to me. “Make sure to be on your guard while I’m away.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

I feel a faint smile spreading across my face at that honorific. One that technically doesn’t apply but is still being used by everyone anyways.

Now I just have to go meet with that delegate once more as I have him resting in a guest room right now. And I need to discuss my lessons with the skeleton and Juan.

Although there is one potential problem that could appear.

That being the question of what if the doctor decides to follow me off of the continent. But that would be incredibly difficult. Even for him.

Because he doesn’t know where the other continents even are. Unless he’s just planning on teleporting all across the ocean.

And by the time we set off, he should still be recovering from his injuries.

It shouldn’t be an issue.

But for some reason I can’t help but feel a little anxious about it.

Regardless of that, I don’t have many things to worry about now. Not when I can’t be killed, and I already know the doctor wouldn’t bother touching my family.

Now I just have to worry about this trial set for prospective Tower Masters.

A trial meant for Class S magicians.

My eyes narrow at that before I leave the room and begin heading towards the guest room to speak with the Class S magician there. Mostly to tell him about the decision we’ve reached, but also to ask a few more questions about the other continents.

Specifically about the one the trial will be taking place at.

The Continent of Ashgar.
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The moment word gets out about the immortal magician from the abandoned continents journeying to Ashgar, every single nation on every single continent in the world immediately begins planning. And not long after the departure of the Undying Magician from the abandoned continents, magicians from all over the world begin to head towards Ashgar.

Towards the First Magic Tower ruled over by the second strongest magician in the entire world.

Meanwhile the three member nations of the Ruling Alliance each come to their own decisions about the matter.

Voltath Chalron Maltar, the Emperor of the Empire of Maltar, the dominating nation of the continent of Ashgar, grins at the news. Immediately deciding to personally attend the Opening Ceremonies of the Tower Trials, even if in secret.

Because there’s no way he is going to let any of the other powers claim the Undying Magician under their banner.

And he’s not the only one thinking that as both Serena Vutrina, the current President of the Voltanian Republic, and Rose Meltina, the Chairwoman of the Melcians, make the exact same plans. All setting off to attend the Opening Ceremonies.

But they’re not the only ones as the vast majority of the nations in the world begin sending representatives over to the Opening Ceremonies the moment they hear that the immortal magician will be there. Even without hearing about the three Rulers heading there.

So within hours of the word getting out, travel all across the world becomes inflated due to the immense number of people heading towards Ashgar.

Or rather, towards the Mountains of Ash, where the First Magic Tower lies.

And it’s not just the magicians and national representatives as all the people of the continents grow curious as well. Leading to numerous news reporters from all over the world to rush straight towards the Tower Trials.

Trials that are usually kept out of the public eye but are being broadcast to the entire world for the first time thanks to the exception in this Trial.

The exception that is the Class A immortal magician participating amongst the many Class S magicians.

Even nations without any connection to the Magic Towers make sure to use every last favor they can to send someone to the Tower Trials.

Meanwhile the Tower Master of the First Magic Tower just looks out from the top of his Magic Tower at the massive flood of people entering the Ashen City of Magic located beneath the Tower. With millions of people down below moving around, each from different nations all over the world.

And to think this is all because of one person…

The Tower Master finds the corner of his lips quirking upwards a little as he wonders just how the Undying Magician will react when he arrives to see all this.

Fortunately for him, most of the attendees don’t know his exact appearance. So as long as he covers his eyes, no one will recognize him upon arrival.

But that’ll only work until the Opening Ceremonies officially begin.

The Tower Master feels incredibly grateful for the mere fact that he decided to show up. Both due to the immense influence gaining an ally in the Undying Magician could bring him, and because of the influx of people rushing to the Ashen City of Magic right now.

And more importantly, due to the reporters from all around the world.

An unexpected side effect of some nations leaking news about the immortal magician to the public.

At this rate even if he didn’t leave the abandoned continents, people would still flock there to see him.

The First Tower Master continues looking out over the city for several minutes before eventually turning around and walking towards the throne at the Tower’s peak. Where he sits down and begins to brainstorm ideas for the trials.

Because some of the previous years’ trials won’t work for this one. Like the trial that merely tests the number of mana arcs a magician has alongside their age.

Since the Undying Magician is not a Class S magician, he will automatically do incredibly poorly on that trial.

Several minutes pass as he tries to brainstorm ideas before he eventually settles on a good replacement for the trial.

One that should work for the Undying Magician.

And it might create some more waves across the world in his favor as well.

“Let’s see what you’re made of, Undying Magician,” the First Tower Master whispers to himself. “It’s time to show the world.”
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Just a couple days later, after meeting with the delegate from the Magic Towers, I find myself on a ship heading straight towards the other continents. With dozens of magicians and soldiers moving around the enormous ship as it sails itself through magic.

The ship is very advanced compared to ships we have on Ariel. To the point that it has magic cannons that shoot out beams of pure mana.

Beams that can only be blocked by magic barriers. Powerful ones at that.

As for the soldiers? I can’t help but notice that their soldiers are all wearing magical armor. Energy shields that cover their entire person and no doubt absorb damage from any sort of attack sent their way.

But what’s most startling about them is their gear.

Gear made from materials that I’ve since learned are even tougher than Arcadian Metal.

Even I can’t tear through their armor with ease like I could the armor from the backwater continents I now find myself to be from. Although if I enhance myself with death or fire mana I can. But without it all I can do is break through their barrier with a punch and barely make a dent in their armor.

That’s only if they have their barrier up though. If they don’t have their barrier up then I can cause a much larger dent in their armor.

It’s rather disturbing. And that’s not even considering that their magicians on average have higher mana levels than those from the abandoned continents.

Including the Class S magicians.

Juan personally acknowledged that Arsen has over ten thousand arcs of mana. Which is over three times the amount required to be considered a Class S magician.

In comparison, the Chairman had barely 3100 arcs of mana according to the Class S magician who helped me in our assault on his base.

I also eventually figured out what affinity he has. And it’s frightening.

He didn’t even bother hiding it and straight up told me when asked.

Arsen’s special affinity is for reversal magic. A type of magic that can reverse things, as should be obvious by the name.

The man even went as far as showing me some of his magic by reversing a spell right in front of me. And then by reversing the blood inside of an animal’s body.

It’s pretty terrifying. Or it would be for a normal person.

I don’t really care personally though. Because even being thrown into the anti-magic mana realm didn’t affect my immortality at all. So his reversal magic won’t be able to do anything to me.

What’s more interesting to me personally is how open he is being. About his soldiers, about the Magic Towers, the technology, and even his own magic.

He answers every question I ask and even some I don’t ask.

Then there’s his soldiers and magicians on this ship. Ones who apparently belong to the Magic Towers. His tower to be specific.

All of his soldiers and magicians are treating me like I’m some sort of VIP they have to treat incredibly well. And it’s kind of unnerving in a way.

It’s starting to be a bit easier to believe Juan when he says the other continents aren’t like the abandoned continents. That there are good people even amongst magicians there.

But it’s still a little too early to believe that.

For all I know they could be trying to trick me into complacency. Or they could just have given up on the idea of capturing and experimenting on me, believing that there’s no way to replicate what happened to me for themselves. Just like the people on the abandoned continents have started figuring out by now.

So I keep an eye on everything as the ship continues to sail across the waters. While, of course, still practicing my mana manipulation. Because I need to reach Class S as fast as I can.

And I make sure to continue training my mana arcs while doing that, using a special device the Class S magician from across the waters gave me to do that. One even better than the one I was using before.

After making sure it’s strictly for training, that is.

And just like that, time gradually passes on the ship until a port is finally in sight. One connected to a massive city with skyscrapers everywhere.

I feel more than a little surprised by the sight of the buildings that are far taller than anything we have on the abandoned continents. Not to mention the other ships docked at the port. Even if said ships are a lot smaller than the one we’re on.

“Are you ready?” I hear Arsen’s voice from behind me, making me glance back to see the man walking up to the front of the ship where I’m currently standing.

I turn back to the city as I answer, “Yeah.”

“We’ll be docking in ten,” Arsen continues after hearing my answer. “Feel free to explore the city as you wish after landing, but please wear something to cover your eyes and face.”

That confuses me, making me turn to look at him.

“Why would I need to cover my face?” I ask out of curiosity. Vampires weren’t necessarily discriminated against or anything back on the abandoned continents, and even if they were, there’s no real way to confirm it unless my bloodlust acts up and makes the black veins appear.

After all, red eyes can mean magical affinity as well. Not just vampirism.

“That…” Arsen begins, looking a little awkward now. “You’ll soon find out when we land. Just please cover your face.”

I blink at him before watching him step away. And after a few seconds, I just shrug and grab a cloak from my storage device.

No idea what he’s going on about, but it doesn’t hurt to listen to him. Especially since I have some cloaks in my storage.

And if he’s right, I’ll find out really soon what he means.
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I go ahead and sneak onto the dock amongst the soldiers, only briefly wondering why there are so many people gathered at said dock. But I put that out of my mind as I head further inland with nothing but a word from Arsen to meet him at a hotel. One pointed to by a GPS device he gave me before I left.

And what I find in the city after leaving the dock is rather incredible.

The buildings, as I noticed before, are enormous. But they feel even larger when I’m this close to them.

Meanwhile all of the buildings have electronic billboards on the sides of them showing various different ads and news reports. And the streets are filled with vehicles moving in different directions.

There are even flying cars above the ones on the ground.

Which is something I’ve never seen before.

More importantly though are the electronic billboards. Quite a few of which mention the Tower Trials.

And the fact that the immortal magician known as the ‘Undying Magician’ is going to be participating in them soon.

I find myself staring at the billboards with my jaw dropped open.

Excuse me, what?

Why exactly is this public knowledge? Not even the people on the abandoned continents know much about me. Other than the Kingdom of the Fallen.

Or at least, they didn’t. They do now because of the war wrapping up.

Then I see some news reports about people waiting at the docks of every port city on the eastern side of the continent. All in the hopes that I show up at one of the docks.

I stare blankly at that for a bit before muttering, “This is just weird…”

Just what do these people think I am?

After staring for a few more seconds, I eventually decide to ignore the news reports about me to focus on news reports about other things. In order to get a better understanding of the continent.

And what I find is both surprising and not surprising at the same time.

There’s very little war going on across the continents. That much is clear. And what little war that exists is all put into a couple different forms.

One of the forms are simple border skirmishes to expand and decrease the size of the nations. Whereas the other form is a direct duel between the Class S magicians representing the two nations in dispute.

Arsen mentioned a lot of this to me before, but it’s better to see it for myself rather than to go solely based off of information told to me by a potential threat.

But if he’s right, the reason for this lack of large scale conflict is the ever present threat of the Ruling Alliance.

A power too big for the smaller nations to just ignore. Limiting them from growing too strong by consuming other nations.

It’s a pretty good method to keep them all in check without committing mass slaughter and world conquest, if I’m being honest.

Even if it’s not necessarily fair for the other nations.

As for the Magic Towers? They don’t care.

They just want wealth for themselves and nothing more. And their power isn’t limited to nations. So they don’t care what nations start and end where.

On another note, apparently there is something called the Grand Magician Games as well. Which is pretty much a reality TV show of sorts where magicians fight for the global country rankings in terms of magician strength.

The show is obviously hosted by the money-happy Magic Towers. And it’s incredibly popular.

The magicians all fight to the death in little competitions in virtual reality. Where they come back to normal reality if they die in the competition.

Anyway, after looking at the news and seeing a lot of it not even having anything to do with me or the nations’ current developments, including stuff like news about idols and actors and movies, I begin to check out some stores. Ranging from clothing stores to restaurants.

Using the currency Arsen handed me, of course. Since I obviously don’t have any of the currency from these continents myself. That currency being called Alliance Credits. Which is obviously named after the Ruling Alliance.

It’s also called AC.

Although Juan mentioned something about his family preparing to meet me at the Opening Ceremony of the Tower Trials with a large amount of Alliance Credits for me.

The clothing they have here is quite a bit higher quality than the clothing in the abandoned continents, just like everything else. And the food is delivered through some sort of teleportation magic. It just appears on the tables after ordering through a hologram.

But after going around the city for a while, I realize a couple things about civilization here.

For one, the biggest difference between the technology here and the tech on the abandoned continents is that the regular, non-magical technology here is far superior. Which leads to easier magi-tech enhancements using their already superior magical knowledge.

On top of that, it’s clear that a lot of their Class S magicians have contributed to the technology here. Unlike in the abandoned continents where most of the Class S magicians don’t actually spread their research out to others or try to help others.

And the people here are nicer too from what I can tell so far. Which is a plus.

It really does paint a picture of the abandoned continents being a place for outlaws.

Which is kind of sad but not at the same time.

Oh, and there seems to be more magicians here too. Quite a lot more in fact.

I even pass by several Class B magicians just chatting on the street without a care in the world as I walk.

Another major difference between the continents.

With that thought in mind, I begin to head over towards the meeting place. A grand ten star hotel that I’m pretty sure must be the largest building in the city, where I find Arsen along with quite a few people waiting at me.

Let’s see what else these people have in store for me.
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“Hello again, Nathan,” Arsen states with a nod of his head. “Has the city caught your interest in any way?”

I nod my head in response as I glance at the new people, “It’s incredible. And the people are nothing like what I was expecting.”

The three new people are at the very least Class A magicians, with one of them being a Class S magician. But they all look subservient to Arsen despite that. Not like they’re his subordinates but more like they’re worried about offending him. And me.

Which is interesting in and of itself.

“That’s good to hear,” Arsen says with a smile before turning to the new people. “These gentlemen are the ones running this city, and they will be assisting us during our time here.”

“Greetings, Undying Magician, my name is Frost Leval,” the Class S magician states while giving a firm nod of his head. “If there’s anything you need in my city, please ask and I will see what I can do.”

So not completely subservient but still very subservient.

If he was completely subservient he probably would’ve said something like he would see that I get it or something. Not see what he can do.

Still, the fact that this Class S magician is being so respectful towards Arsen and myself implies quite a few things. With the first and foremost being just how much influence the Magic Towers hold.

Of course, this Class S magician isn’t even close to the power Arsen holds based off of mana arcs and affinity. With Arsen having at least twice the mana arcs as this other Class S magician.

But still.

It’s impressive, nonetheless.

After saying his peace, the Class S magician goes ahead and leaves. Taking one of the Class A magicians with him while leaving the other Class A magician behind for me to ask anything I need from while I’m here.

And with him gone, Arsen brings me to one of the top floors of this massive hotel to show me what is apparently my room for the night.

A room that is absolutely enormous. And not just a single room either but an entire suite.

The suite is practically almost a floor in and of itself, with a couple dozen rooms and a bedroom that is even larger than the bedroom set aside for me at the Undying Caverns.

It even has a view of the city with some sort of blackout feature on the window making it see through and not see through at the press of a button.

As for Arsen? Once he finishes showing me my room, he goes off on his own. Leaving me alone in my room while saying that we’ll leave in the morning.

So after a short pause during which I find myself stumped by the room’s glory, I head over to the computer in one of the many rooms. Where I begin to do more research on the continents outside of the abandoned continents.

Not to mention on this Tower Trial thing.

And what I find has me practically glued to the computer for a while.

Most of the Class S magicians in the world act incredibly respectful when speaking with a Class S magician from the Magic Tower. Regardless of how strong the Magic Tower magician even is. It’s just set in stone to treat them respectfully.

The only ones who don’t have to do this are the absolute top Class S magicians in the world. Magicians who some even consider a sort of pseudo Class SS magician instead of regular Class S magicians.

They call them this because of their seemingly endless supply of mana that lets them shoot off Tier X spells one after another without breaking a sweat.

There are even Tier XI spells that can only be used by multiple Class SS magicians working together and only under controlled environments with technology helping them. Spells that are apparently stronger than Tier X spells but use a bunch of technology and multiple magicians affinities to stabilize the surrounding reality so that it doesn’t get damaged or warped.

And considering that they need an incredible amount of preparation and multiple Class SS magicians to use, they’re almost never used. Ever.

But it’s really interesting just to learn about them in the first place. Because there’s nothing like it on the abandoned continents.

Then there’s the trials. Those are apparently not usually public but will be public this year because of me.

Not sure how I feel about that.

I frown as I read the exact trials that have been hosted in previous tests. Specifically the first trial. One that apparently won’t be used this year. Also because of me.

The trial is a simple one. Just measuring the mana arcs of the trial takers and ranking them.

It was taken out this year because I’m not Class S. And having a trial like that as a gatekeeping trial would remove the entire point of asking me to take the trial in the first place.

So this change I’m good with. It would make my entire trip pointless if they didn’t make this change.

The other change not so much.

That change was obviously just made to show me off to the world. Probably to show off the fact that the Undying Magician who everyone is talking about is joining under the Magic Towers, increasing their might.

I honestly wouldn’t be surprised if the leaders of the Alliance try to send someone to the banquet to bring me over to their side instead.

Actually, I’d be more surprised if they didn’t do that. Considering that my appearance might end up unbalancing things in their little stalemate of power.

Not that I really care either way. All I care about at the end of all this is to increase my own personal power.

Then to return to the abandoned continents, where my friends and family and nation are.

My eyes narrow.

Oh. And to deal with that asshole of a doctor.

Because he still needs to pay for everything he’s done.
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Instead of sleeping over the night, I head over to the specially prepared lab within the suite. One that is far higher quality than the one I have back in the Undying Caverns despite being part of a freaking hotel.

And when I get inside, I immediately proceed to continue experimenting and training.

Whether it’s training for my mana arcs, training for my mana manipulation, or just working on new spells. I begin to make more progress here thanks to their tools than I made back in my own lab.

Especially for the mana arc training, because their devices here for that far surpass those found in the abandoned continents.

So good that I’m really glad they gave me one. Even if I’m pretty sure the reason they did that is to help me get to Class S as soon as possible.

After all, they’re wanting me to be a Tower Master in order to use my influence for the Magic Towers. And me reaching Class S would give more legitimacy for that role if I pass this trial.

That would actually be rather hilarious if I didn’t manage to pass the trial, making all their hard work fall to ruin.

Still, I want to pass for the benefits it’ll get me and the abandoned continent. Because those benefits are immense.

So I continue training, even as explosions ring out within the lab.

And ever so slowly, I manage to bring my mana arcs up a bit.

By now my mana arcs are nearing about five hundred. All because of the very useful training device I’ve been using since meeting with Arsen.

Which, while is only half of what I need to technically be considered Class S in terms of mana arcs, is a lot of progress for the time I’ve spent training.

As for my mana manipulation training? I’m starting to be able to manage half a spell without spell circles at least. To the point that I can set everything up, only for it all to end up crashing and burning when I finally set everything in motion.

Quite literally since it’s fire magic I’m training with right now.

I frown on the umpteenth failure. Because I just can’t figure out what’s going wrong.

The process I’m doing is a simple one. I set everything up so that I can just start the process, like a row of dominos all falling over from tipping the first domino. And I do this by setting up the mana itself out in the air kind of like a magical script in a way. I force it into position and lock it with my mental control. Stopping the fire mana from doing anything and just barely holding it back.

Yet, whenever I finally set everything in motion, it always just crashes and burns.  With the mana beginning the process I want it to do, only for the different processes to end up mixing together and just making a large explosion in the end.

Eventually I find myself making a call to Juan and asking him for help on this.

And his answer is actually very helpful.

Yet… it’s also rather depressing.

Apparently I’m doing things wrong.

One of the biggest aspects of a Class S magician’s strength is their processing speed. How fast they can work the mana and control it to do what they want.

Preparing spells to activate afterwards is just not possible from what Juan says. The mana gets tenser and tenser the longer it gets held in place. Especially for fire mana. So when it’s released it does so in a burst, completely ruining any setup made to create a spell.

And sure, the magician could just do the same thing as a spell circle and create a pathway for them to floor mana through that forces it into a certain outcome. But there’s literally no difference between doing that and making a regular spell circle.

It’s not really free manipulation of mana. Other than making the spell circle yourself.

I let out a sigh after the call ends and I stare at the table in front of me in the lab.

So I’ve wasted a lot of time. But at the very least this has improved my control over my mana. Making it not a complete waste.

Free mana manipulation itself is where the Class S magician directly manipulates the mana and does every step manually one at a time. No shortcuts. No skipped steps. None of that.

I kind of wish he told me that in the beginning, but apparently that was for a lesson.

To not take shortcuts.

It’s, according to him, a very common lesson to teach people training in mana manipulation. Although he said it didn’t really apply to me much since I can’t die.

The lesson is taught to make absolutely sure that new Class S magicians do not try to take any sort of shortcuts. Ever.

Also, it’s meant to be a single one-off lesson. Where they fail once albeit with a bunch of fail safes, as most magicians usually, have to keep them safe. Then they realize their error and stop doing shortcuts.

Meaning the only reason I spent so long trying is because I don’t bother with any of that safety nonsense.

Even Juan apparently didn’t realize it would take me this long to figure it out.

Damnit.

So I try again now, except without taking any shortcuts. Starting with a simple fireball spell.

I do the usual process of pulling my mana from my body before slowly controlling the fire mana to ignite the air.

Let’s start with a very small fireball.

I close my eyes while carefully controlling the mana, making a very tiny flame appear in the air in front of me. But I don’t open my eyes to look as that would break my focus. So I fuel more fire mana to ignite the air around it, expanding the size of the fireball.

All the way until I finally open my eyes to see a fireball floating in front of me about the size of a foot in diameter.

A smile spreads across my face at the sight of it.

Good.

I know I can’t do anything with this thing, and the fireball is even shrinking now that I’m not actively expanding it. But it’s still progress.

A lot of progress at that.

So without hesitation, I go back to work again, closing my eyes to focus.
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I spend a couple days in the city just adjusting to the world outside of the abandoned continents. All while training my mana manipulation and mana arcs along the way. But the hosts here seem to grow rather awkward since I don’t ask them for a single thing while here.

Not that how they feel matters to me at all.

And I don’t exactly make much progress in my training after that large breakthrough where I realized I was doing things wrong.

Mostly because it just takes way too much focus and mana to keep the magic going. Which is rather annoying.

Eventually we finally leave the city on large ships that seem to just hover in the air.

I can’t help but admire the ship from the inside as I walk around it.

The ship seems to be using gravity magic to fly. Unlike the planes from the abandoned continents.

Throughout the entire flight, I find myself just studying all the magic used in the ship. And the people there don’t do anything to stop me.

I go all over the flying ship – which is angular in shape kind of like an arrow with a tail behind it and a fin on top – just studying everything I can about it. The material making up its structure that is even stronger than Arcadian Metal, the spells interlaced into the frame that are somehow locked in place through what I believe to be spatial magic, and even the technology used alongside the magic.

Every last detail about the ship, I take in as much as possible.

Because it’s all just so interesting.

I’m used to everything from the abandoned continents. The materials, the technology, and the magic.

It’s all so different.

Every last thing.

Superior in every way.

And while I’m out here I absolutely have to absorb every last piece of knowledge I can. To make certain no one can bother me again.

If I come back to the abandoned continents with this improved technology, materials, and especially the improved magic, I’ll have a much better chance dealing with the doctor.

Of course, the people in the ship just watch me move around. Without any of them showing dissatisfaction with my actions.

Actually, some of them look amused. But I ignore them to focus on the ship.

At least, I ignore them until their armor and weapons catch my eye. At which point I ask Arsen if I can study some of their gear.

Honestly, I wouldn’t normally ask something like this. Since I normally wouldn’t expect them to just say yes.

But considering how open he’s been to helping me as much as possible, it just seems like it’s likely for him to say yes.

And just as expected, he wordlessly nods to a soldier nearby who hands me their gun along with some spare armor.

Ignoring just how accommodating they are being, I go ahead and begin studying the armor and weapons without hesitation. Studying the magic in them, the way they’re structured differently from the guns I recognize, especially the sniper rifles, and even the fact that they’re made of different materials than the ship.

It looks like the armor and weapons are made of worse materials than the ship itself. Which makes sense in a way since ships and transportation are generally made of tougher materials than armor and weapons.

They’re larger and can carry more weight after all. And stronger materials often weigh more.

I continue studying the armor, weapons, and the ship around me throughout the entire trip. All the way until we arrive at what the people in the ship call the Mountains of Ash. Which are just large mountains covered in ash.

And at the tallest mountain amongst them all I find a massive tower, with what look to be millions of people moving around all throughout the base of the tower. A base that happens to be a large city.

I can’t help but blink at the sight of it all.

The city is full of large skyscrapers surrounding the tower. Which looks really weird since the tower itself is a bit more medieval in style, albeit with magic clearly running through it. And there are numerous large buildings built into the mountains that look kind of like high tech hangars.

Places for the ships to land.

My gaze just focuses on the large tower though. Since the tower reaches all the way past the clouds, with mana coursing through its exterior in the form of blue energy arcing on and off of its structure.

On top of that, there seems to be some sort of massive core at the very top of the tower that I can occasionally see beyond the clouds.

Wow… that’s quite a sight.

I look at the city and the tower for several minutes, just studying everything I can see as we get closer. But the vast majority of the people I see down there are all magicians. With little to no normal people at all.

This is the most magicians I’ve seen in one place in my entire life.

It’s literally like a city of magicians.

Actually, it may just be a city of nothing but magicians.

And there may be more magicians in this one city than in an entire nation back in the abandoned continents…

That’s kind of a disturbing thought.

What’s even more disturbing though is the fact that the magicians here are far higher Class on average on top of their number. With most of them being Class C or B magicians. With the occasional Class A magician auras that I can sense from here, and a couple dozen Class S magicians that I can sense in the tower itself.

“Most of the Class S magicians of the world are currently gathering here,” Arsen says, having approached me at some point while I’ve been studying the city and tower.

“Hmm,” I hum in response without taking my gaze from the sights below.

It’s like the center of magic in the world.

A smile spreads across my face.

And I’m excited to see it from up close.
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Whispered chatter fills the hangar as hundreds of reporters cover the edges of the hangar. All of whom are here awaiting the arrival of the Undying Magician. The only true immortal in existence.

“Do you think anyone will be able to get an interview with him?” Rachel hears a nearby reporter ask near him. Only for another one to answer, “Maybe? But not one of us. We’re too far away…”

“Then why are you here?” the first reporter asks.

“Do you avoid the lottery just because the chance is almost nonexistent to win?” the other reporter asks in return.

Rachel frowns a little at that but focuses on the large ship as it approaches the hangar. Immediately silencing the majority of the reporters in the hangar behind the railing in the section designated for them.

But it’s not just reporters Rachel sees behind the railing. She also notices numerous Class S magicians amongst the reporters. And for the first time, all of the reporters ignore the Class S magicians beyond giving them some space as they focus solely on the ship.

They’d normally be swarming all over them just for a chance at an interview, and now they’re ignoring them… talk about honest.

Although she’s not one to talk either since she’s also here for the chance to interview the Undying Magician.

She would be more surprised if there were reporters in the world who wouldn’t jump at the chance to interview him. After all, he’s the only magician in the world who can’t die. Who will be a part of their world forever. Long after they’re all dead.

And the chance to be the first to interview him is impossible for any reporter worth their salt to pass up.

Especially since he will no doubt eventually become the most powerful magician in the world over time. Simply because he will live forever. Even if he’s only a Class A magician for now.

Rachel glances at the numerous Class S magicians with a small amount of awe mixed in with her usual indifference.

Ever since she’s become a reporter, she’s never even seen a Class S magician in person. But just in one day she’s seen dozens of them in person at once. All for the same reason.

She isn’t particularly interested in them though. Because she doesn’t have much interest in progressing her career much.

The only reason she is here for the slightest chance to interview the Undying Magician is because she’s genuinely curious about the man who will become so incredibly important to the world over the next years. So she genuinely wants to ask him various questions about his intentions and past.

But with this many people here she doubts she’ll get the chance.

And as that thought runs through her mind, the ship quietly lands in the center of the hangar before opening up and revealing the Twentieth Tower Master walking down the ramp alongside a man. With a couple dozen guards walking down the ramp alongside them to the ground.

Rachel focuses her gaze on the Undying Magician himself as numerous cameras all flash across the hangar, making the man narrow his crimson eyes slightly. Clearly bothered by the camera flashes.

Of course, there are also some cameras that are using a non-flash higher tech magical camera. But those are very expensive, so a lot of reporters don’t bother with them.

Rachel is one of the few that does though, so all the pictures she takes don’t use the flash.

She doesn’t want to bother those she’s interviewing more than she has to after all.

Being a reporter is just a way to live for her. And she doesn’t want to cause other people trouble through that.

It’s why she always avoids writing the exaggerated articles her company is known for. And the reason her boss likes her since her articles help lessen the impact of their other scathing articles by balancing out their articles.

Part of Rachel wonders if any of these reporters would ever dare write an exaggerated scathing article about the Undying Magician though. Since he will be around forever and will absolutely grow in power over the centuries.

Getting on his bad side might lead to the downfall of any company after all.

The man eventually reaches the ground and begins walking through the hangar in the direction of the exit. All while being photographed by all the reporters.

Rachel takes a moment to examine the man when he gets close to her in passing.

The Undying Magician has brown hair to go along with his glowing crimson eyes. He has pale skin and is wearing completely black armor that seems to be styled more for aesthetics than actual defense. On top of that, he has two swords sheathed at his waist.

To Rachel’s surprise though, the man seems to look at each and every reporter in the room who isn’t using the camera flash. Almost like he’s memorizing each one for some reason.

Including Rachel, which makes a faint chill run down her spine when his crimson eyes meet hers.

Then a wall of black flames appears around him blocking the sight of him from any of the reporters. Implying that he’s gotten sick of them.

Rachel decides to back out of the reporter section and leave the hangar now since she’s already gotten plenty of pictures. But not before she sees the Undying Magician making eye contact with her again and nodding his head.

Huh. Maybe all my attempts to not bother others is being rewarded…

She smiles faintly at that thought before continuing on her way out of the hangar. Then she continues to her hover car, enters it, and begins driving home.

Even if she didn’t get an interview with him, she feels like she may get one soon.

And if she doesn’t?

Well, she’s at least gotten some shots of him that she can turn into her company.
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This is my first time dealing with reporters and I already wish it could be my last. But something tells me it won’t be my last.

I let out a sigh as I step outside of the hangar into a large high tech tunnel filled with people moving both directions. There are also numerous stalls set up on the sides of the tunnel where people are selling food, souvenirs, and the like.

And everyone’s eyes are glued to me and the guards and Tower Master walking around me. Acting as a wall to block spectators from approaching.

Interestingly enough, I see several Class S magicians spread across the crowd as well. Many of whom I wouldn’t be surprised if are planning on competing in the trials. Just like me.

I frown at that thought while taking down the remaining black flames I used to block out the reporters.

Then I just quietly study our surroundings while walking through the tunnel with my hands in my pockets. Following along with the magicians without a word.

Fortunately for me, none of those annoying reporters from the hangar follow after us. So we make it out of the tunnel before entering some sort of flying limousine that takes us directly to the Magic Tower.

After arriving at the Tower, I’m taken to the very top of the Magic Tower where I find a man looking out at the city from a balcony in a throne room. Without anyone sitting on the throne itself.

I look around the rather grand and high-tech looking throne room as some sort of blue energy arcs out in a pool underneath the floor. With the throne room itself being in a sort of tree shape. With one long line stretching from the teleporter elevator to a point where it branches off into three different paths.

The center path leads to the throne and goes up a raised dais. Meanwhile the other two paths lead to some sort of bleachers no doubt meant for other people to be seated during the Tower Master’s audience with whoever enters this throne room.

And all three paths have a balcony looking out over the city at the edge of the tower. Behind the throne and the bleachers.

With the man who is the most powerful magician I have ever seen in terms of mana arcs.

He has so many arcs of mana that I feel a sensation of suppression coming from him. One that makes me feel deeply uncomfortable just from being near him.

It only takes him turning his head to glance at me for me to figure out who he is. Simply because I’ve seen his face on the news before.

He’s the First Tower Master. The person with the greatest power over the Magic Towers, and the most powerful magician in the known world.

With the Chrono being the only exception to that. But most people don’t know about the Chrono, seeing as he’s not really public knowledge.

Anyway, most intel on the First Tower Master is rather public knowledge.

He doesn’t bother hiding information about himself since he’s so strong and the public face of the Magic Towers.

The First Tower Master continues looking out over the city with his arms crossed as he says, “What do you think of the outside world? Is it everything you thought it would be?”

I narrow my eyes a little before walking up beside him with my hands in my pockets.

“It’s more,” I answer while looking out over the city. And I can’t help but smell the mana coming from him. Which makes my eyes narrow even more.

Because his mana smells extremely familiar.

And that’s to be expected. Considering what affinity his mana is.

He is a blood affinity magician after all.

So his mana smells like blood.

And the man himself is one of few magicians whose lifespan has increased thanks to his affinity. Letting him live for at least a few hundred years.

Yet despite that, he barely looks older than me.

“Am I what you were expecting?” I ask the First Tower Master in return, only to hear him chuckle.

Then he answers, “Not exactly, but that’s just what I wanted. It’d be boring if you acted as I expected.”

Yeah, this guy is what I was expecting.

Crimson.

He has no last name as he gave it up hundreds of years ago, and he is a very difficult magician to kill. Since he can move the organs in his body around as he pleases, and he can even connect blood vessels and the like to continue making them flow, even if he doesn’t have the blood vessels themselves.

On top of all that, he can regrow limbs by setting up the base foundation for them through his blood magic, or reattach limbs.

So he is very difficult to kill.

And he is also the greatest healer in the world other than the Chrono.

He also has a nickname given to him over the years. More than one in fact.

The Bloody Monarch. The First Tower Master.

The Grandmaster Magician.

The Archmage.

And last but not least, the Bloodcrest Observer. Since he’s known to enjoy unusual things from the sidelines.

He just watches unusual and interesting events playing out without interfering.

But the most important things I’ve heard about him is his power.

He apparently has nearly fifty thousand arcs of mana. Giving him a capacity almost a hundred times my own.

And on top of that, he is the only person in existence who can cast Tier XI spells without anyone’s help.

At all.

But he generally doesn’t bother since he stays out of most conflicts.

Unless he’s protecting a Magic Tower.

He’s the reason most people don’t bother the Magic Towers after all.

I take in a deep breath before letting it out.

Then I turn my head to look at him as he says, “Your quarters in the Tower are already set up and waiting for you. The Trials will begin the day after the Opening Ceremonies.” He continues looking out from the balcony at the city below while talking without so much as glancing my way. “And the Opening Ceremonies will be held in three days.”

After a few seconds of silence, he finally turns to look at me with a grin on his face while adding, “I’m looking forward to seeing how you fare in the following days.”

My eyes narrow before I turn to look out from the balcony at the city below.

So am I.
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After my meeting with the First Tower Master, I’m shown to my suite of rooms. Which is rather large and incredibly fancy. To the point of having a lab and other facilities in it.

It even has a gym and swimming pool that I’m never going to use.

I don’t exactly have to work to keep in shape after all. Not when my body doesn’t lose the muscle it had when I first became immortal.

Nor does it gain muscle, unfortunately. But I was pretty fit when it happened, so it doesn’t matter.

Anyway, I spend time in the lab until the day for the opening ceremony finally arrives. At which point I change into the formal attire given to me by my own subordinates before coming here – a fancy black suit with a wider collar and the ends of the sleeves folded back a little – and head over towards the opening ceremony chamber.

The opening ceremonies themselves are split into different parts.

It starts with the opening ceremony banquet. Which is kind of like a high class party which is mostly just for the upper class people of the world to attend.

High Class magicians, high ranking nobles, and even royals and imperials.

And no reporters are allowed.

Then the next part is a grand ceremony in the form of a parade down a blue carpet in between rows of reporters – and in the case of this year – the public as well. Since normally only reporters are allowed to attend that part and not regular citizens.

And finally, there’s the opening discussion about the first trial.

So it’s going to be a hassle to deal with all of this.

I’m not exactly the type to enjoy this sort of public spectacle after all. Much less all the people watching me like a unique zoo animal thanks to my immortality.

While walking through the halls, I hear some sort of magical announcement echoing throughout the floor of the tower every time a Class S magician enters the banquet hall for the ceremony.

“Now entering, the Sun of the Stars, Emperor of the Empire of Maltar, welcome Emperor Voltath Chalron Maltar!”

“Now entering, the Ruler of the Great Atlantis, The Sea Magician Aurelius!”

“Now entering, the Dominator of the Ancients, Quelrath Velmuth D’Chlar!”

I narrow my eyes as I walk before turning a corner and finding a grand looking hall leading to a set of double doors that are currently open. With numerous people walking down said grand hallway, and the sight of a glowing white barrier blocking any vision of whatever is inside the room the doors lead to from me located in between the doors.

As for the people I see walking through the grand hall? They’re all Class S magicians with only a few exceptions.

And even those exceptions are still Class A magicians.

Also, they keep announcing more grand sounding titles and names every time a different person passes through the white light. With one of the names in particular that I heard before entering the hall being one I recognize.

Because he’s the emperor of one of the three largest nations in the world.

One of the nations in that alliance.

I don’t see him though since he’s already passed through the light. And on top of that, I can feel the gazes of everyone in the hall on me right now as I walk.

Even if they aren’t looking at me with their eyes to be polite, I can tell all of their magical senses are on me.

Which doesn’t really surprise me.

I’m the only one here with death mana radiating from my body after all. And the only one with more than one mana in general as I have fire mana in my body too.

Well, regardless of their looks, I ignore them as I walk through the grand hall with my hands on the pommels of my swords. All the way until I reach the white light myself and appear at the center of a grand banquet hall filled with people congregated around tables.

Meanwhile I hear the words from earlier echoing through the hall, making everyone go silent and turn to look at me at the same time.

“Now entering, the trial contestant from the Undying Caverns, the Undying Magician, Nathan Fox!”

I look around the hall at the dozens upon dozens of people. All of whom are either Class A or Class S magicians.

And even just amongst the Class S magicians, there are at least fifty of them total here. With more still entering as I sensed more out in the hall before entering that white barrier.

I can’t help but raise a brow when I see four people in particular approaching me though.

Three of whom are the rulers of the Alliance, none of whom should be here openly, according to what I was told by the Tower Master that guided me here. Since he said that they would attend in secret.

But these three clearly aren’t attending in secret.

One even had his name announced while I was coming here. Although the other two seem to have arrived before me.

As for the fourth of the people approaching me? That would be the First Tower Master.

So pretty much, these four people are the strongest people in the entire world.

Albeit with three of them only being the strongest in terms of influence and not personal magical power.

That said, they are still quite powerful. And they have rather unique magics even if two aren’t Class S magicians.

Only one of the three rulers is a Class S magician. But the other two are almost Class S magicians.

I can even tell that they’re manipulating their mana without magic circles.

And they’re actually my age.

Which is the most surprising of all.

Or it would be if I didn’t already know.

Anyway, time to meet the most important people in the world.


Intermission 2



Within the Throne Room of the Empire of Maltar
Year 2851 | Month 5 | Day 1
A few days before the opening ceremonies

Voltath Chalron Maltar, the Emperor of the Empire of Maltar, taps his finger on his throne as the council scattered about the throne room continues their debate.

“I maintain my stance. It would be in our best interest to attend the opening ceremonies in person and not in secret,” the Prime Minister of the Empire declares without any hesitation or signs of backing out of his decision.

“Even if it might besmirch His Majesty’s honor?” the Grand Duke of the Darmain territory asks with his eyes narrowed. “The Emperor of the Maltar Empire would be lowering himself to appear before a Class A magician, which would not look good for our grand empire.”

“And if the other rulers of the Alliance were to show up personally while His Majesty only shows up in secret?” the Prime Minister argues back with his eyes narrowed on the grand duke. “That would damage His Majesty’s honor just as bad if not worse.”

A few of the other nobles chime in, but eventually the Prime Minister wins the argument. Leaving Voltath sighing at the change in plans.

But at the end of the day, he was planning on attending the opening ceremony regardless. So all that is different now is that he will be attending it not in secret, but instead publicly.

He believes this change might be worth it though.

And thanks to that belief, he doesn’t say anything in opposition to the decision.

It is the Undying Magician he will be visiting after all. And they need any advantage they can get if they’re to draw him over to his side.

Because having the sole magician in existence unable to die on the side of the Empire is worth more than any reputation can bring.



Within the President’s Office in the Voltanian Republic
Year 2851 | Month 5 | Day 1
A few days before the opening ceremonies

“And you’re sure of this decision, Miss President?” the First Secretary asks as Serena Vutrina, President of the Voltanian Republic, sits behind her desk signing papers. “If the other two rulers don’t show up as well, we could be placed in an awkward position.”

“They will show up,” Serena says without looking up from her paperwork or expounding further on the topic.

“Very well,” the First Secretary declares with a nod of his head. “I won’t try to stop you then.”

“It’s her decision, so there’s nothing you could do even if you wanted to Brad,” the Second Secretary says with a slight roll of her eyes.

But the First Secretary completely ignores her as always. Leading to another round of bickering between the two secretaries.

All while Serena continues signing papers without paying them any mind. Because this is a common occurrence in her office, and it actually calms her down a little.

She enjoys the casual attitude her secretaries treat her with.

It’s far better than the uptight, strict attitude everyone else in the Republic shows her.

Especially from the Strotarian Political Party.

They are incredibly uptight and wish to maintain as much power as they can within the Presidential position. So they’re dead set on treating her as they believe they should.

But Serena doesn’t care about any of that. As long as the Republic stays strong, she doesn’t care how she’s treated.

Even if she doesn’t get voted as the president again for the next election.

And getting on good terms with the Undying Magician will aid the Republic, while not getting on his good side while the other two nations do might potentially harm the Republic.

Which makes the choice she must make clear.



Within the Melcians Council Chamber
Year 2851 | Month 5 | Day 2
A few days before the opening ceremonies

“Why would I attend publicly?” Rose Meltina asks as her harsh voice echoes through the chamber, making a chill run down the spines of the council members. But despite that, none of them back down.

“You must,” the Council Member of the Dark Seat states with an unreadable expression on his face. “The Fate Magician divined that the other two Rulers are highly likely to attend the opening ceremony in person, so you must as well or you will be considered rude and arrogant.”

Rose crosses her arms while glaring at all ten of the counselors in front of her. Each one being the heads of their families designated to each type of affinity.

If it were up to her, she would eradicate the council entirely. But it is not up to her. And the council will never relinquish their power.

Furthermore, she understands that they’re right in this situation.

She just doesn’t like that they’re right.

It’s not even that she has anything against the Undying Magician.

She simply does not want to listen to their orders veiled as suggestions.

Then an idea comes to mind and she calms down. Following which she says, “Very well. I will attend the opening ceremonies publicly.”

All of the counselors nod their heads and murmur agreements and acknowledgements of her decision before moving the meeting onto the next subject. With some of them trying to speak without even giving her a say.

Trying to treat her as nothing but a figurehead despite her having more power than them.

And she tries all she can to wrangle as much control over them as she can get. With her only ally being the Special Affinity seat on the council since the owner of the seat is her own father.

Meanwhile she begins making her own plans for the opening ceremonies.

Deciding to try whatever she can to get the Undying Magician on her side and not the council’s side.

Because that may be her only way to wrangle the power out of the council’s hands and into her own.

I just hope the Undying Magician is reasonable.


Chapter 13



Nathan 
Year 2851 | Month 5 | Day 4

“Welcome to the First Mage Tower, Nathan Fox!” the Tower Master of the First Mage Tower declares with a grin on his face. “I sincerely hope to be able to count you amongst the Tower Masters soon!”

The man himself is wearing a very fancy black and crimson robe that matches his long crimson hair in color, with said hair held back in a ponytail. He also has glowing crimson eyes that kind of remind me of my own yet are still quite different. Since my eyes are a bit more sinister than his.

And the power I feel radiating out of him is pretty much the same as before. Albeit held back a bit.

“Thank you,” I state with a nod amidst the gazes of the dozens upon dozens of important people watching us. Then I turn my attention to the next of the four people in front of me that begins to speak.

“Hello, Undying Magician, my name is Rose Meltina,” the Chairwoman of the Melcians states with a smile on her face as she reaches her hand out to me. Which I accept before doing a quick shake and letting go. “I am the Chairwoman of the Melcians, and I wish to welcome you to our nation as a personal guest of mine whenever you may wish to visit!”

The woman in question has white hair with black streaks and glowing white irises, and she’s wearing a black and white dress. With the primary color being white with streaks and outlines of black on it as the dress itself is pretty conservative with long sleeves and a skirt going down to the floor.

Her hair is also going straight down in waves.

From what I remember, she has creation magic. Which is used more often for crafting than combat, but it can be used in combat as well.

It pretty much just lets her make physical things with her mana and control them until they leave her range of control. At which point they are no longer under her control.

She’s one of the Class A leaders.

Something about her feels off though. Almost like she’s desperate. Or nearly desperate.

And that makes me wonder what sort of situation she could be in.

“Hello,” I answer her with a nod of my head without giving her any confirmations on her hidden request.

After her, the next one to step up is the Emperor of the Empire of Maltar.

“Greetings, Undying Magician, it is a pleasure to meet you,” the emperor states with a polite nod of his head. “My name is Voltath Chalron Maltar, and I am the Emperor of the Empire of Maltar.”

“Likewise,” I state with another nod of my head.

The emperor is wearing a gray suit with hints of armor on beneath it, and he has black hair that has random glowing colors moving through it along with rainbow eyes. Both of which show off his special spirit magic. Which, from what I’ve heard, is pretty much just him creating spirits out of mana that obey him.

Spirit magic is one of the few affinities that actually let a user use multiple different types of magic of different affinities.

That said, it isn’t exactly him who’s using it. It’s the spirit he makes.

He just orders the spirit to use the magic.

So at the end of the day, he can’t do any incredibly complicated spells with spirit magic. And he can’t do any internal magic either.

It makes him both powerful and limited.

And last but not least, the final ruler approaches me to speak. With this one having the most power in her nation out of the three rulers.

For obvious reasons at that.

“Hello Nathan Fox, my name is Serena Vutrina,” the President of the Voltanian Republic states with a straight face as she tilts her head slightly at me. “How has your trip been so far?”

I blink at her question before feeling the corner of my lips quirking upwards ever so slightly.

She’s the only one who used my actual name.

That’s a point to her.

She also asked about me instead of just stating a greeting or trying to bring me over to her side like the other two.

The woman herself has pitch black hair and glowing pitch black eyes without any whites in them. Meanwhile she’s wearing a black dress that exposes her shoulders and goes down to her calves, and her hair is in a braid going over her shoulder.

Everything she’s wearing is black, just like her hair and eyes.

And just like her magical affinity.

Void magic.

A magic that is pretty much just a vacuum. It sucks in every other mana affinity with the force of a vacuum, pretty much acting as a black hole.

Actually, a lot of people speculate that black holes are just natural gatherings of void mana.

On top of her void mana, she is also the only Class S magician amongst these three rulers of the Alliance.

And she is the only one with near absolute power in her nation. Since the other two are struggling to hold their power. Albeit with the Chairwoman having a much harder time in her struggle than the emperor.

The emperor at least has the power leaning towards him, unlike the Chairwoman who has the power leaning away from her towards the council members.

“It’s been interesting so far,” I answer the president’s question with the faintest hint of a smile on my face. To which she nods back with her own lips twitching upwards.

It looks like I’ve found a potential ally amongst them. But it may be too early to tell.

I hear murmurs going all through the room from the bystanders watching us. Only for two of the three rulers of the Alliance to begin speaking with me again.

Specifically the two who aren’t the president as she just stands to the side sipping a drink.

Which isn’t very different from me if I’m being honest as I mostly sit here having wine that a servant here handed me listening to the two rulers talking.

At the end of the day though, I’m just satisfied that none of these rulers are antagonistic so far.


Chapter 14
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Year 2851 | Month 5 | Day 4

There are a few things that I quickly learn about the general political situation in the outside world.

For one, while they do have immense influence, the Emperor of the Empire of Maltar and the Chairwoman of the Melcians are not feared. So the nations amongst those attending that have more power than the average nation don’t fear them enough to stay away while the two are with me.

However, the President of the Voltanian Republic is different.

They all fear her to the point of not approaching me while she is nearby. Which makes her a rather convenient shield against them.

And she seems perfectly happy to act as a shield for me. Keeping most of the other representatives and rulers away from me.

She even helps me get away from the other two rulers of the Alliance.

“Thank you for your help,” I tell her with a faint smile, to which she nods as she takes a sip of wine. With the two of us standing on a balcony looking out over the city.

Then the two of us just stand in silence taking in the scenery.

Neither of us are very talkative, so she makes for a good conversation partner at this banquet.

After some time of silence though, someone builds up the bravery necessary to approach. Which surprises both me and the president next to me as we turn to glance at the approaching man.

Only to find the man in his forties or so. One who looks rather familiar in appearance.

He looks a lot like Juan. And he clearly has fire mana judging by his flaming eyes and bright red hair.

In fact, he looks like a much younger version of Juan.

The man has long hair though, which is different from Juan. And he is wearing a set of black and red – mostly red – armor instead of a suit.

I glance at the president to find her eyes narrowing ever so slightly at the man. Following which I look back at him again to find him with a straight face as he says, “Greetings, Undying Magician Nathan Fox, I am Jorge Sequani. The son of Juan Sequani and the current ruler of the Hall of Fire.”

Right. I almost forgot that Juan said his family would be greeting me at the opening ceremony to give me money.

“If you may spare the time later, I will transfer the funds Father wishes to give you then,” Jorge says without any change to his expression. “We may talk further about the relationship between you and the Hall of Fire at that time.”

After that he just nods his head once and walks away in silence.

Hmm…

From what I’ve researched about them, the Hall of Fire is one of the most powerful nations outside of the Alliance. To the point of them being strong enough that the Alliance takes issue with them sometimes.

They’re too strong in the Alliance’s eyes.

It interferes with the Alliance’s plans of complete domination over the other nations.

The president turns back to look out over the city again, to my surprise. She doesn’t even ask anything about my relationship with the Hall of Fire.

I turn to look out at the city below as well before waiting a few minutes and asking, “You’re not going to say anything?”

“Your affairs are your own,” she answers seemingly without any interest in the matter. “And I have nothing against the Hall of Fire myself. So long as they do not attack us.”

Huh. She’s different from what I’ve heard.

I purse my lips while staring at her for a second before turning to look out at the city.

This means I should probably look at the politics here beyond just the public image of these rulers.

Something else I’ve heard about the Hall of Fire is that they are even bigger on worshiping fire than Juan and Natra are. But they don’t strongly discriminate against other affinities quite as much.

They simply feel that fire is superior. They don’t look down on people who use other affinities at all.

It’s just that fire is better to them.

Nothing more, nothing less.

They practically act like a religion. Just like the two religious nations.

Except that instead of worshiping a god, they worship fire itself.

Most nations don’t really have religions nowadays though. Since mana has largely proven that it is responsible for everything in our world.

Some people still claim that mana was created by gods, but since almost all magicians are scientists at their core, they choose to ignore unprovable opinions like that.

And magicians dominate the world. So what they say goes for most places.

I let out a sigh at that before turning around when the First Tower Master begins speaking, his voice echoing throughout the hall, “Welcome one and all to the Opening Ceremonies of the Tower Master Trials! We shall now finally announce the first trial of this round of trials!”

My eyes narrow a little at that as I watch the First Tower Master rising into the air with blood flowing all around him.

Blood that has me feeling slightly hungry with my eyes flaring ever so slightly.

They still haven’t announced until now what exactly the new first trial will be. Since they changed the first trial this time for my benefit. So that I can actually pass it.

But what did they change it to?

“The new first trial for this round is the Mana Pressure Trial!” the First Tower Master declares, his voice echoing throughout the room. “During this trial, all the trial takers will be placed under the mana pressure of over a dozen Class S magicians with myself included. And to pass the trial they must survive to the end of the ten minute period under the pressure without activating their red card to escape.”

I blink at that before feeling the corner of my lips quirking upwards a little.

That’s one way to do things.

It’ll make it easy for me to pass the trial, albeit with a lot of pain and discomfort, while still ruling out people who are not Class S magicians from passing the trial.

I’d have to purposefully give up to fail the trial.

I take a sip of wine.

That’s good.
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“After the first trial, the second trial for this year will have every trial taker entering the mana infested lands, where they will hunt beasts,” the First Tower Master continues with a very faint smirk on his face. All while everyone in the banquet hall goes silent out of nowhere, with the hall itself growing tense. “And the 10 trial takers who bring back the beasts with the most mana in their bodies will move onto the third trial.”

The silence stretches on after that announcement, growing tenser and tenser.

I frown at the tense atmosphere in the hall. Mostly because I have no idea what a ‘mana infested lands’ is. Or what they mean by beasts with mana in their bodies.

Does he mean monsters?

“There aren’t any mana infested lands on the abandoned continent,” Serena answers my unasked questions. “They are lands corrupted, or in other words, infested by mana by a Class S magician. Generally through a battle that’s occurred between multiple Class S magicians. And the beasts are simply animals of those lands that have also been infested by the mana.”

Ah. That explains it then.

Serena takes a sip of her wine before continuing, “The beasts can range all the way to Class S in their power, with a few of them even mutating to develop some natural magic powers.” She pauses while swirling the wine around in her glass. “Needless to say, the mana infested lands are the most dangerous places in the world, and they are barren of any people. But they are filled with priceless materials for any magician worth their salt.”

“The explanation is appreciated,” I tell her with a nod before returning my attention to the First Tower Master again as he continues speaking.

“All trials after the second trial will be explained once the trial preceding them is over,” the First Tower Master says without saying anything else about the apparent danger of the second trial. “The second trial itself will last for one month’s time. And all trial takers must return by the deadline with their prey lest they be disqualified.”

The silence grows even tenser at that.

And it just gets worse when he continues again.

“The trial must be taken alone without any aide from others, trial takers are not allowed to leave the trial site until they turn in their prey and if they attempt to do so then their trial will be declared over,” he says without batting an eye to the dark atmosphere in the hall. But I’m guessing the people in the hall are staying silent because it’s always dangerous every time the trials are held. “The exact rules will be sent to every trial taker in detail once the first trial is over. But I will end tonight’s banquet off with the exact mana infested lands chosen for the trial.”

I take a sip of my wine while watching everyone tensely keeping their eyes on the First Tower Master as he draws this out.

There are very few people in the hall that are completely indifferent to this like me and the Voltanian Republic president. Both amongst the nation rulers who aren’t attempting the trials themselves and the ones that are.

Almost everyone is tensely watching him without blinking.

As for me, I couldn’t care less how dangerous this place is since I can’t die. So it isn’t really an issue either way.

The only potential problem is killing the beasts myself. But I can probably do it with my blades.

At the end of the day, I’m not all that worried.

“The Toxic Frosts,” the Tower Master declares, making his words echo throughout the hall as the various people in the hall show shock in response.

I frown before glancing at the president, only for her to answer my question without me even needing to ask. Again.

“The Toxic Frosts are located in a small section of the Trelah continent, and they consist of both a forest and a mountain range that are covered in toxic snow,” Serena explains for me. “Magicians must constantly be protected by a barrier just to survive in the Toxic Frosts. Otherwise the toxic snow falling from the skies will poison them, degrading their body and mind until it eventually turns them into beasts themselves.”

Huh.

That doesn’t sound like a pleasant place to be, but it won’t hurt me still. So it doesn’t really matter.

Well, unless it’s just extremely painful or something.

Then it might be a bit of an issue.

“That is all for today’s announcements,” the First Tower Master continues while raising a glass of wine into the air. “I wish you all luck in these upcoming trials. Because those of you participating will need it.”

The man then vanishes in a swirl of blood. Easily showing his incredible skill as a magician.

And the moment he disappears, silence once again spreads across the hall. Only for said silence to shatter within ten seconds as the people in the room begin to speak with each other all at once.

With the majority of them not being very happy with everything the Tower Master just finished saying.

Hmm…

It really goes to show just how much power the First Tower Master, Crimson, has that none of them said a word of complaint in front of him. Just for all of them to immediately begin speaking once he leaves.

I can’t help but wonder just what techniques I might be able to steal from him about magic if I try…

That thought has me tapping my glass for a few seconds before taking another sip.

There’s also that Chrono guy. Since I can probably learn a lot from him as well.

But the most important thing I need to do here is pass these trials. Which will be a lot easier for me even without my being Class S.

So while the others are preparing gear for the second trial, I can just focus on reaching Class S.

It’s not like the gear will be of much help to me after all. Not when most of the gear I end up using gets destroyed within a single battle.

I take another sip before turning to look out over the city again.

Regardless, there’s one thing that is certain.

These trials will be interesting at the very least.
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The rest of the banquet pretty much goes the same. All of the people in there have largely forgotten me thanks to the reveal about the trials along with the president’s presence next to me. Making things a lot simpler for me.

And after the banquet ends, I return to my room to find the ruler of the Temple of Fire waiting for me. But he just hands off the credits, tells me to ask if I need their assistance, and leaves without another word.

Proving that the man is very much one of few words.

Which is kind of surprising considering his father.

The next day I find myself walking through their little parade all across the city into the tower. Starting from the far entrance to the city itself.

And the parade is filled with people cheering from the sides of the streets as we walk.

In addition to that, there are also cameras flying around and screens flying high above the cameras. With the screens showing us in the parade.

I’m sure those screens aren’t the only ones with this broadcast though. Most likely the broadcast is being sent all over the world.

But at the end of the day, I don’t really care about any of this.

So I just walk through it with my hands in my pockets.

Completely indifferent to the people watching. All the way until we arrive at the tower and the final part of the Opening Ceremonies is upon us.

Although that part pretty much comes down to a more in-depth explanation of the first two trials. Including a large screen showing their exact rules.

The first trial doesn’t exactly have many rules though.

All it says is that you have to survive the mana pressure of a dozen Class S Tower Masters without the aid of any mana-infused equipment. Which is equipment made from parts found in the mana infused lands.

And you have to do it for ten minutes straight.

Without help from anyone.

It’s a rather simple trial.

As for the second trial?

The only thing that wasn’t already explained by the First Tower Master was that the second trial begins three days after the first trial.

And we will be brought to the trial location two days after the first trial.

As for the first trial itself?

It begins tomorrow.

So after finishing up with the Opening Ceremonies at last, I head back to my suite and begin experimenting more with my spells while also training my mana arcs all day and night. All the way until the time of the trial comes.

The trial itself is held in a large arena where about four dozen Class S magicians along with me are all on the arena floor surrounded by bleachers.

Bleachers that are filled with millions of people.

There are numerous VIP booths scattered across the bleachers with a few of them even floating in the air. Meanwhile there are twelve magicians floating high in the air. All of Class S.

And without any hesitation or fanfare, they all instantly flood the arena with their mana pressure.

As the First Tower Master’s voice echoes throughout the stadium declaring, “The trial begins now.”

Almost immediately upon feeling the pressure on me, I feel every last one of my bones breaking. All because I wasn’t prepared for this abrupt start.

But my bones revert immediately to perfect health as I put up mana to protect my body in the form of a barrier.

Only for said mana barrier to immediately shatter the moment I set it up. Leaving my bones to shatter again.

Over and over again.

My bones just shatter again and again while my body tries to warp into unnatural shapes.

Thanks to my immortality though, all of the damage immediately begins to revert backwards. Turning me into a very unusual sight of warping and unwarping over and over again.

Endlessly.

All while my mind is flooded with pain.

But this actually isn’t as much pain as some of my own experiments have caused, and nowhere near as much as being completely vaporized and regrowing from scratch.

So I don’t make a single peep.

What’s weird though is that my gear doesn’t actually take any damage throughout all of this. It just follows along with my body which shouldn’t be possible.

Until I realize that the First Tower Master is somehow doing this. Probably because he doesn’t want anyone important here being exposed naked on tv and in front of millions of people.

Even if children aren’t allowed to watch this.

For obvious reasons.

No idea how he’s doing it though.

As for the other Class S magicians around me? All of them are holding up with their own protective measures.

None of them have even gotten hurt yet from the pressure as the audience stares in silence at me. Seemingly ignoring everyone else.

And I can tell a lot of them are horrified just by watching me like this.

But I don’t really care.

I just continue waiting through the pain without even flinching at it.

Gradually, over the course of the first trial, the Class S magicians begin to show more and more fatigue. With some of their barriers even showing some minor cracks.

All the way until the end of the ten minutes where a couple barriers actually shatter. Leaving the Class S magicians in question taking the last of the mana pressure directly onto their bodies like me.

Badly injuring them before the trial ends and the mana pressure lifts off of us.

“Every trial entrant has passed the trial,” the First Tower Master declares, his voice echoing all across the stadium without even a hint of interest in the two Class S magicians who were severely injured at the end. “The second trial will commence in three days. All trial takers will be brought to the mana infested lands in two days. So be prepared.”

I take a breath before letting it out again as I return to normal. Then I just stretch, yawn, and begin walking out of the stadium under the shocked looks of the audience who is only now witnessing my immortality for the first time themselves.

That went just about as expected.
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One person after another goes silent as they stare at the Undying Magician down in the arena. Because, while everyone already knew about the Undying Magician’s true immortality, no one has ever seen it.

There has never been any recordings of it sent to the news outlets with clear evidence of it. To the point that many of the people weren’t even absolutely certain of his immortality in the first place.

Most of the civilians and magicians assumed it was true because the Alliance stated it was and that they had proof of it.

Even if no one ever saw the proof.

The other nations and their leaderships that didn’t have any eyes on the abandoned continents agreed with the civilians and magicians. All because of the lengths the Alliance were going to ingratiate themselves to the Undying Magician.

And yet, now that everyone’s seen it clearly with their own eyes, fear begins to mix in with the awe they’ve felt ever since hearing about the Undying Magician.

Fear that doesn’t fade even as the Undying Magician leaves the arena along with the rest of the trial takers.

Meanwhile the spectating nations and their leaders all begin to fully dedicate themselves towards bettering their relationship with the Undying Magician. And the three Alliance Leaders all just take the time to review the footage of the trial they just saw.

None of them have seen his immortality at work in person. They’ve only seen it through screens.

And they can’t use their magical senses through a screen.

They aren’t the only ones doing this either, as the First Tower Master floats high above the arena with his eyes closed. Just focusing on what he remembered seeing while watching the Undying Magician in the trial.

Every last detail of the mana inside of Nathan’s body as the time and space mana forcefully revert everything to a single point in time. Turning his body back in seconds every time some sort of change occurs to his body.

And taking note of how it doesn’t affect his mana arcs so long as the mana arcs are not destroyed.

Which furthers the First Tower Master’s research on mana arcs. About how they are separate from people’s bodies.

How they are more spiritual in form than physical.

“Curious…” Crimson mutters to himself while opening his eyes to look at the departing Undying Magician. “Very curious.”



Nathan
Year 2851 | Month 5 | Day 6

This is annoying.

After passing the first trial, I find my terminal completely flooded with requests to meet me.

It doesn’t matter if they’re regular civilians sending fan mail, reporters and other companies requesting interviews, or nations requesting alliances, or just regular meetings to open up diplomatic ties with the abandoned continents.

Everyone is contacting me. And I have no idea who most of these people are.

Some of them are even going to the Magic Towers and giving their requests to the Tower Masters directly in the hopes that the Tower Masters can bring those requests to me.

It’s ridiculous.

And the news is going wild ever since seeing my performance at the trial. No doubt because it was the first public showing of my immortality.

At the end of the day though, I ignore almost everything and focus on expanding my mana arcs.

While, of course, training my mana manipulation.

I only stop training two days after the first trial. When all trial takers are required to meet up again.

So I head to the meeting place while ignoring a lot of people trying to get my attention along the way. And when I arrive, I find the other trial takers looking at me as if I’m already pretty much guaranteed to pass the trials.

As if I’m someone to avoid. To avoid antagonizing at all costs.

Which makes sense.

After all, these people are far better people in general than those magicians on the abandoned continents. And also, the stronger I get as a magician, the harder it is for someone to capture me.

And killing me just isn’t possible.

So it’s getting more and more difficult for anyone to stop me from reaching my goals as time goes on.

While we wait for the other trial takers to arrive, I take the time to look them over. Making note of the stronger ones and the more unique and rarer affinities amongst them.

Like the sound affinity. Or the gravity affinity.

There’s also the curse affinity, the anti-matter affinity, and even the reflect affinity.

The reflect affinity is just as rare as time, death, and space.

An affinity that copies another affinity and keeps it copied until the user of the mana decides to replace it with a different affinity.

It’s a very powerful affinity.

As for what it does to the user’s body? No one really knows.

Except the guy who has the affinity. Probably.

Of course, there are also a lot more Class S magicians amongst the trial takers who have regular affinities too.

Common Special Class affinities and elemental affinities galore.

There even seems to be someone who I think is from the Temple of Fire here. So I’m guessing he’ll probably be an ally if push comes to shove.

Still. I doubt I’ll need an ally for the trial.

I continue studying the others before the last person arrives. At which point Crimson arrives himself with an entire fleet of ships behind him that just float high above the tower where we’re standing.

Then he declares, “Everyone, go to the ship with your assigned symbol on it. The very same one you were given after the first trial. That will be the ship taking you to the starting line for the second trial.”

I glance at the symbol in the form of a ring on my finger. Then I look up at the ships before finding the ship at the very center of them all. One of the larger ships at that.

Meanwhile everyone around me starts to fly into the air through various means. With some of them with the enhancement affinity even straight up jumping and landing on their respective ship from the tower.

So I do the same. I use fire magic to shoot myself into the air before landing on my assigned ship.

And the moment I step foot on it, the ship begins to move.

Beginning the trip to the second trial.
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The trip to the second trial takes about half a day. Leaving us arriving half a day early for the trial itself.

But while the others use that time to sleep before the trial begins, I just train my mana arcs. Expanding them as much as I can before the start of the trial.

Although I still finish my training about an hour or so before the trial is set to start. Simply to get a good look at the area.

We’re not actually in the Toxic Frosts right now. But we are close enough to see it.

The area is rather unusual to say the least. Since it’s still snowing even outside of the Toxic Frosts. Just without any poison in the snow.

So it switches over from toxic snow to regular snow. With our ships stopped in the sky beneath the regular snow clouds. Whatever those clouds are called.

Still. I have to admit, all those sayings about danger being beautiful seems to be true. What with how the toxic snow is literally sparkling with purple lights as it falls to the ground.

Kind of like stars falling from the clouds.

Purple ones.

It’s beautiful.

I want to test out what effect the corruption in the snow will have on me, but we’re not allowed to step into the Toxic Frosts until the trial begins. And I don’t exactly have any type of magic that can pull some of it over to me.

I have fire and death magic after all. Those don’t have anything to do with wind or anything that can bring it to me.

So I’m left sitting here watching the snow from afar.

There are also some creatures wandering the snow that look rather unusual.

Specifically, all of the creatures have purple skin and fur so dark that it’s almost black. And their eyes look like hard and cracked deep purple stones instead of eyes.

Also, they’re kinda lumbering around like zombies.

Mindless. Attacking anything in sight, even other creatures like themselves.

And after watching for a little while, I see an animal wander into the Toxic Frosts. So I get to see the animal getting directly affected by the corruption.

And it’s certainly a sight to see.

The glowing purple snow sinks right into the bear’s body before making the thing roar out in pain. Following which the bear’s body begins to turn purple all around every spot the snow touches.

That same purple that’s so dark it’s almost black.

The corruption spreads through the bear’s body even as it tries to get out of the toxic snow. But since it didn’t even seem to notice the effects of the snow until at least half a minute after entering the Toxic Frosts, it finds itself too far from safety.

So by the time it gets within several steps of safety, it loses its footing and crashes to the ground. Corrupting even more of its body thanks to its upper body touching the toxic snow on the ground.

Then the deep purple color spreads all across its body at an even faster pace before reaching the bear’s face and changing its eyes to a deep purple color. Hardening its eyes in the process to be just like the others in the Toxic Frosts.

It certainly looks dangerous.

I watch for a bit longer before turning my attention to one of the corrupted creatures trying to leave the Toxic Frosts.

Which makes for an interesting sight as well. Because the creature doesn’t last long after leaving.

It’s like the further it gets from the mana infested area, the harder its body grows.

Until it literally becomes a deep purple statue just standing in the snow.

Hmm… so the snow makes them dependent on the intense mana found in the mana infused region?

That’s interesting. I kind of want to capture one and run some tests on it.

Then again, I guess I’ll be able to do that soon enough.

What interests me more though is seeing what effect the snow will have on me.

There are a few possibilities that come to mind.

Either it just barely starts the corruption process with each snowflake, only for it to reverse immediately with said started process, or it will start the process and take a few seconds to reverse.

The two possibilities are both similar and different at the same time.

Neither will leave any lasting effects, seeing as that’s impossible with my body, but I would strongly prefer the former over the latter.

If the effects of every snowflake reverses immediately, it’ll mean I probably won’t feel anything at all. Considering how that bear acted like it didn’t notice the corruption at first.

But if it takes a few seconds, then I might feel immense pain from the corruption before it reverts.

I continue studying the Toxic Frosts from afar. Whether it’s the creatures in it, the snow itself, or even the mana filling the region.

Every last detail. I make sure to study it all.

Until everyone begins waking up and leaving their ships to prepare their own defenses against the snow.

At which point I can’t help but study their defensive spells out of curiosity. Just seeing if there’s anything I can steal from this lot of Class S magicians.

But while I’m doing that, my attention returns to the Toxic Frosts.

Because some creature wanders over a mountain in the distance that looks nothing like any of the nearby corrupted animals.

It’s some sort of walking tree.

A deep purple, almost black one with stone instead of bark making up its body.

Interesting… there really are monster-like creatures in this region.

Although I guess they call these ones created by the mana in the infested region beasts. Not monsters.

The president said that the mana gets thicker the closer to the center of the Toxic Frosts someone gets, so I’m guessing the beasts will be stronger closer to the center as well.

I frown for a moment before nodding my head.

Alright. I guess I’m going for a hike in the snow.

To the center of the Toxic Frosts.
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The trial starts at noon on the dot. With all of us trial takers entering the Toxic Frosts at the same time.

But I’m the only one who enters without any barriers up. With everyone else entering with some sort of magical barrier up to protect themselves from the toxic snow.

Of course, I still take it slow and only reach out to touch some of the toxic snow to test out what it does to me. Only to find it to immediately begin spreading purple across my skin. With that very purple immediately reverting back to normal again.

All within a single second.

Half a second in fact.

It spreads for about a quarter of a second before reverting back in another quarter of a second.

And this is from multiple snowflakes landing on my hand.

It doesn’t hurt either. No doubt from that numbing effect.

So I go ahead and move my entire arm into the snow. Just to see how more snow landing on me affects me. And it rapidly begins to corrupt my arm only for the corruption to revert immediately.

Over and over and over again with every single snowflake.

Looks like I’m fine.

With that thought, I finally take a step into the snow. Bringing my entire body into the snowfall range. At which point I feel the snow rapidly corrupting every part of my body only to revert instantly every time it does.

And since every instance of corruption activates my time reversion, the snow doesn’t build up.

After stepping into the snow and stretching a bit, finding this place to actually be rather nice since I like the cold despite my fire magic, I notice every one of the other Class S magicians staring at me with their teeth gritted. As if they’re all upset about this development.

Probably because this is going to give me a massive advantage over them.

Seeing as all of the other magicians will have to constantly have a barrier up around them to protect themselves from the snow. Which will gradually drain away their mana.

They will have to find safer locations in the Toxic Frosts where they can hide from the snow and recover their mana. And they’ll have to manage their mana to make sure they don’t run out.

Because if they run out, they’re as good as dead.

Or as a monster, I guess.

Since they’ll become a beast from the Toxic Frosts if their barriers vanish.

But I don’t have to deal with any of this. And that’s a massive advantage over them in this trial.

Honestly, I highly doubt I’ll have any trouble with this trial.

I just have to go find a powerful beast and hunt it, then continue searching to see if I can find a stronger one. All the way until the trial ends.

Right before which I will leave the trial.

No real rush for me.

I smile at that thought. Then I put my hands in my pockets and move through the Toxic Frosts without a care in the world.

Seemingly irritating the Class S magicians in the area with my nonchalance while they’re stuck feeling tense.

But I ignore them as I focus on the surroundings. And on the toxic beasts – that’s what I’ll call them from now on – that are turning to look at me.

A toxic beast bear in particular begins lumbering towards me while growling and groaning like a zombie. And I just watch it.

All the way until the thing reaches me and tries to bite me.

The other Class S magicians also watch, seemingly curious about what a bite from the monster will do. Just to study it themselves.

Because, even if they have all heard and done research on the Toxic Frosts, most of them probably haven’t ever been here in person to see themselves. So now is a good chance to see.

I find it rather awkward though when the bear reaches me and I instinctively raise my hand to grab it by the neck. Stopping it in place as it tries to reach its paws to hit and scratch me.

Uh, this thing is weaker than I thought.

Probably because it’s only a beast from the outer edge of the Toxic Frosts.

The central region has more mana so the toxic beasts there must be a lot stronger.

Anyway, I lift the bear up into the air through my vampiric strength before crushing its throat after seeing it claw at my arm. With its claws infecting me with that corruption. Even if said corruption reverts immediately, just like the snow.

To my surprise though, the bear continues moving even after I crush its throat.

Maybe it’s undead in a way?

I reach up and begin crushing its skull instead. Destroying its brain.

But it still continues moving.

Huh. Not undead then.

An undead would stop moving with the destruction of its head, where most of the mana in its body revolves around. Like a central point.

Or a heart. For its mana.

The mana is pumped throughout the rest of the body through the brain.

This is only for semi-living undead though. The undead I make are just reanimated corpses moved by mana.

And they don’t care about what is destroyed since it’s just mana moving a body. Not an actual creature.

Hmm…

There are two other possibilities that come to mind for ways to kill it.

One is to destroy its entire body, which is obvious, and the other is its heart.

So I draw my sword and stab it right into the toxic beast to pierce its heart. Immediately making it drop limp in the process.

There we go. Their weakness really is their hearts.

I kneel down and begin dissecting the corpse right here to get a look at its heart. Only to find most of the corruption in its body being centered around that one organ.

And inside it.

Very interesting.

I need more samples.

So I toss the corpse into my storage before moving off towards the next beast.
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“The very first livestreamed second trial for the position of Tower Master has beguuun!!!” Artair Vellus shouts, his voice echoing throughout the indoor stadium as over a million people watch from behind the glass in the various spectating rooms. And billions more all across the world watch online through the livestream. “And all of the trial takers are rushing off to find the greatest prey they can while beginning to study the toxic snow!”

Artair grins as he flies through the air amidst dozens of different floating screens. Each showing a different viewpoint from different cameras secretly following the trial takers.

The man himself is well known across the world as the greatest MC of all, and a Class S mage himself. Giving him the experience needed to commentate on all things magic.

“Of course, some of you might not be aware of the Toxic Frosts in particular as it’s just one of many mana infested regions in the world, so you can find details about the region here,” Artair says while motioning to a large screen that appears at the center of the stadium with a description of the Toxic Frosts on it. “So let’s get started with commentating on the trial taker everyone is most interested in seeing right now! That’s right! The Undyyyiiiiing Magiciaaaaan!!!”

With that, he moves over to the largest screen of all. Only to find the Undying Magician experimenting on a beast in the Toxic Frosts without so much as a care for his safety.

Artair finds himself blankly staring at the screen as the man tests various different things on the beast.

He bites the thing and tastes the bear before spitting out the bear’s flesh, tests the poison spreading across the bear’s claws and fangs personally, and even tests various different methods to kill the bear. Moving onto other bears and other beasts whenever his current experimental subject dies.

Overall, it’s a vastly different scene than the ones shown on the other screens. Where the magicians are all rushing through the Toxic Frosts so as to spare their mana as much as possible while searching for larger and more powerful beasts.

“The immortal magician really is proving just how different he is from the rest of us as he experiments on the beasts without a care for his own safety!” Artair exclaims after finally getting over his initial shock. “And you can see all the corruption caused by the snow and the beast reverting instantly after corruption! It’s incredible to witness!”

Slightly muffled applause echoes through the stadium from the other side of the glass. Where the audience is located.

Artair continues commentating on various details about the Undying Magician. The ones known to the public. All the way until the Undying Magician himself finally moves on, heading deeper into the Toxic Frosts.

In the direction of the center of the Toxic Frosts.

The same direction that the other magicians all headed in.

But unlike them, he moves at a relatively carefree pace. Albeit one far faster than any normal human would be able to go thanks to his vampiric strength.

I really wouldn’t want to get on his bad side… ever…

Artair shivers slightly at the thought of having an entity like the Undying Magician as an enemy. Since the Undying Magician is so much stronger than a human physically, and he cannot die.

He really finds it bizarre how so many people in the abandoned continents thought they could fight him. But that’s just how the abandoned continents are.

They’re full of criminals, and nations originally created by criminals.

The place itself is disgusting, and part of him wonders if it’s really such a good idea to let them return to society. But since they are being reorganized with their original nations and rulers being completely replaced, and their new leader is the Undying Magician, Artair believes things should be fine.

Based on everything he’s seen of the Undying Magician so far, the man is not like the other people there.

In fact, Artair gets a bit of an apathetic and detached impression from him. Like that of someone who wishes to be left alone by the world.

“Here we go! The first higher class beast of the Toxic Frosts!” Artair exclaims as his attention turns towards a different screen. Where a beast can be seen roar-groaning at a Class S lightning specialized magician. “And its target is the Class S magician of the Rubian Council, from the Continent of Trelah!”

The beast itself is in the form of a large tiger spanning two meters in length with the same purple corruption spread through its body and hardened purple eyes. And its making lumbered leaps as it rushes at the Class S magician.

But the magician himself simply creates a large field of lightning around himself. One that quickly begins to electrify the beast once it enters the field.

“The beast is already becoming paralyzed by the lightning field spell! Just as we’d expect from Revault!” Artair says while slowly flying around the screen. “Even with this increase in the beast’s power, it looks like it’ll still take a while before these Class S magicians face anything that can be a threat to them!”

Not long after Revault’s encounter, the other screens begin to show more Class S magicians finding and killing higher class beasts. And each one of them quickly kills the beasts without any struggle.

But one of them catches Artair’s attention more than the others as The Undying Magician simply grabs a large tiger beast and tears it apart with his bare hands. Without even using magic to do so.

Artair feels his grin growing wider and wider the longer he watches.

Because the more entertainment this gives the audience, the more viewers there will be, and the more money he’ll make from it.

Just keep it up and fill my coffers.
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I spend the first day of the trial walking in the direction of the Toxic Frosts’ center. Where the mana gradually gets thicker and thicker. With more dangerous beasts appearing as I go.

But I mostly just focus on my experiments while also training my mana arcs as I walk.

I study the beasts, the mana, and everything the mana does in the area and even inside of the beasts bodies.

Even inside my own body.

All while still training my mana arcs to gradually build my way up to the typical mana arc count of a Class S magician.

Nothing about the mana here or the beasts stands out as particularly interesting to me though. And none of it makes for good study for my own spells either.

Considering that the mana here was made through distortions in reality. Just like my own immortality state.

So it’s not something I can do myself.

None of it can be done by me, which makes studying it further rather pointless.

If I were risking my life to fight them like the other trial takers, then I would continue studying them. Just to learn any weaknesses they may have.

But I just have to sit back and continue attacking until they fall down dead.

So after realizing all of this, I stop bothering with studying the beasts and the snow. Instead I focus on making my spells and training my mana arcs as I walk towards the center of the Toxic Frosts.

Just completely ignoring the beasts attacking me and the corruption spreading and then reverting across my body.

But around a day and a half into the trial, I find something rather curious.

Specifically, I find a Class S magician clashing with a large horde of beasts.

The Class S magician is fighting with massive clouds of lightning all around them that are striking at the horde of hundreds of beasts. But every time they kill a beast, that beast ends up being replaced by more beasts that are traveling to the noise of the battle.

Noise that is quite loud.

I stop on a snowy cliff looking out over the battle before just sitting at the edge of the cliff and watching. Just to spectate and study the Class S magician’s spells.

Of course, there aren’t all that many techniques I can steal from him. What with the Class S magician being a lightning specialized wind affinity magician. But it’s fine since any techniques can theoretically be useful at some point. Even if it’s for an entirely different affinity.

Who knows after all? I could figure out some way to merge them into one of my affinities.

And on top of that, I might get some inspiration for new spells from watching.

Mostly though I just want to see how strong Class S magicians from the rest of the world are in comparison to Class S magicians from the abandoned continents.

So I sit back and watch as he sends lightning crashing down over and over again.

Sometimes he makes large nets that capture and slowly kill off the beasts, other times he just has lightning strike them from the clouds above them, and sometimes he just straight up sends bolts of lightning from his hands.

But when he sees that the beasts are just increasing in number over time instead of decreasing? He gathers a massive amount of electricity into his own body, drawing it down from the clouds and even the air itself. Building up the charge more and more by the second.

All the way until he lets out a massive blast of electricity that shoots out all across the area.

Electrocuting everything in sight while also blinding me and every one of the beasts.

Even I feel pain from the electricity striking me despite how far away I am. But I ignore it until the bright light fades, letting me see again.

Fortunately, the electricity seems to have ignored my armor and gone straight to me. So I’m still fully clothed.

Which is good, considering how that annoying camera has been following me for a while now.

I’d rather not have everyone watching seeing me like that after all. Even if I’m absolutely certain they would censor it.

Anyway, when the light fades, I find the entire snowy field now desolate of any beasts. With the beasts themselves all lying twitching on the ground.

Well that’s a sight.

Hundreds of different creatures, each corrupted by that snow, lying twitching on the ground with the Class S magician at the center of them all.

And speaking of the Class S magician, said Class S magician is just looking at me with intrigue in his eyes. Not to mention an impressed look.

But all he does after a few seconds is nod his head at me before beginning to make his way in the direction of the center of the Toxic Frosts without a word.

I’m still not used to powerful magicians just not bothering me.

Well, ignoring the fact that his Tier VIII spell just hit me without even targeting me.

But that’s typical of Tier VIII spells. They’re city-wide spells for a reason after all.

Anyway, I jump down from the cliff before walking over to the still-sparking bodies. Where I begin to study the bodies for a few seconds.

After not finding anything interesting though, I just begin walking off in the same direction the Class S magician went.

Seeing as that’s where I was heading before stopping to check out this battle anyways.

The beasts seem to be getting physically stronger the closer I get to the center. Which implies the amount of toxic mana in their bodies also determines the strength of their bodies.

It makes me wonder if it has any affect on their bodies other than that. Like intelligence.

But at the same time, I’ll probably figure that out as I go.

And if I don’t, then it just wasn’t important.

So with that thought in mind, I continue making my way to the center of the Toxic Frosts.
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After three more days of travel, I find quite a few Class S magicians fighting along the way. And I take a moment to study their spells whenever I see them.

I even find a fire magician and manage to steal quite a few spells from them in the process. Or some of the spells.

There’s one annoying thing about watching Class S magicians fight.

Since they’re using direct mana manipulation and not spell circles, it’s a lot harder to figure out the exact scripts they’re using for their spells. Leaving me just figuring out the spell’s basic idea and a very brief glimpse of the script.

I grit my teeth at that, only to shake my head as I continue walking through the Toxic Frosts. Deciding that any help is still help.

It doesn’t take long before my thoughts are interrupted though.

The moment I reach a ledge looking out over a massive valley of pure ice that stretches for as far as the eye can see, I stop moving. Just to look on in awe.

It’s… beautiful.

I’m guessing this is the inner region of the Toxic Frosts, which is supposed to be a lot more dangerous than the outer region I’ve been going through. But it’s just beautiful.

There’s no more snow. Instead it’s ice.

Toxic ice is falling from the sky in the form of hail. Meanwhile instead of a snow-covered field, it’s an ice covered bunch of plateaus.

As for the toxic ice itself? Instead of the glowing purple color the snow was, this ice is a lot darker in color. To the point that, while it is still purple, it’s closer to black with a deep purple tint to it than regular purple.

So I’m just looking out over purple tinted black ice plateaus. With numerous corrupted creatures wandering around it and not a single human in sight.

No matter how far I look – which isn’t far considering the hail blocking my sight – I can’t find any human magicians.

Well, except for a couple corrupted humans.

They look like humans with pale white skin and glowing veins of deep purple tinted black energy. All with those hardened, solidified eyes.

As for whether these corrupted humans are from the Class S magicians? I have no idea.

Either way, I decide to ignore those. Since they don’t seem as powerful as the beasts in the plateaus.

That said, this place really is very beautiful. Albeit also very dark, since the light of the sun barely makes it through the clouds enough to make it so that it’s not completely pitch black down here. With said light reflecting off of the ice in a blackish purple color, mixing with the already present glow of the mana.

It’s just plain beautiful.

Dangerous for regular humans, but still beautiful.

Then again, everyone always says beauty is danger.

And the scenery isn’t the only beautiful thing in my opinion.

The mana is also beautiful.

It’s the most mana I have ever seen in one location in my entire life. Even more than the skeleton’s home.

I blink at that thought.

Wait a second, would the skeleton’s home… be considered a mana infested region?

I think it might actually be one.

It’s flooded with death mana and countless undead. So what else could it be but a mana infested region?

The only difference is the amount of mana. Since his mana infested region only has a fraction of the mana I see here.

And this isn’t even the center of the Toxic Frosts.

So even just the inner region has over twice the mana that the skeleton’s home has.

It makes me wonder just how much mana is in the central region.

And what type of creature lives there.

Apparently no one has been to the central region in a very long time. Simply because the corrupted mana there has grown so intense that no one but Crimson could survive there.

And that’s simply because he uses blood affinity magic. Which lets him significantly delay any corruption that spreads through his blood from the mana.

Even he doesn’t have a strong enough barrier to block all of the mana. That’s just how intense it is there.

So that’s my destination.

While everyone else is hunting in the inner region – probably – I’ll be investigating the central region.

That thought has me faintly smiling. Only for the smile to stiffen when I see something… unexpected.

A massive draconic creature made of black purple tinted ice just stepping out of a massive ice cave. Then stretching to its full height of at least three dozen meters while its wings spread to its sides before returning to its body.

Meanwhile all the other beasts near it flee in terror.

Huh.

That looks dangerous.

And its body is so flooded with mana that it’s almost blinding to my magical senses.

Honestly, that would probably be enough to secure my place in passing the trial.

But I stiffen when I feel a loud screeching roar echoing out through the entire area. And while I first think it’s from the dragon, I quickly realize that’s not the case when even the dragon stiffens and looks in the direction of the central region.

Then the dragon hides back in its cave in a hurry.

Holy shit… what could be powerful enough to make even that dragon flee in terror?

That’s kind of terrifying.

Or it would be if I wasn’t immortal.

I look at the cave for several seconds, but right when I’m about to finally jump down into the inner region, I see a Class S magician approaching the cave where the dragon is hiding.

Huh? Someone’s actually going to try taking that behemoth on?

I stare at the magician for a few seconds, just watching them, before finally nodding my head and jumping down into the inner region.

It wouldn’t hurt to get a preview of a powerful beast here before going on my own hunt.

I give a firm nod of my head at that thought as I begin making my way towards the cave.
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The Command Center near the Eastern Coast of the Kingdom of the Fallen
Year 2851 | Month 5 | Day 11

Adalwolf Giese, the dead ruler of the Kingdom of the Fallen and teacher of the Undying Magician, feels amused as he sees the immortal boy following after a Class S magician into the large cave on the livestream. The very cave that the large corrupted dragon-like beast fled into.

That boy is growing more and more curious about his surroundings as time passes. And his traumas are beginning to gradually fade as well.

This news is great for him. Because Adalwolf’s goal is to raise a successor who he can speak with and reminisce with over the years. One who can create a new world that’ll both be interesting and more enjoyable to live in.

And that trauma would only serve as a limiter on his growth.

Adalwolf mentally smiles – since he can’t physically smile without a face and lips – as he sees Nathan on the screen.

Sure, some of those traumas are from Adalwolf’s own actions, but he felt they were necessary. Because a regular human with human strength and mana wouldn’t be enough to ensure growth and power.

It doesn’t matter if he’s immortal. Especially when he is only a Class A magician.

So physical strength was the best route to go.

And the rest of his actions were to motivate him.

Adalwolf doesn’t feel the least bit bad about any of his actions.

Other than taking over command of the war.

He feels his mental smile faltering when one of the generals of the Republic rushes into the command center he’s sitting in before saluting and exclaiming, “Your Majesty, the Violet Magician has expanded the poisonous wasteland around their territory! It’s reaching the point where we can’t cross it anymore without massive casualties!”

Adalwolf turns his cold gaze towards the general, but the general – formerly from the Republic and now from the Kingdom of the Fallen – doesn’t bat an eye. Because the general at this point knows that Adalwolf finds it to be a nuisance to take his anger out on others.

So he doesn’t bother.

“And Dorothy Umbra? What is she doing during this?” Adalwolf asks while tapping a bony finger on the desk he’s sitting at.

“Miss Umbra has been busy crafting potions according to the research assistance given to us by the other continents and hasn’t left her lab for days,” the Healer General answers with a slightly awkward expression on his face.

Adalwolf stares at him for a few seconds before bluntly ordering, “Then get Afvalder to drag her out of her lab to deal with this poison. Now.”

“Understood,” the Healer General answers without any surprise on his face. Since the Radiant Magician is the only one who directly counters the Class S poison magician since he isn’t affected by poison with his body largely made of light.

“And there are still no signs of the doctor?” Adalwolf asks as he briefly pauses tapping his finger on the desk, only to continue tapping again when the general answers in the negative. “I didn’t expect there to be.”

Adalwolf tilts his head down to look at the livestream again.

At this point, the majority of the Kingdom of the Fallen’s forces and its allies are all certain that the space magician won’t be leaving the Mana Plane of Space until he’s recovered enough. Which only makes things more difficult since he could appear at any moment to cause trouble.

The only upside is that the doctor is still considered to be weak when it comes to the outsiders from the other continents.

Even Adalwolf would be considered weak outside of the abandoned continents.

Adalwolf only has a little over eight thousand arcs of mana. So he’s not even as powerful in terms of pure mana capacity as the Twentieth Tower Master who visited the abandoned continents to find Nathan. Who had over ten thousand arcs of mana.

Of course, Adalwolf won’t die so long as he doesn’t run out of mana. But draining him of mana most likely won’t be an issue for the Class S magicians of the rest of the world.

That’s just how far ahead they are in comparison to the abandoned continents.

And from what he’s heard about the First Tower Master, also known by some as the Grand Tower Master, Adalwolf wouldn’t stand a chance against the man. Since the Grand Tower Master alone has over six times Adalwolf’s mana.

The thought of facing that man frightens even Adalwolf.

“You’re dismissed,” Adalwolf states without taking his gaze from the screen, where Nathan can be seen following quietly behind a Class S magician into the ice cave. “Update me on the situation once Dorothy Umbra has joined the frontline.”

“Understood,” the Healer General responds before leaving the room without another word.

Adalwolf doesn’t pay attention to him as Nathan enters a large cavern. One with a cliff looking out over another cliff looking out over a cavern full of ice and liquid.

How’s that liquid not frozen?

Adalwolf frowns at that thought.

Maybe it’s the poison in the liquid?

The water itself has the same corrupt coloring as the beasts themselves. Which may grant it an immunity to the cold.

But more importantly, Adalwolf sees Nathan looking out from a cliff at a Class S magician looking out from the lower cliff at the massive ice dragon that is as tall as the cavern as it moves towards the liquid. With the dragon itself beginning to drink from the liquid when it reaches it.

After a few seconds, Adalwolf begins to take his own notes over the beast.

Since it’s his first time seeing a dragon-like creature.

Maybe I should visit this place at some point… it seems to be similar to my own home.

Adalwolf puts that thought out of his mind as he continues watching the livestream in silence while writing notes on his terminal, only occasionally pausing to handle reports about the war.
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Well this is interesting.

When I followed both the corrupted dragon and the Class S magician into the cave, I wasn’t expecting this sort of terrain in the cave.

The cavern where the dragon and the Class S magician ended up in is massive. So large it could fit a small forest.

Which makes some sense considering how massive the dragon itself is.

That said, most caves don’t have a cliff. Let alone two cliffs.

Not that I’m complaining, considering that the cliffs give me a good view of everything happening in the cave.

First off, the dragon is for some reason drinking some sort of dangerous looking liquid in the cave. And every sip it takes seems to energize the dragon more and more. Making more of that corruption flow through the ice dragon’s body in the form of glowing liquid. Almost like veins.

What’s more though is that the ice dragon begins to roar as its arms and wings start moving in a berserk manner.

Okay then… just what’s in that liquid?

I frown as I watch the beast roaring in its berserk state. Meanwhile the Class S magician uses numerous spells both with and without spell circles to make sound mana spin all around the cave.

It was obvious from the moment I first saw them here that they’re the sound affinity magician. Since they have some sort of soundproof barrier around them making it so I can’t actually hear any sounds they’re making.

So I’m not surprised when they start making unusual formations through the spells all across the room.

There are just strange voids where I can’t hear anything. But I can see the air warping in the area, so whatever he’s doing, it’s not just making sound proof spheres.

I continue watching as the dragon goes berserk, seemingly completely unaware of its surroundings. Meanwhile the Class S magician just suddenly stands up and makes a massive spell circle appear beneath his feet that rises up into the air and spreads out to fill the entire cavern.

The dragon is too busy roaring in its berserk state to care though. With it still drinking more of that liquid from time to time.

Just how berserk has this dragon become…?

At this rate, the dragon’s just going to die. If it were putting up a fight it might survive, but like this?

It’s not even defending itself. Just drinking more of that liquid.

The massive spell circle that shows signs of being a Tier X spell continues to fill in with more and more smaller circles and numerous scripts. With immense amounts of mana flooding the circle. So much mana that I’m shocked it’s not leaking out of the circle.

I can’t help but notice a sound proof barrier at the entrance of the cave right behind me, no doubt to keep any noise from leaving this cave and attracting other beasts.

Also, the fact that the magician put up a barrier behind me likely implies he knows I’m here but doesn’t really care.

Then, all at once, the circle expands outwards before warping inwards and vanishing. Following which I hear the loudest noise I’ve ever heard before in my life.

And that very noise makes my mind go dark for I don’t know how long.

Eventually my consciousness returns, leaving me finding myself lying flat on my stomach face down on the ground. With my body slowly restoring itself as if my entire body was erased.

Meanwhile the cave itself looks a lot larger than before, with cracks in the ice on the walls and ceiling and floor.

That’s not all though as the area round the dragon looks like it’s been bombed by something.

Those spheres that the sound magician used, if I had to guess.

But what shocks me is the fact that, despite the Tier X spell that has clearly made strange ripples in the cave that straight up have no sound in them at all, along with ripples that are filled with sound so loud it would shatter my eardrums just walking into them, the dragon is fine. All it has are some cracks on the ice making up its outer layers.

Holy shit…

A Tier X spell only wounded the dragon…

Wait a second, it looks like it’s more damaged than it appears at first glance. That much is clear when the dragon stumbles and looks around in confusion.

Like it’s completely disoriented and can’t tell up from down.

Right. His spell was sound.

It probably completely destroyed whatever sense of direction and hearing this dragon may have had.

Although it doesn’t help that the dragon is still berserk.

Oh, and the liquid the dragon was drinking was destroyed by the spell. Which is now revealing more of that liquid seemingly dripping from the wall.

But since it’s dripping so slowly, it won’t be refilling that little pond for a very long time.

The dragon is growing increasingly enraged on top of its disoriented state, meanwhile the Class S magician looks shocked at how little damage he did to the dragon.

And while he’s expressing his shock, the dragon itself lets out a loud roar before opening its mouth and seemingly preparing some sort of breath attack. With massive amounts of the corrupt mana in its body rushing to its mouth in the form of glowing veins of power. Then that energy leaks through its fangs and from its throat to form a large ball of energy in front of it.

A ball that it fires off at random to slam into the wall of the cave. Where the ball explodes and sends a massive amount of corrupt mana throughout the cave.

If that were all though, the Class S magician would be fine. Since he blocks it.

But it’s not all.

I watch wide-eyed as the dragon forms another orb of corrupt mana in front of its mouth and fires that off as well.

Then another.

And another.

Rapidly beginning to fill the cave with corrupt mana.

Well this Class S magician is done for…
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The Class S magician immediately looks panicked as the corrupt mana rapidly begins to flood the cave. Making it more and more dangerous for the Class S magician to be here.

Of course, the corrupt mana floods my body as well, but my immortality just shrugs it off as all the corruption is immediately reversed.

I watch as the dragon continues its berserk rampage. Firing off those orbs of corrupt mana in every direction before the cave actually begins to crumble. Leading to chunks of ice falling from the ceiling and walls.

And when the ice falls onto the dragon, damaging it further, the dragon grows even more enraged.

At which point I finally realize the dragon is completely blinded. Because those solidified eyes it should have are gone, with small black fragments still in its eye sockets.

Wait, did the Class S magician’s sound attack burst its eyes?

That… actually makes sense.

Eyes are usually a common weak point. And the sound attack hit everything on the beast’s body equally.

It also explains why it’s firing at random. Because even if it’s extremely disoriented, it still would’ve been able to see.

The dragon begins to fire the corrupt mana spheres faster and faster as the Class S magician tries to fly right past me without paying me an ounce of attention. Clearly attempting to flee the cave and abandon the battle.

Only for ice to fall around the entrance, making a cave-in and sealing the cave entirely.

I watch as the Class S magician, whose personal barrier is getting closer and closer to shattering, tries in a panic to blast the ice at the entrance.

But their attempts eventually end in failure. Because while they do blast the ice to clear a path, more ice falls behind where they cleared, once again blocking the tunnel.

Then more ice falls.

And more.

And again, more.

All around us. With lots of the ice crashing into the Class S magician.

Eventually all three of us – me, the Class S sound magician, and the dragon – are buried under the ice. But I just casually begin to dig my way through the ice in the direction of the entrance.

While sensing the sound magician’s barrier vanishing through my mana senses. Following which I hear the sounds of him being corrupted.

Well that guy’s dead.

I don’t pay him any more mind as I continue digging through the ice in search of the surface. Which isn’t particularly pleasant, but whatever.

After ten seconds though, I find my efforts to have been pointless. Specifically when the dragon lets out a loud roar and somehow blasts all of the ice far away. Sending shards of ice flying all around the plateau the cave was inside of.

Destroying the plateau in the process. And killing a lot of nearby beasts who are struck by the flying chunks of ice.

Of course, I’m sent flying as well. But I just end up slamming into another nearby plateau before the damage is reverted again.

After recovering – and finding my armor to be in rather poor shape at this point – I climb on top of the plateau to get a good view of the area. Where I find the dragon covered in injuries. And with one of its arms barely hanging on.

It’s wings are fine though, and the injuries aren’t as severe as they look at first glance. After all, the dragon is enormous. It’s just that, since it’s partially transparent – what with it being made of ice and all – so the cracked ice on the surface looks more severe than it actually is.

Oh, and the Class S sound magician is…

My gaze turns toward the humanoid shaped beast partially crushed under ice as it tries to free itself.

Yeah… he’s a beast now. Fully corrupted.

I’m sure he probably would’ve lasted at least a little while in the corruption before becoming corrupted, even without a barrier, but not after the dragon’s corrupt mana spheres. The breath attacks filled the area with far more corrupt mana than it had before.

I glance at the camera that was following us, only to find said camera destroyed with its remains lying on the ground nearby.

Hmm. Well, goodbye broadcast, I guess.

Until they send a replacement, that is.

I purse my lips at that thought for a few seconds before going ahead and focusing on the dragon as another Class S magician shows himself. Clearly here to take the weakened dragon for herself.

This particular Class S magician is that curse affinity one. So they immediately begin throwing different curses at the dragon to disorient and weaken it more and more.

Meanwhile the dragon starts to rage even more, sending large blasts of corrupted mana outwards in massive pulses. Not even bothering with using those breath attacks anymore.

That’s probably what it used to send that icy rubble flying, destroying the plateau in the process.

Surprisingly enough though, the Class S magician seems to use her curse magic on the very air around her along with the attacks heading her way. Slowing all of the attacks down and weakening them in the process.

Enough that the attacks barely dent her mana barrier.

Then she counters with numerous spell circles appearing in the air that then blast a deep purplish red energy directly at the dragon. Giving the dragon a purplish red aura that weakens it.

I narrow my eyes when the next beams hit the dragon, making the aura grow stronger and stronger with each attack. With their damage increasing as well.

Stackable curses? And it seems to increase the damage she does with each one stacked onto the dragon.

This battle will make for some rather nice research on curses.

I watch for a few seconds before sitting down and making myself comfortable on this plateau.

Well, time for round two of watching someone battle the dragon.

Here’s hoping this one is more interesting than the first.

Either way though, it’ll make for some good notes on curses.
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I silently watch from my spot rather far away as the curse magician continues peppering the beast with curses one after another. Rapidly weakening it in the process.

But the problem is that the curse magician is too weak. Specifically in her defensive measures.

Because while she can hurt the dragon quite a bit, the dragon’s attacks still very nearly shatter her barrier in just a single hit. Which makes things incredibly dangerous for her thanks to the toxic ice that’s also battering that very barrier.

So after watching her fail miserably for half an hour, with her rushing in, attacking, then backing away when her barrier very nearly shatters, repairing her barrier every time, she eventually flees. Apparently abandoning the beast in the end.

Hmm…

I silently watch her fly away with her little recorder drone following along behind her. The one broadcasting her to the rest of the world.

And the drone isn’t the only thing following her, because I see a certain corrupted former Class S Magician following her too.

Well that just happened.

I glance at the beast. Then I look around me as I realize there isn’t a drone near me anymore.

So I’m not being broadcast anymore.

Hmm…

Not that it really matters, but it does make things simpler for the future. Since I doubt that curse magician or the nation that sound magician came from would be happy about this.

Who cares what they’d be happy about though.

With that in mind, I turn my focus towards the beast. Only to find a large sphere of corruption already flying straight at me.

Oh.

The sphere slams into me and the plateau around me. Destroying the plateau and making an intense amount of pain flare through me as I black out.

Then I regain consciousness again in a large crater crushed into the edge of the plateau. With the last remnants of the corruption reversing already.

Hmm.

Well then.

That wasn’t expected, but it’s not surprising.

Anyway, I climb to my feet while stretching a little. Then I draw my swords while filling both blades in fire mana.

I tested my fire mana out on the beasts corrupted by the toxic ice and snow and learned something about them. Something that actually feels rather obvious when I consider they’re corrupted by ice and snow.

The beasts have a weakness to fire.

These new blades are made from advanced technology found in the outside world. Outside of the abandoned continents.

And they’re a lot more durable than the Arcadian Metal. Which was already strong enough to easily endure Class S magician spells.

So when I see another sphere flying my way, I jump straight at it before slicing both of my blades through the sphere.

Only to find myself being blasted backwards to form another crater in the plateau.

Alright, that didn’t go as planned. But my blades are still undamaged. So there’s that.

Just how powerful are these blades, anyways?

I frown as I climb to my feet again. Then I jump down from the plateau and begin rushing straight at the raging and badly damaged and cursed beast. All while forming numerous spell circles all around me that soon blast flames straight at the enormous dragon.

But the dragon knocks all of the attacks back with a pulse of corrupt mana. Sending the flames all over the place.

I even get hit by my own flames. But I ignore them as I rush at the beast.

Wait a second. How did the dragon even find me earlier?

I blink at that before noticing some curse mana on my gear.

Wait a second…

My eyes widen before I quickly use fire mana to burn away the curse mana at a gradual pace. At which point the dragon suddenly seems to lose track of me.

That damn asshole. She seriously left a mark on me to make the dragon focus on me instead of her.

That’s messed up.

It’s kind of understandable since she knows I can’t die, and she probably felt it was necessary for her survival, but it’s still messed up.

I put the curse magician out of my mind as I rush straight up to the dragon before swinging both of my blades down to cut right into the dragon’s foot.

Where my blades barely cut three inches into its ice.

Uh…

Although the fire mana coating my blades is at least melting the ice around them. So there’s that.

Okay then.

The dragon swings its leg, slamming into me and sending me flying. Then it turns its head towards me and sends a powerful beam of corrupt mana straight at me.

Not a sphere, but an entire beam.

And mere seconds before it slams into me, I realize I’ve been marked again. Except that this time it’s the corrupt mana that marked me and not curse mana.

Is it because the dragon hit me with its leg?

Before I can think further on it, my mind blacks out from the beam attacking me. Then I find my consciousness returning again in the middle of another crater.

Something tells me this place is going to have a lot of craters soon.

When I focus on the dragon again, I see it already preparing another attack. So I quickly jump out of the way with both my supernatural strength and a large explosion of fire to boost me. All while using my fire mana to burn the mark the beast put on me.

And after the dragon’s beam slams into the crater where I was just at, I rush at the dragon with my blades raised again. At which point I slash both of the blades at the very same spot I hit before. Making the blades sink even deeper into its leg while melting more of the ice.

After hitting it, I make sure to jump backwards to avoid its own counter attack.

Then I rush at it again to repeat the cycle.

Let’s see if I can cut off its leg before anything else.
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My little ‘battle’ with the dragon continues in a repeated pattern for a while. With me rushing over to it, slamming my swords into its foot, getting sent flying, getting shot at by the beam or spheres, removing the little mark it leaves on me, and then doing everything over again. For hours. Nonstop.

But I eventually cut the stupid dragon’s foot off. Leaving it stumbling down and losing its footing. Literally.

Thanks to that, I get a lot more openings to slash my swords into its other foot. Since it can’t balance itself anywhere near as well now.

And after chopping away at its other foot for a while, I manage to cut it off. Leaving just the dragon’s forelimbs left.

The creature isn’t built to balance on just its forelimbs though, so it’s constantly tripping. And since it has to hit me to get that mark on me, it’s attacking me less and less as the battle goes on.

To the point that the only times it manages to get a mark on me are when its tail hits me.

Eventually, after I cut off another foot, the beast goes absolutely ballistic. Attacking in every possible direction and destroying anything it can.

I watch it go on its rampage as I jump onto a cliff nearby, just briefly wondering how much corrupt mana this thing even has for it to still be sending those beams and spheres out like that. But after a few seconds, I just head back down to finish the thing off.

Which becomes a simple matter of climbing up its body onto its back before chipping away at its neck.

The beast seems to realize what I’m doing as it starts doing nothing but large bursts of corrupt mana that send me flying away from its body every time.

If this creature wasn’t already cursed by the curse magician, and crippled by the sound magician before he, I probably wouldn’t be able to get close to it. At least, not until it runs out of mana.

Based on how it was moving earlier, those curses seem to have weakened its physical strength by at least eighty percent, and its magical strength by ninety percent.

I continue chipping away at its neck for a while longer before I finally manage to cut off its head. Finishing off the dragon in the process.

Nice. This makes for a rather nice submission for the trial.

Of course, I’m still going to head to the center of the Toxic Frosts to find something better. But this is probably still good enough to pass the trial.

Actually, I’d be shocked if it wasn’t.

So with that in mind, I pull out my storage device. Only for the corpse to suddenly begin radiating a bright pale blue light before sending a massive explosion of corrupt mana all over the place.

Blinding me for an instant, following which my consciousness goes dark.

Who knows how long later I find my consciousness returning. At which point I wake up to the sight of everything nearby destroyed. Including my armor.

The plateaus around me are all just leveled to the ground. My blades are both destroyed, and my armor is almost nonexistent.

Clearly proving just how powerful that attack was.

The only thing left in the flattened inner region around me are some plateaus in the distance, a few Class S magicians looking at me in shock from those plateaus, and the massive corpse of the dragon. One that is now empty of mana.

Hmm.

There are a lot of cameras over there. And the replacement camera for the one that was destroyed is here too.

I glance down at my ruined armor. Then I shrug.

Meh. It’s still covering what needs to be covered.

With the thought of my armor already forgotten, I climb to my feet, pull out my spare swords – since they prepared four of them for me just in case without thinking I’d need the spares – and put them in my sheaths. Then I walk over to the corpse and put it into my storage.

There we go. I’ve got my target.

On another note, I can’t help but notice a few things about my surroundings.

For one, other than the fact that everything’s been leveled for several hundred meters, the area is also coated so much in corrupt mana that it’s like the radiation left behind by a nuclear explosion. To the point that it’s just soaked into everything. Making the environment here more like what I’m guessing the central region must be like in terms of corrupt mana density.

Which also explains why none of those magicians there tried to enter this area and steal the corpse of my prey.

Because they’re not safe in this area thanks to the dragon’s last hurrah.

Anyway, now that I have a good target for the trial, I can make my way to the central region to check it out. And if there isn’t anything I can hunt there, then I can just call it a good experience for my experiments and research before leaving and using the dragon as my prey.

I ignore the camera as I start making my way in the direction of the central region. Where the corrupt mana is the thickest by far.

All while the other Class S magicians stare at me with who knows what on their minds.

But after several minutes pass, the magicians all seem to lose interest and head away from the destroyed region. No doubt returning to their own hunts.

One thing I did notice though is that no one seemed upset about me taking the leftovers of other magicians hunt. Even the curse magician who I noticed was at the edge of the region as well didn’t seem upset.

She just seemed resigned.

Like she was already expecting it.

Then again, she can’t say anything even if she was upset since she used me as bait.

At least I won’t have to deal with that.

I try to put my hands back in my pockets as I walk towards the central region, only to frown when I realize my pockets were destroyed.

Damnit.

I let out a sigh as I continue walking without a word to the camera following me.
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Crimson feels amused as he watches the Undying Magician making his way towards the central region of the Toxic Frosts. A place that has never been explored before thanks to the sheer density of corrupt mana infesting it.

Even Crimson has never been there. Albeit more because he has no reason to go there than any inability to go there.

What amuses Crimson though isn’t Nathan’s action of heading towards the central region. It’s not even the sight of the chat in the livestream talking as if Nathan is already guaranteed to pass the second trial. Which Crimson actually agrees with based on the prey shown so far by the other trial takers.

The dragon is the most powerful beast outside of the central region. And the other trial takers won’t be getting anywhere near the central region.

So the dragon makes for an instant pass if a trial taker manages to slay it.

No. What amuses Crimson is Nathan’s attitude towards it all. How he just sat back and watched before claiming the dragon as his own after the other two magicians failed to slay it. And how he just nonchalantly heads to the central region out of pure curiosity.

He’s already got the perfect prey to win and could easily leave the entire Toxic Frosts with it right now. But instead of doing that, he’s entering the most dangerous location in all of the Toxic Frosts.

Just because he’s curious about what’s in there.

Crimson can’t help but find the kid interesting. Especially since he’s so similar to Crimson himself.

The First Tower Master was always the curious sort. He’s done whatever he felt like doing whenever.

And his talent in magic has always carried him through everything. So he’s barely faced any consequences for his actions.

Not that he’s ever done anything considered evil. After all, if he did, then he wouldn’t be so popular.

Crimson rubs his chin for a few seconds as he watches Nathan head towards the central region. Then he glances at the other livestreams to see the other magicians continuing their hunt. With a few of them deciding to team up to try and take down other corrupt dragons.

They even sign a magical contract bound by blood to make sure they follow through and hunt one for each of those participating. A product of Crimson’s own making that makes quite a bit of money and forces people to act according to the terms of the contract lest their blood gets ripped out of their bodies.

There are other products out on the market similar to Crimson’s blood contract, but none of them are as effective. Since there are no other blood affinity magicians in the world right now, and there are no magicians as powerful as Crimson.

Crimson doesn’t feel any confidence in the other Class S magicians working towards hunting dragon beasts though. Because the sound magician who died to the first dragon beast was one of the strongest magicians of the trial takers. So only one of the groups working towards hunting dragon beasts actually has a large chance at succeeding.

And that’s the group made up of the curse magician, the reflect magician, and the gravity magician.

Three of the strongest magicians in the trial other than the anti-matter magician and the sound magician.

Crimson continues watching them for a little while before focusing on Nathan again as the Undying Magician finally gets in sight of the central region. Which is in the form of a single strange mountain.

One in the form of a volcano.

Except one made of ice.

That’s a curious formation.

The chat thinks the same as it goes wild. Especially when the ice volcano spews out cold water that freezes the instant it touches the ground, along with massive chunks of ice and frigid mist.

But the chat goes even more wild when a loud cawing sound echoes out from the direction of the volcano.

Similar to the sound a hawk makes.

Crimson taps his chin as he watches the livestream. Feeling his curiosity growing.

He has gone into numerous mana infested locations over his years to gather materials. So he doesn’t really care about seeing a new beast.

But he is more curious about how Nathan will handle the situation than about the beast.

How an immortal will handle the situation.

Will he be able to kill the creature? Or will he flee after failing to kill it?

Crimson can even see the situation of the Undying Magician ending up frozen solid by the creature, leading to him being stuck there for a while and potentially even missing the deadline for submitting his prey.

The chat continues going wild as Nathan enters the central region, which is flooded with so much corrupt mana that the boy is constantly flooded with corrupt mana running throughout his entire body. So much that his pale skin is mostly covered in purplish black veins of corrupt mana to the point that Crimson can barely even see his skin.

And his eyes are partially solidifying even as they noticeably revert at the same time.

Making for a constant cycle of reversion and corruption.

Almost like a tug-of-war match.

But Nathan just ignores it all as he continues walking into the central region, which doesn’t appear to have any other beasts in sight of the drone.

They were all probably killed by the ruler of the mana infested region.

Crimson crosses his arms as he looks out over the city beneath the balcony he’s standing on while watching the livestream. Just seeing the massive amounts of people down in the city that gathered for the trials.

Then he focuses on the livestream again while wondering just what he should do about the situation in the abandoned continents.

Perhaps I can assist the boy with that problem of his for giving me this entertainment. Just a little bit.
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Huh.

This is interesting. And painful.

The central region isn’t exactly like what I was expecting.

Actually, it’s almost nothing like what I was expecting.

Because I was absolutely not expecting an ice volcano. Much less that loud cawing sound that makes me think the ruler of this infested region is some sort of bird.

I was kind of expecting a larger ice dragon or something. Not a bird.

Then there’s the fact that I don’t see even a single other beast in this region. Not even one.

It’s just completely empty other than the ice, snow, and very obvious danger.

Well then.

I purse my lips while ignoring the pain flooding every inch of my body from the corrupt mana flooding me. And a small part of me actually feels like turning around and leaving the Toxic Frosts. Since I know there’s no way I’ll be able to fight this thing.

The only reason I could kill the dragon was because it was significantly weakened, disabled, and injured. Letting me attack it with ease.

But this thing won’t be weakened, disabled, or injured. And it’ll be far stronger than the dragon was.

I stand at the edge of the central region for several seconds before eventually deciding to head inside and at least get a look at the thing. Since it might help my research if I see something this powerful.

Mostly I’m just curious though.

So I begin heading through the rather dangerous region as ice and frozen water fall from the sky. Only to find myself being frozen solid when the icy water ends up hitting me. Despite me using fire mana to block it.

Turning me into an ice statue.

Um…

Hmm.

I try to break out of the ice with my physical strength, but I find myself unable to do so. After that I try melting it with fire.

But that doesn’t work either.

Leaving me stuck here in the ice.

And to make matters worse, more of the water splashes down on my already frozen self. Expanding the ice around me.

I refuse to be turned into a decoration for this region.

With that thought in mind, I begin using both fire to melt the ice and my physical strength. And when I do both, I finally find the ice cracking ever so slightly.

So I keep pushing and melting the ice. But right when I’m about to break out of the ice, a large chunk of ice from the volcano flies straight at me. Crushing the ice statue and me along with it. Making me black out in the process.

What’s probably a few seconds later, I find myself regaining consciousness while lying flat on my back on the ground.

Well that was annoying.

I climb to my feet before continuing my way through the flat region around the volcano. Except that I try as hard as I can to avoid the icy water splashing everywhere from the volcano whenever it erupts.

To no avail though. Since there’s just too much of it.

Even with my physical abilities, I still can’t avoid the icy water. Which is ridiculous.

And thanks to that, I find myself repeatedly being frozen before breaking free and continuing on. Just to be frozen again.

But I still manage to very slowly make my way to the volcano. Where I finally enter the caves under it through a small cave entrance on the side of the volcano.

I let out a sigh of relief now that I’m past the annoying part. Then I continue moving through the caves.

Until I find something rather unexpected.

A large ice cave filled with spider webs made out of string-like ice, along with hundreds of spiders made of ice. With all of the creatures having far more mana than anything in the inner region had. Except the dragon.

Although they still have around seventy percent of the mana that the dragon has.

I purse my lips at the sight of the spiders. Meanwhile the spiders turn to look in my direction as well.

At least for the ones near the entrance. Which are the weaker ones.

A few seconds pass in silence before I immediately run the hell away. Because getting captured here sounds like hell.

I’m not blind enough to miss those other beasts captured in the spiders’ webs that are currently being eaten alive. Nor am I arrogant enough to not realize that I’m gonna end up just like those things if I try to fight them.

But it’ll be even worse for me since I can’t die. So I’ll just be eaten alive forever.

Until I can break away, that is.

Six of the spiders immediately begin chasing after me at incredible speeds. Only for them to drastically slow down after they leave their webs.

Fortunately for me, the largest spider that I’m guessing is probably the mother or queen of the nest, doesn’t go after me. In fact, she just straight up ignores me even after glancing at me.

Is it arrogant or something? Feeling absolutely confident that the other spiders will drag me back?

Or maybe it just doesn’t care about me.

Regardless, I run as fast as I can. Occasionally dodging the icy strings fired at me by the spiders. Although I ignore the poison they spew at me since it doesn’t actually do anything beyond paralyzing parts of me that instantly regain movement before I even finish my step.

The chase continues all throughout the tunnels. But no matter how long I run, I can’t seem to find the entrance for some reason.

So I just continue to run away from the spiders, who refuse to give up on chasing me, for hours.

But I eventually figure out why I can’t find the entrance when I see the tunnel shifting to open up a new direction and close a previous one.

I grit my teeth at the sight as I continue running through the new path.

This cave system is bullshit.
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A few hours pass as I run the hell away from the spiders. But nothing I do works to make them stop chasing me.

I try to make the tunnel cave in, but my attacks don’t do shit to the tunnel itself. No doubt due to the immense amount of corrupt mana filling every bit of ice making up the ice cave system.

I try to fire off blasts of flames and miasma at the spiders themselves, but my attacks don’t even melt a single drop of the ice spiders’ bodies, or leave a dent.

And when I manage to pull one spider away from the others, the thing literally shrugs off my blade. Even with the blade being coated in fire.

So the spiders are just fucking overpowered.

Which makes me strongly regret deciding to enter the volcano.

The reason I thought it was fine was because I was under the assumption that the ruler of the Toxic Frosts was the only beast in the central region. Simply because I didn’t see any other beasts in all of the area around the volcano.

It never crossed my mind that there might be other beasts inside of the volcano itself.

I grit my teeth at my own arrogance. Which has probably grown a bit too much over time.

But the spiders don’t care about my own self-reflection. They just continue the chase while firing off string and poison at me.

Oh, and they completely destroy the drone following me. One of the spiders even wraps it in a cocoon and drags it off back to their nest.

So I guess the viewers are helping me in their own way.

They decreased the number of spiders by one after all.

Something strange happens right as the spiders are finally catching up to me though. With their paralysis managing to hit my legs from more than one of the spiders at the same time, stopping me from running for a bit.

The moment a tunnel changes right next to us, opening a new path that spews out a massive amount of cold mist, the spiders freeze in place and start pacing back and forth. So I take advantage of their pause to run right into the tunnel the moment the paralysis is reverted.

And, as if waiting for me, the tunnel seals itself back up right behind me. With the spiders not getting anywhere near the tunnel.

All the way until the tunnel seals itself.

I grit my teeth as I feel mentally exhausted by that chase. Then I slowly turn to look deeper into the tunnel.

Something tells me that I know what’s down this path. But at the same time, I don’t have much choice but to down this way.

The spiders are still behind the wall. I can sense them there through my mana senses and life senses.

So they’re just waiting for me. They aren’t going anywhere.

I take a deep breath before beginning to make my way down the tunnel. Through the thick icy mists.

All the way until I turn a corner and see a bright pale blue light shining through the mist. But despite that, I can’t see very clearly through the mists. Even with my supernatural vision.

Until I get within a few meters of the light, that is.

After getting that close, I finally begin to see what’s beyond the tunnel.

And what I see sends a chill down my spine.

The tunnel opens into the volcano’s crater, as I expected. But what I wasn’t expecting was what is inside of the crater.

There’s a massive pool of some sort of liquid-like ice that’s just flowing around like water. With mist expelling from it that’s colder than anything I’ve ever seen in my life.

The mist is so cold it’s trying to freeze me whenever I stay in place for more than a second. Making it so I have to continue moving to not freeze.

And I’m not even in the crater yet.

But what’s more terrifying than the liquid ice, which is occasionally shooting out chunks of ice and bits of water out of the volcano, is the sight of the ruler at the center of it all. Just bathing in the liquid ice as if it were normal.

It may just be the most powerful creature I have ever seen in my life. Possibly even stronger than Crimson.

Actually, it probably is stronger than Crimson. Just less intelligent, so he may still be able to hunt it.

But putting that aside, the creature is massive. Spanning about fifty meters in height, with a wingspan over twice its height. And it has actual veins of pale blue mana running through its body. With pale blue wings and pitch black almost purple claws and solidified eyes.

What’s most surprising though is that the creature isn’t made of ice.

It’s made of flesh and blood. Albeit with what looks like liquid ice running through its veins and even dripping from its beak.

I feel myself clenching and unclenching my fist at my side at the sight of the massive hawk that’s just bathing in the liquid ice crater of the volcano.

A creature so terrifying that the spiders won’t even come near it.

Despite my entering its tunnel, they were so afraid that they just abandoned their prey and stayed at the edge of the mist.

The hawk has so much mana that it’s like a damn sun.

Just looking at it hurts my mana senses.

And something tells me that if I touch that liquid ice, I’ll be frozen in here for quite a while. Just because I’d be freezing and likely falling into the liquid ice. Where I’ll end up stuck in a block of ice even with me reverting repeatedly.

Hmm.

I would try to dig my way through the tunnel out of the volcano, but that won’t work. Not when I can’t even scratch the ice of the tunnels.

So I only have one option.

I look from the liquid ice to the hawk that seems to be ignoring me – that or not even noticing me – and then towards the sides of the crater.

Time to climb out of here.
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I feel genuinely tense and frightened as I climb up the side of the volcano. Trying as hard as I can to remain silent and to not catch the hawk’s attention.

All in the hopes that I make it out of this central region without being frozen alive.

Because, while being frozen alive for ages isn’t torturous like the spiders eating me alive, it would still make me miss my trial deadline. Meaning I’d fail the trial if I get frozen here.

Most likely.

I still have about two or so weeks left of the trial. But I doubt that will be enough time to escape if I’m caught.

So I quietly climb up the side of the crater. Slowly moving so as to avoid any chunks of ice that blast out from the liquid ice. All the way until I find myself slipping about halfway up the side of the crater thanks to a chunk of ice flying straight at me.

Even then, though, I manage to stay on the side of the crater. And I don’t feel any danger from behind me, so I’m probably-

My thoughts come to a grinding halt when I glance behind me at the hawk to find the beast staring straight at me with its incredibly creepy eyes.

Then a brief moment of silence passes as the two of us just stare at each other. But, to my surprise, the beast eventually turns away and begins to take a nap in the liquid ice.

Completely ignoring my existence despite clearly knowing I’m here.

Holy shit…

I feel myself relaxing a little before I quickly begin to make my way up the rest of the volcano’s mouth. Eventually jumping out over the edge of the crater and running for my life down the volcano’s side. Only occasionally pausing from time to time when I get frozen by the splashing liquid ice of the volcano’s eruptions.

And after spending over an entire day just to get out of the central region, I finally find myself making it back to the inner region.

That was probably a bad idea, but I did get some stuff out of it. I still remember everything I saw in the crater. How the mana was formed to create those chunks of ice. How the hawk’s body was made.

And to top it all off, when I was at the top of the crater, a feather shot to slam into the ice next to me. Even though the hawk itself didn’t show any interest in me.

So I took the feather with me before running.

A smile spreads across my face as I begin heading out of the inner region with a massive feather made partially of flesh and partially of ice held with both my hands. Simply because the thing is too big for even me to hold with just one hand despite my strength.

Although mostly because it weighs a lot more than it looks.

What I find most interesting about it though is that it seems to still be generating ice mana even as I hold it. And it’s not the toxic, corrupt mana that is infesting this entire region.

No.

It’s generating pure, regular ice mana.

As if the creature was just a regular human.

Not a beast.

I glance in the direction Incendia left in to explore a while back, before eventually deciding to just ask Incendia about this feather later. Because something tells me that beast in the volcano isn’t a beast at all.

That it’s a mythical creature just like Incendia.

It’s the only reason I can think of for why it didn’t attack me, and why it doesn’t have corrupt mana despite living in the center of a mana infested region.

Although… it’s eyes were still very clearly corrupt. So maybe it is a corrupt beast, but not fully corrupt?

A corrupt mythical creature, perhaps?

Whatever it is, the creature didn’t try to harm me at all. It seems to have even given me a gift in the form of this feather.

I purse my lips before nodding my head. Then I try to put the feather in my storage, only to find the thing suddenly trembling before flying right out of my storage again when the storage portal is about to shut.

That makes me blink in surprise.

Huh?

And to make matters even more confusing, the feather continues to tremble while floating in front of me before it shrinks down to the size of a hand, following which it just sticks itself into a pocket of my armor. Armor that is currently brand new as I’ve already exchanged my previous damaged armor with fresh armor.

Is this feather… alive?

That’s weird.

I need access to lab tools to study it.

On another note, I look up to I see a new drone approaching for broadcast purposes.

Hmm. That broadcast missed most of the important stuff, but it did end up helping me out with the drone being taken by the spiders…

Whatever.

I begin to head through the inner region until I eventually reach the outer region. Then I leave the outer region as well to find the edge of the Toxic Frosts.

And, of course, I find people from the Magic Towers waiting for me. What with me being broadcast live.

So I dump the dragon beast’s corpse on the ground for them to claim as my trial submission. With them pretty much confirming that I pass the trial since only two other dragons have been captured. And the other magicians that were targeting the dragons have all given up on them.

Not because their teams couldn’t kill them, but because the teams couldn’t find any more dragon beasts.

It seems the dragons aren’t exactly common.

Which makes sense at the end of the day. They’re too powerful to be common after all.

Anyway, I ignore everyone after they finish their explanation – pretty much saying that I need to wait for the rest of the trial takers to finish – as I head to my ship to rest.

Or, to be more specific, to rest for an hour or two before heading to the lab.

Because I’ve got a feather to study.
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While doing my experiments and research, I go ahead and leave the livestream running in the corner of my lab. Just to keep an eye on the other trial takers while they’re continuing their trial.

And what I find while doing that is pretty useful.

For one, about a third of the trial takers have already turned in their prey for the trial. Leaving the Toxic Frosts in the process.

Meanwhile another third of the trial takers are straight up dead. Leaving just one third left remaining in the Toxic Frosts.

And of that last third, about two thirds of them are teaming up in pairs and trios to hunt bigger prey.

Some of them even already have their prey hunted and ready but are just finishing up fulfilling their blood contract with their temporary allies to get their allies prey as well.

All in all, the second trial is starting to wrap up. And from what I’ve seen, only two other people have dragons, with one person having something nearly comparable to dragons in the form of a giant.

Literally just a beast in the form of a giant human.

Not really sure how something like that formed.

I kind of want to study it, but also don’t. Since it probably won’t help my research much.

Anyway, after spending five more days in my lab researching, experimenting, and training my mana arcs, the last of the Class S magicians finish their trials. At which point all of us trial takers are called out to a single ship hovering a little outside of the Toxic Frosts with a single raised platform as a stage at the front.

And at the very center of the platform, I find Crimson standing with his hands held behind his back and a lazy smile on his face.

Once all of us are gathered in front of the stage, with all the livestream drones flying around at every possible angle, Crimson begins speaking, “The winners are pretty much already known through the broadcasts, so I won’t bore all of you.”

He snaps his fingers, following which a holographic screen appears behind him with ten names. No doubt the people moving onto the third trial.

And, of course, my name is at the very top of those names.

Honestly, that is slightly surprising. Mostly because I was expecting the top three or top four. Not the top position.

After all, I only took on the dragon when it was significantly weakened already. Whereas the other two people who hunted a dragon did it themselves.

Then again, they did it in a group of three. So they fought the dragons three versus one.

As if in response to my thoughts, Crimson states, “Regardless of how the fights came to be how they did, if more than one individual submitted the same beast, whoever defeated it with the least help gained more points for the beast.”

Yeah. And while I did kill mine after it was weakened already, the other three killed theirs while all working together at once.

When I fought mine, I was all by myself without anyone helping me.

There is a pretty big difference between attacking something weakened alone and attacking something with two magicians just as strong as you are fighting alongside you.

And none of the people here seem to be against how it was scored. Except some of the people who didn’t make the ten, that is.

But none of them have any problems with me. They just have problems with the ones ranked ninth and tenth.

Specifically because some of the ones in a team of five magicians got in the top ten while others didn’t.

Their complaints don’t get very loud though. Especially not when Crimson spreads his mana pressure over the area with a lazy smile on his face.

Everyone gets quiet real fast after that.

“Now,” Crimson says without dropping his lazy smile. “Onto the third trial.”

Silence fills the ship, even amongst the magicians working for the tower managing things and flying said ship. Only for said silence to break when Crimson continues, “The third trial will be a simple and yet complex one. Since there are only ten trial takers remaining, we are able to do something like this. Something we normally don’t do publicly.”

The silence returns as he pauses and looks around at the curious and rather tense faces.

Something they don’t normally do publicly…

That doesn’t sound all that appealing so far.

“The trials every year involve both practical and personal tests for the trial takers, and so far both the first and second trials have been personal tests,” Crimson finally continues again, breaking the silence. “So how about we move onto a practical trials now?”

He then snaps his fingers, making several words appear on the screen that the ten of us who passed the second trial immediately look at. Meanwhile the rest of the trial takers who failed the second trial just continue focusing on each other, the ones that passed, or Crimson. With half of them curiously glancing at the screen despite not being part of the trials anymore.

Since it doesn’t matter if they see it or not. What with it being livestreamed.

As for the words on the screen?

It says, ‘Assault Trial.’

“The trial will involve you assaulting a specific designated target organization that is considered evil by society and needs to be wiped out for the good of their continent,” Crimson declares. “Every trial taker will have a different organization assigned to them, and they will be allowed to take whatever measures they wish to clear the trial. Including their own resources and their personal forces.”

All of the magicians go silent at that as everyone no doubt begins making plans to move their forces.

“Only the first eight trial takers who pass the trial will move onto the fourth trial,” Crimson declares, making me narrow my eyes a little. “And if a trial taker has not completed their trial within three months of it beginning, they will also fail.”

So this trial will be eliminating a minimum of two trial takers, with no maximum on the number it will eliminate.

“Lastly, there are no limits on what measures a magician may take to pass the trial,” Crimson says with his smile turning into a grin. “And the trial begins now. Your targets are being sent to you now via your terminals.”

Everyone immediately begins to move with more than a little surprise at the sudden start. With each one checking their terminals.

And I’m not an exception as I check my own terminal.

At which point I find my target listed as the Blacklight Group.

Well this is going to be interesting.
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“This trial is meant to test how well you can attack and defend against your enemies,” Crimson continues speaking as everyone shows various different reactions to learning which organizations they’re going after. “You need to be able to protect your Magic Tower, and to wipe out the enemies of your tower. Those are fundamental requirements for Tower Masters. Now I wish you luck. The trial begins now.”

The moment he says that, he leaves without a word. Just turning into a blob of blood before slowly dissipating into droplets of blood before disappearing entirely.

But at this point, none of the Class S magicians are paying any attention to him. They’re all focused on their targets.

Especially because, while we can choose the times the broadcast shows us, the initial announcement of the trial and its rules was broadcast to the entire world. Including our targets.

Which means that all of our targets know exactly who we’re after.

That we’re after them.

And that’s not good.

The only bright side is that our only requirement for the broadcasting is that we have to broadcast are main assault on our target. Other than that, what we broadcast is up to us.

So I go ahead and turn off the broadcast as I begin doing research on the Blacklight Group.

And while I do that, I see the other magicians around me all immediately making their way to their own ships. After which I see their own ships appearing to pick them up. With the ships they arrived on all leaving once the Class S magician it brought is gone.

These ships don’t belong to us after all.

That said, the one I came on is still going to stay, since they said I can keep using the ship throughout the entire set of trials. Simply because they know I don’t have any ship of my own to carry me.

I’m from the abandoned continents after all.

And the abandoned continents don’t have flying ships.

Anyway, from what I can find about the Blacklight Group, both from what I find online and what I learn in an intel package sent to me by the Magic Towers, I don’t have to worry about much. At all.

The Blacklight Group is strong, but they’re very independent. They are a well-known group of underworld mercenaries. But while they are technically mercenaries, they only ever side with evil organizations.

They’re also considered to be very powerful as they have a Class S magician and several Class A magicians on their side.

In fact, that’s all they have.

All of their members are at least Class A magicians, with their leader being the Class S magician.

So they’re a very small group, but they’re powerful.

In total, they have fifteen members. Fourteen Class A magicians and the Class S. And they look down on anyone who is below Class A.

As for non-magicians? They pretty much treat them as slaves to run the day to day affairs of their mercenary group. Paying them as little as possible without any actual care for their safety.

That said, they don’t kill the non-magicians or break the laws of their nation in an obvious way. And since they still pay them, they weren’t considered an illegal organization for a while.

They only recently got put on the hitlist by the nation they’re in and declared illegal by said nation. A neutral nation on the continent of Trelah. Not because they only recently turned bad or something, but because they’re a newer and undefeated organization. One that is technically still a mercenary company.

So it was only determined later on that they were a threat to the nation. After the nation’s leadership confirmed they were only taking requests from underworld organizations, with a lot of those requests being to attack the nation itself.

And thanks to the Class S magician present in the organization, the problem was directed to the Magic Tower branch in the nation. Which was then redirected to the trial.

To me.

Hmm…

The Class S magician in the organization is a dark affinity magician, while the Class A magicians are mostly just regular affinity magicians without any special affinity magicians amongst them. And the organization itself doesn’t use any non-magicians in combat.

In their eyes, non-magicians are useless.

Well, whatever. I just have to wipe them out.

And that won’t likely be difficult.

I glance at the ship hovering nearby. The one that the Magic Tower gave me to use for the trials.

They never said anything about how to use it, or what happens if it’s damaged, so…

I frown a little before nodding my head. Then I jump up and begin using my flight spell to go to my own ship. And when I get on my ship, I go ahead and set course for the organization’s base of operations.

But not before pulling out something from my storage device and setting the thing up in the engine room of the ship.

Of course, as we go, I make sure to have any of the people on the ship other than me leave the ship. With the ship itself set to go straight towards the base.

I also make sure to ask Crimson through a text what will happen if the ship is damaged or destroyed in the battle. And he just said he would replace it.

So I nod my head with a smile while heading to the front of the ship.

In that case, there’s nothing wrong with this strategy.

I pull up the internet before looking for anything I can see about the Blacklight Group again. Only to find video of them all setting up numerous defensive spells all around their base.

Interesting, but that won’t matter.

I let out a yawn as I lean over the edge of the railing. Going ahead and turning back on the broadcast at the same time.

Because I’m about to begin my assault.

When I get there, that is.
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“Is he mocking us?” Blacklight, the leader of the Blacklight Group and the only Class S magician of the group, asks with a frown on his face. And he’s not the only one wondering this as every one of the Class A magicians standing on the roof of their base wonder the same thing.

They can’t help but wonder this thanks to what they see on the Undying Magician’s broadcast. Where they find the man just leaning against the raining of his ship as the broadcast shows him gradually making his way towards their base.

Not even bothering with hiding what he’s doing, and not showing any fear or nerves in the process.

He doesn’t even seem like he cares about the mission the Magic Tower had assigned him.

Blacklight was furious when he learned about the Magic Towers assigning them as a target for a damned trial.

It’s simply humiliating for them. But despite that, he still doesn’t have the confidence to go head to head with the Magic Towers.

The Magic Towers are too powerful to have as an enemy.

Blacklight grits his teeth as he continues watching the broadcast.

The Undying Magician is a strange Class A magician who cannot die. He is the only true immortal in existence. And he is someone Blacklight even considered trying to build ties with in the future.

And now the man is coming to kill him.

The very man he had already decided he would never antagonize even if the Undying Magician expressed no interest in working with him.

All because of the trials.

Blacklight wasn’t expecting the Magic Towers to involve others in their trials. And to make matters worse, they’re even advertising to the organizations they’re targeting that they’re doing so.

On purpose.

“Keep setting up defenses,” Blacklight declares with a grim expression on his face. “The only thing we can do is to defend against his attack for the entire three month period of the trial.”

The other magicians in his group show dissatisfaction and fear at his words. Because none of them signed up for this when they joined the group.

All of them assumed they would make an enemy of the nation, and that they may make an enemy of the local branch of the Magic Tower. But none of them ever thought the main branch would target them. Much less the Undying Magician.

Even if they express the desire to leave now, though, their names are all marked as part of the group.

So the Undying Magician will continue to target them regardless.

Because of that, none of them directly express their dissatisfaction towards their leader. They just focus on building up their defenses one after another. Filling the entire base with defensive spells of all kinds.

Their base is on top of a mountain, about two hours away from any cities. And the non-magicians working the building already fled the moment they hears about the trial. With them all expressing joy at the situation.

But despite seeing that, Blacklight ignored them. Because they’re not important.

What’s important is surviving.

If they can survive for the three month period, the Undying Magician will no longer have a reason to attack them. And they can resume their previous operations.

It’s a good thing we finished that big job a few days ago…

Thanks to their last job, money won’t be an issue for the group for a while. But that doesn’t reduce Blacklight’s worry.

The main issue in Blacklight’s mind isn’t whether the Undying Magician will kill him or not. Although that’s a problem too, considering his physical abilities.

The main issue is whether he’ll hold a grudge after the three month period. When they survive and are the reason for his failure in the trial.

Blacklight sighs at that thought before continuing to set up defenses as much as he can.

All the way until they see the Undying Magician’s ship entering their sight from the roof of their base. With it approaching at a very rapid pace.

So rapid that it has Blacklight furrowing his brows.

The ship’s going so fast that it’s almost flaming as it soars through the air straight at them. While the Undying Magician himself stands leaning against the railing at the front of the ship.

Showing the very same image that they’re seeing on the broadcast screen next to them.

“Wait for the ship to slow down before calling out to him,” Blacklight orders while clenching his fist. Hoping against hope that the Undying Magician will change his mind about attacking them.

Even if he knows that’s very unlikely to happen.

But against their expectations, the ship doesn’t slow down.

In fact, the ship begins to speed up even more. Eventually sending shockwaves through the air as it pierces the skies straight towards them.

“Boss?” Blacklight hears one of the Class A magicians mutter, but his focus remains on the ship.

“Attack,” Blacklight says for a moment, only to break out of his stupor and begin casting dark magic spells to form numerous bullets that he fires off at the ship. “Attack! Now!”

The Class A magicians all attack one after another, sending missiles, bullets, blades, and all sorts of other attacks flying at the ship.

But because their attacks were delayed in their shock and therefore rushed, and because over half of their attention is focused on their defensive spells around the base, their attacks are largely shrugged off by the Magic Tower Cruiser.

Even the attacks that land on the Undying Magician himself are shrugged off as he instantly recovers from them.

Blacklight immediately tries to leave the base, only to find himself trapped by his own defensive spells.

Spells that are designed to hold for three months.

He grits his teeth before quickly preparing as many defensive spells around himself as possible.

Then the ship crashes straight into the barriers around the base, at which point it shatters one barrier after another and crashes into the base itself.

Only to explode, making Blacklight’s consciousness go dark in an instant.
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Silence spreads across every stadium showcasing the trial the moment Nathan crashes his entire ship into the building. With the ship itself exploding upon impact.

But after several seconds of silence, everyone in the stadium bursts into action. People roaring their applause, magicians shouting while trying to figure out what happened, and the commentators of the various stadiums going off trying to explain what happened.

Meanwhile the various Class S magicians across the world show different reactions as well.

Shock at the sight of the mushroom cloud left behind by whatever bomb must have been implanted into the ship before it crashed. A bomb strong enough that, when combined with the ship’s own explosion, managed to break numerous barriers and kill a Class S magician with ease. Even if said Class S magician was clearly not expecting this type of assault.

Fear at the thought of what a Class A, most likely soon to be Class S magician, without any fear of death could do if he were to try attempting various supposedly suicidal attacks against them instead.

And indifference at the death of the organization itself.

The other Class S magicians of the trial, however, show genuine irritation at the sight of one of the eight slots for passing the trial already being taken within a day of the trial starting.

Leaving just seven more slots for the trial left remaining for them.

Which only motivates them to push their planning and resources to the extreme to deal with their own targets as quickly as they possibly can. Both as a matter of pride to not be beaten by the Undying Magician so badly, and to claim their own spots for the next trial.

But one Class S magician in particular finds himself laughing so hard he almost ends up coughing as Crimson stands on the balcony of his tower. Not having expected anything like this to happen.

When he set up this trial, he was expecting it to at least take a month for any of the trial takers to complete it. Most likely two months in fact.

Not less than a day.

The longer he sees Nathan, the more pleasantly surprised he is by the man. Because every time he sees him, he’s shocked more and more.

First it was his nonchalance moving through the Toxic Frosts. Then his casually watching other magicians fight the dragon, only to steal the dragon for himself.

And then it was his boldness to explore the central region of the Toxic Frosts.

Now?

His indifference as he casually climbs to his feet – with new clothes already on by the time the smoke and dust from the explosion settles enough to see him – and looks around the area. Seemingly trying to make absolutely certain the enemy is dead.

Crimson has never once seen a Class S magician die so quickly before.

The trial took longer for him to fly over to the Class S magician than it took to kill him.

And that makes Crimson laugh so hard he completely forgets that Nathan just crashed and blew up the ship he was loaned to do it.

Of course, when he does remember that, all he does is order for another ship to go and pick him up.

A single ship doesn’t matter much in the long run when it comes to an ally of this magnitude after all.
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Well, it looks like that plan actually worked in the end. So that’s a nice surprise.

It was actually a very simple plan.

I just stuck a large bomb of my own making in the ship’s engine, then rammed the ship into the organization’s base.

Nothing more than that.

I tried to use some of the same explosives against the beasts in the Toxic Frosts, but it didn’t really work very well against them. At all.

Despite having the power to kill a Class S magician, it did even less damage to the dragon than my sword did.

From what I can tell, those beasts had some sort of explosion resistance. Plus it took a lot of extended heat and my blade itself to even cut that dragon apart.

Mostly it was the blade though.

And I didn’t even bother trying to use my handmade explosives in the ice volcano. Because that just sounds like a bad idea to use those underground.

Especially when they didn’t even do shit to the dragon.

I didn’t want to get buried.

Or aggravate the hawk.

Well, anyway, after making absolutely certain that all of the magicians from that Blacklight Group are dead, I begin walking away with my hands in my pockets. Not caring about the damage to the mountain.

My bomb wasn’t nuclear after all, so there won’t be any radiation.

The nearby city is just gonna be missing half a mountain. No big deal.

On that note, I glance at the broadcasting drone that arrived after the first one, well, blew up. Only to nod my head once and turn the thing off.

There’s no reason to broadcast anymore after all. So I won’t bother with that.

It only takes a few seconds for me to receive a call from Crimson. One telling me that he’s sent another ship my way to pick me up and bring me back to the First Magic Tower. Where I’ll be able to wait out the rest of the trial in peace.

Which will be quite nice.

Just sitting in a lab working on my spells for three months.

It may just be the most peaceful time of my life.

I find myself unable to stop smiling as I walk off the mountain, only to find a new ship arriving to pick me up. At which point I jump onto said ship and head towards the lab located within it.

Because I’ve got some improvements to make to those explosives.

Fire magic is very good when it comes to making explosive magitech. But I don’t have much to go off of in terms of magitech creation knowledge, so this was a pretty good test.

I just hope this ship has some sort of protective device against them, otherwise I won’t be able to test them while on the way to the tower.
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I end up taking it rather slowly to make my way back to the First Magic Tower. Simply because there’s no reason to rush. After all, all I’m going to be doing there is the same thing I’m already doing on my ship.

Experimenting, training, and spellcrafting.

Nothing more, nothing less.

That said, when I do make it to the First Magic Tower, the first thing I find is Crimson greeting me at the hangar. With a wide grin on his face at that.

Well, he seems happy.

The hangar itself is a private hangar for the Magic Tower, so there aren’t any paparazzi here like the last time I arrived at the First Magic Tower. But that doesn’t change the fact that I see millions of people cheering down in the streets before arriving at said hangar. During the time we were flying over said city to get to the hangar.

“Looks like you’re even more interesting than I thought,” Crimson says with a smirk on his face.

I look at him and shrug as I state, “You said to use any means to get rid of our targets. I just did that.”

He chuckles before telling me to follow him. At which point he leads me all the way to the top of his tower. Where we originally met.

Then he hands me an unknown device. One that looks kind of like a wrist watch.

“What’s this?” I ask while trying to examine the thing. But the only thing I can find about it is that it has blood mana in it.

Magitech equipment? Probably made by Crimson himself at that.

No idea what it does though.

“This is something you probably really want,” Crimson explains while walking over to his balcony and leaning over the railing at its edge with his arms crossed. “I decided I wanted to help you with a little problem you have back at your little continents. But considering everything that space magician has done to you, I thought you’d like to handle him yourself.”

My mind blanks for a moment. Then it runs as quickly as possible trying to find the meaning of his words.

And it doesn’t take long before I come to a very nice conclusion.

“Blood tracker?” I ask while looking up at the blood magician.

What else could it be?

It’s a magitech watch with a screen on it and blood mana in it. He just said he ‘thought I would like to handle him myself’ after mentioning handling that space magician for me. And it is entirely possible for a blood magician to track anyone through just a few drops of their blood.

“Correct,” Crimsons says without showing any surprise at my successful guess. “After equipping it, that device will lead you directly to the space magician. But it will only work when he is outside of the mana planes. So until then, you’ll just have to wait. You can, however, use it to learn when he leaves the mana planes and track him down afterward.”

“This is very appreciated,” I tell him with a smile on my face while putting the watch on my arm.

Normally I would be more cautious putting on a magitech item created by a blood magician, but even if his magic could permanently affect me, I’m a vampire. So my blood is mixed with death mana. Which makes it very difficult for a blood magician to control.

After all, my blood isn’t just made of blood mana. And he can’t control death mana.

So it’s fine.

“The device is made from hardened metal made by me personally and is the hardest material in the entire world,” Crimson continues while turning his gaze onto the device itself. “You can wear it in the middle of a nuclear explosion and it won’t get so much as a scratch. So don’t be worried about it being destroyed.”

Well that’s nice.

Not sure quite how I feel about wearing a watch made of blood around everywhere, but whatever. I drink blood from time to time anyways.

What’s so different about wearing something made of blood than that?

I give a firm mental nod of my head while knocking that worry out of my mind.

“Beyond that, I have one more gift for you,” Crimsons says while snapping his fingers, opening a small portal to his own storage space. Following which a set of clothes appears from it that he tosses towards me. “This is a set of self-repairing clothes tailored to your sizes and based on the colors we’ve seen you wear. It will repair itself at a rapid speed after being damaged.”

That has me raising a brow before I take a closer look at the outfit itself.

The outfit looks to be largely made out of black leather with black armor making up only a few parts with some sort of black metal. Metal that only covers shoulder plating, knee plating, metal boots, and metal gloves. Or gauntlets. Not sure what the difference is.

There’s no metal on the torso or anywhere else, and the outfit is more like a set of pants, a shirt, and a jacket over it. Just with bits of armor spread throughout.

Overall, I quite like the outfit.

Something tells me though that the main reason they made this outfit was that they got sick of seeing me ending up naked on broadcasts. Even if said broadcasts were censored.

Either way though, I’m just glad that I won’t have to constantly buy new outfits anymore.

“Of course, if the entire outfit is destroyed before it can repair, or the outfit runs out of the different mana types necessary to repair itself, the outfit won’t be repairing,” Crimson continues. “But it doesn’t require much mana to repair the outfit, so it should last for a good several months. And you can have it repaired whenever you desire simply by handing it over to one of the Magic Towers for recharging.”

“You have my gratitude,” I tell him with a smile, making him nod in return.

Then I head straight to the lab assigned to me during my stay for the next three months.
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One of the first things I do when I get to my new lab is examine my new items. Starting with the tracker.

I turn the screen on for the watch before finding a map on it with the general area around me and a circle with a line through it on one corner. Likely meaning that the doctor is currently nowhere to be found and is in a mana plane.

Good. With this thing I should be able to tell the moment he leaves the mana plane.

And just in case there’s a spy amongst our ranks, I don’t tell anyone about this other than the skeleton. Who immediately appears overjoyed by it for some reason.

It doesn’t take me long to find out why though.

Apparently the doctor has made some brief appearances over my time here. Even if those appearances have just been to briefly open a rift to battlefields where he would drop bombs on us.

The man clearly hasn’t recovered though. He’s still badly injured with an entire arm and a hand missing. With the man seemingly using his space magic to move things.

And he looks livid every time he appears.

Which makes sense.

He hasn’t stepped out of the mana plane though, even with his appearances. The doctor just opens the rifts and tosses out the bombs before closing the rifts almost immediately.

Not letting even a single attack make it through in the process.

As for healing his wounds? He shouldn’t even consider it.

The doctor’s face has been plastered across wanted posters all across the world as an ‘enemy of the Undying Magician’, along with all of his atrocities. Making it so that no healer will ever treat him.

What’s worse is that the only healers who could even heal his wound are generally nicer people.

They’re healers after all.

Magicians who use healing magic are often disconnected from the brutalities of magician combat.

Even the Class S healer magician from the abandoned continents was neutral. The nature magician.

And that’s generally the case for most of them.

But none of those neutral magicians want to make a bunch of enemies by treating a criminal. Nor would they likely treat a criminal like him in the first place.

So those wounds aren’t going away.

The only issue has been finding and keeping him in place to kill him.

And now the ‘finding him’ issue is gone too thanks to Crimson. Even if I have no idea where Crimson managed to find the doctor’s blood to track him by.

On another note, I’m very thankful that Crimson didn’t just kill him and is instead letting me do it. Because I need to do this myself.

I have to.

Things don’t feel like they’ll end unless I’m the one to personally cut his head off and burn his corpse to ash.

I catch myself clenching my fist before I shake my fist out and turn my focus to the outfit in front of me. Along with a second and third outfit that I already found in my room with a note from Crimson about it being ‘just in case’.

The sight of them make me chuckle before I examine the first one. And what I find is rather interesting.

It’s made from numerous different types of mana all formed into one object. With each of the enchantments on it designed to duplicate the different materials in the outfit to reform into a set form when damaged.

Honestly, there’s probably only one way to make a perfect outfit for me that can’t get damaged and stay damaged. But the only time magician that could do it is still not contactable.

So I’ll have to wait until either I can contact him to ask him to make one, or until I can learn to use the time mana in my own body to do it.

I’ve been focusing a lot more on raising my mana arcs and training my mana manipulation for a while now. Rather than trying to split an arc of time and space mana from my body into my mana arcs.

But when I finally reach Class S and have a comfortable control of mana manipulation, I should go back and continue that research.

Because it would be very nice to learn time magic.

Space magic too, but right now, time magic is more important.

All to make it so I no longer end up streaking.

I give a firm nod of my head at that thought before going ahead and placing the three outfits in my storage device. Then I head over to my lab.

It’s best not to wear them when experimenting. Considering that it would be a waste if they ended up completely destroyed immediately after getting them.

Simply because I was testing explosives while wearing them.

Lucky for me, this Magic Tower does, in fact, have insulation against explosives for their labs. Which makes it perfectly fine to test my explosive magitech devices here.

I have learned something in this latest battle after all.

Explosives are good tools to use when I don’t have to worry about dying.

Just explode both myself and my enemies. Then deal with the aftermath.

Not many people expect a suicide bomber after all.

Although, considering how I just broadcast myself crashing a ship with an explosive in it to kill a Class S magician, I doubt it’ll work quite as well the next time around.

Still. It’ll still work to a degree.

I just have to make sure it doesn’t destroy my new lovely outfits.

That thought gives me pause before I begin genuinely considering if maybe I should try adding explosion resistance to these outfits. But after a few probes at the outfits themselves, I find that they already have too much mana and enchantments on them.

So I can’t really fit more.

A shame.

Anyway, time to experiment with explosives.
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The next three months pass by rather peacefully. Albeit with a lot of explosions coming from my lab thanks to my experiments. But I manage to improve all of my magitech explosive devices over my time here.

Especially with the help of both studying other explosive magitech devices here and getting some tutoring from Juan’s family.

A family that is suspiciously more supportive after my accomplishments in the trials thus far.

Not that I particularly mind.

Anyway, my explosives are now at least three times stronger than before. And they’re still not nuclear. Which means they’re still safe for me to use near cities.

As for my mana arc training?

I’ve managed to raise my mana arcs all the way to six hundred. Both thanks to the lovely training device they have, and the fact that I don’t care about accidentally ripping my mana arcs as they just recover immediately.

So I can be a lot more reckless than others when training them and not have to worry.

For my mana manipulation?

I’m actually nearing the bare minimum for mana manipulation. I can cast a lot of basic spells without needing spell circles anymore.

And that should help a lot in combat.

I finally leave my lab a couple days before the end of the third trial. Mostly because the trial is pretty much over already.

Just a couple hours ago I got word about the eighth Class S magician completing their trial with a couple days to spare.

Which means this trial is effectively done.

It was rather interesting to see how the other magicians completed their own trials though. Since I’ve had the broadcast on in a corner of my lab to glance at during my experiments.

And all of them did different things to get to their goal of wiping out their targets.

But at the same time, they all used their own forces to do it. They brought magicians, soldiers, and firepower from their own nations.

One of them was on a siege for the entire time we’ve been on this trial. With that being the one who just finished the trial.

They were sieging their target’s fortress base in some supposedly backwater desert country.

Then there was one who was scouring the ocean because their target organization was known to have their main base set up somewhere in the waters. And they fortunately had a relatively decent tracker, albeit not a perfectly accurate one.

So they eventually found the organization after a month of searching before wiping them out without much trouble.

Other than them, there’s a magician who just straight up walked into their target’s headquarters and wiped them out on their own. Both through the use of assassin techniques and some sort of reflect magitech item made by their own reflect affinity. One that reflects spells back at the caster.

Because, as it turns out, the reflect affinity magician is also an assassin.

Which was interesting to find out.

There’s also a hired killer amongst the trial takers who is the complete opposite of the Blacklight Group. They’re a hired killer that only targets these ‘evil organizations’ and no one else.

They just acted as if it was a normal job and successfully cleared the trial within a month apparently.

Overall, it was interesting to see the many different ways for the magicians to clear the trial. Both with their own forces, some using an entire army to clear it, and some with just themselves. Like the assassin.

I make my way through the First Magic Tower in the direction of the meeting place. Where the other trial takers are gathering.

From what I understand, this fourth trial should be another elimination one. Except that it’ll eliminate four trial takers instead of two.

Then the fifth trial will determine who amongst the four remaining trial takers will pass the trials and become a Tower Master.

And I have no clue what the remaining trials will be like because all of the trials have been so drastically different from any past years’ trials.

Regardless though, I don’t really care. I just want to finish up with these trials and head back to deal with the war.

At this rate they’ll finish the war without me.

And that would be a shame.

I purse my lips at that thought before eventually shrugging.

Well, whatever.

As long as they don’t kill the doctor without me.

I don’t particularly have any grudges against the Collective Kingdoms after all.

With that thought in mind, I continue making my way through the Magic Tower until I arrive at the meeting point. And when I do, I immediately find Crimson appearing floating in the air over the balcony that is said meeting point. Then he begins clapping and announces, “Congratulations on passing the third trial! But the next trial won’t be so easy!”

All eight of us look up at Crimson as he smiles down at us with numerous drones scattered in the air above us.

“The fourth trial will be a very simple one! But at the same time, it will be difficult for some of you!” Crimson continues before snapping his fingers, making a few words appear above himself in blood. “It’s an exam!”

I blink at that.

An… exam?

The words above him state, ‘Magic Tower Entry Exam’.

Seriously?

“This exam will ask you various questions about yourself and we will decide if you are worthy of becoming a Tower Master based on your answers!” Crimson declares with a faint grin spreading across his face. The man clearly enjoying this. “If your personality traits are determined to have potential benefit towards the Magic Towers, or if you might be a detriment based solely on your selfish and destructive nature. We will soon see where you all stand.”

Something tells me I won’t have to worry about this exam.

Simply because I highly doubt they’ll fail me considering how they literally changed the first trial so that I can participate.

Also, I have a very normal personality. And very much not destructive.

So things should be fine.
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Unlike the other trials, this particular trial isn’t actually broadcast. Probably because they don’t want any form of cheating being possible.

They simply bring all eight of us to different rooms and begin the quiz right away.

As for the questions in the quiz? They’re rather simple.

The first question is simply asking me what I would do if the abandoned continents were attacked by some type of force, whether another country or even a beast from a mana infested region.

And my answer is just as simple.

I’d defend it and return to my lab after finishing.

The second question is also a simple one. And it’s asking how I would handle trade on the abandoned continents with the Magic Towers.

Which is also a simple answer as I just answer that I’d let them do what they wish.

I don’t really care what they do as long as they’re not breaking the law or trying to kill each other.

So the questions continue one after another, with a lot of them being questions aimed more at trying to parse my morals, and the remaining questions being about plans I may have and actions I might take as a Tower Master.

Overall, it’s a big waste of time for me as I don’t really care about any of it.

The only reason I’m becoming a Tower Master in the first place is because it expands our abandoned continents into the wider world. And for some additional resources for my training and research.

That’s all.

The actual power, influence, and status as a Tower Master doesn’t matter to me whatsoever.

All I care about are my experiments and growing stronger while protecting my territory. Which is pretty much just the Undying Caverns. Even if I’m technically the leader for the Kingdom of the Fallen right now. Other than the skeleton.

As for the possibility of lying in the quiz section?

I don’t bother.

Not only do I rather doubt it would work, since there are probably ways for a blood magician to tell if someone is lying or not, but I just for some reason feel it’s a bad idea.

I’m not sure why though.

It’s like my instinct is just telling me to be honest.

So I’m gonna be honest.

And after finishing every answer and being let out of the room, I find rather quickly that I’m the first trial taker finished with the trial. Which gives me time to go back to my lab and continue my research. This time on that feather.

I was distracted before, but now is a good time to focus on the feather.

Especially when Incendia flies through my open balcony and lands on my outstretched arm.

“So, did you figure anything out?” I ask with a slight frown as I take out the icy feather with my other hand.

Incendia nods before stating, “It is a feather of the Frost Bird. But the feather has somehow become corrupted over time and isn’t the same.”

“Probably a result of it living in a mana infested region,” I mutter while examining the feather.

That does clear things up though.

The ruler of that mana infested region really is a mythical creature just like Incendia.

Just one that has been corrupted a bit.

Not entirely, considering the purity of this feather, but a bit.

That would also explain why the hawk didn’t try to attack me when it saw me.

I’m kind of curious what it would do if it saw Incendia. But I specifically didn’t want to bring her to the central region of the mana infested region because it would likely be too dangerous for her.

And it really was. So that was a good idea.

Anyway, when I start to experiment with the feather, I find quite a few things interesting about it.

For one, when I try to pluck any tiny parts of the feather, I can’t. I literally cannot damage it at all.

The feather is as solid as ice despite being soft to the touch and lightweight.

Then there’s the fact that it freezes everything it touches besides me.

If I poke the wall with the feather? I get a frozen wall.

If I poke a test subject animal with the feather? I get a frozen test subject. One that isn’t even dead but more like in a frozen hibernation.

And if I poke some sort of metal object like a set of armor with it?

Frozen armor.

Everything the feather touches but me turns into a popsicle.

“It must mean the frost bird has acknowledged you as worthy,” Incendia says, surprising me for a moment. “As it should.”

The faintest hint of a smile spreads across my face at that, before it fades again as I continue a few more experiments.

But everything comes out with the same result.

The feather cannot be damaged, melted, or altered in any way. And anything I try just ends up freezing whatever I try to use.

So I give up on that endeavor and put the feather back into my storage device. Which works perfectly well since I’m simply putting it through a portal into my little closed off section of the mana plane of fire.

Although I can’t help but notice the fire mana in the plane avoiding the hell out of the feather.

Which is interesting. How fire mana seems to avoid the feather at all costs.

That’s something else to experiment later on, for sure.

Anyway, with all that done, I send Incendia out again to keep an eye on the people of the city below when I get word that the quiz trial is over. And that they’re calling us all back to that same balcony as before for the results.

I’m kind of curious how the people will react to this.

And about how well I did.

So with that thought in mind, I clean up my lab and begin making my way up to the balcony again.
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When I get to the balcony again, I find the other Class S magicians already here waiting. So Crimson immediately begins speaking the moment I arrive, with all of the drones in the air beginning to record us at the same time.

“Now, I’m sure many of you are wondering just what sort of quiz that was and how we’re going to select who passes this trial!” Crimson exclaims while crossing his arms. “But what I’m sure a lot of you weren’t expecting is that this particular trial has a hidden component to it.” He raises a brow. “Anyone able to guess what that is?”

No one says anything as all of the trial takers begin to show different signs of confusion.

If I had to guess, judging by that instinct I was feeling before…

“That’s right! It looks like the Undying Magician’s got it!” Crimson exclaims, drawing me into his little show. “Now, what do you think is the answer?”

I meet his gaze before glancing at the others to find them all looking at me. Then I just shrug and answer, “No lying.”

The instant I say that, two of the other trial takers show hints of surprise and worry, with their eyes widening. Which pretty much declares that they lied.

None of the others seem to care.

“And he’s correct!” Crimson says, continuing with a grin before he turns his attention towards the two who showed that suspicious reaction. “I happen to be able to tell when someone is lying through checking their very blood. And if that’s not enough, I’ve had both the Eleventh Tower Master and the Nineteenth Tower Master check as well. Alas, before you say anything about them not being in the room to check, I made sure all of the quizzes were staggered so that they could be there for each one of your quizzes. With a special stealth spell of my own design to hide them from your senses.”

He snaps his fingers before two magicians appear next to him in the sky. One that has soul magic, which I recognize from the abandoned continents, and the other who has some sort of mental affinity.

Both of whom could easily tell if someone’s lying.

“As for who lied on their quizzes?” Crimsons says in a rather dark tone while staring at the two who were acting suspicious. “Now that would be the Unbreakable Magician and the Torrential Magician. Please leave both of you as I do not like liars. It’s simply deceptive towards your own fellow Tower Masters, and I will not have that.”

The two magicians grit their teeth with clear irritation and anger on their faces, but they still leave quietly. Without a single word of complaint.

Probably afraid of Crimson.

“Which leaves six of you remaining,” Crimson says as he turns his focus onto the rest of us with a smile. “This is where your answers begin to matter.”

The two magicians by Crimson’s side leave without a word, clearly having no more reason to be here. Although they do give me a polite nod before doing so. Ignoring the rest of the magicians here.

I return their nods while Crimson continues speaking, “The questions in this quiz have no exact answer, but are more to determine the character of the trial takers. And the character we desire the most here in the Magic Towers is that of a Tower Master willing to protect their Magic Tower and place of power. Someone who heavily invests in magic and training and is not lazy. Someone who will benefit the Magic Towers but still work towards their own self interests.”

To my surprise, three more of the trial takers here begin to show disappointment. Likely having realized their answers don’t quite fit with what the Magic Towers are looking for.

But what’s even more surprising is just how well my answers fit.

Which is interesting.

“Without further ado, the four magicians who have passed the fourth trial are as follows,” Crimson says before snapping his fingers, making a hologram with four names on it appear above him. “Nathan Fox, Reflata Cordou, Richard de Folde, and Aritonia Glace. Congratulations, you have passed the fourth trial and will be moving onto the final trial!”

I read the names on the hologram to find the very same names he just called out shining in different colors. Each unique to the magician the name belongs to.

Good. Just one more trial left by the sounds of it.

The other three magicians who passed with me show some visible relief before nodding their heads as well.

Unsurprisingly, all three of them are amongst the magicians who stood out from the very beginning.

Reflata Cordou, the reflect special affinity magician.

Richard de Folde, the anti-matter special affinity magician.

And Aritonia Glace, the curse special affinity magician who used me as bait.

All three of them are very powerful. Each with the bare minimum of nine thousand arcs of mana. Which is more than the skeleton has by at least a thousand arcs of mana.

Not quite as much as the magician who picked me up from the abandoned continents though.

Crimson waits for the two magicians who lost despite not lying to leave, then he continues speaking, “Now for what everyone has been waiting for! The announcement of the final trial!”

My eyes narrow a little at that.

“This trial will be a free-for-all between each of the four remaining magicians, and the winner takes all!” Crimson continues while crossing his arms again. “I call this trial, the ‘Holder of the Crown’ competition! And it will be broadcast live from a grand stadium for all to enjoy!”

Holder of the Crown? And it’s a free for all?

By the sounds of it, it’s likely some sort of capture the flag type of competition. Except with a crown.

This… is going to be interesting, to say the least.
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“The Holder of the Crown final trial will commence in one week, and it will be in the Tower Stadium located deep underneath the Magic Tower,” Crimson declares. “The goal of the trial will be a simple one. Wear the golden crown on your head for the longest period of time. Whoever succeeds in that will be declared the winner and will become the next Tower Master.”

I narrow my eyes a little at his words.

This doesn’t seem-

“Magic will not be usable on the crown itself as it is made purely of anti-magic mana in solid form,” Crimson continues, making my brows rise in surprise.

-that hard.

“The only way to claim the crown from someone else’s head is to either take it off their head yourself with your bare hands, or kill the crown’s current wearer,” Crimson says as numerous rules appear on a screen above him. “Killing is entirely permissible in this trial, but not a requirement. The time a crown is worn will be tracked through a point system, with every second the crown is worn by a trial taker giving a single point that will be shown on a wide screen alongside the trial taker’s name. And the winner will be determined by whoever has the most points in the end, or whoever is left standing if the other trial takers are slain or surrender.”

Alongside the rule’s screen, another screen appears. One showing an enormous stadium located underground.

Holy shit, that’s big…

The stadium’s arena itself is practically an entire mountain range in size. Spanning thousands of kilometers from one side to the other.

It’s so large that the bleachers for the stadium have a special one-way glass lining the arena that seems to be able to show whatever the specific viewer wishes to see. Letting them focus on specific trial takers in the arena.

I’m honestly not sure how they managed to make something like this.

Unfortunately, just like with my past trials, Incendia can’t participate.

Not that I was expecting her to be able to.

That said, the arena itself is just a flat metal ground. Which kind of looks rather boring.

“I’m sure a lot of you are thinking that this arena is boring, but…” Crimson says, practically reading my mind as he snaps his fingers. Instantly making the arena change to form a large mountain range. “This arena can change in an instant, altering its entire field in the process. And we will be having it change fields once every hour on the dot. Furthermore, the trial itself will last for twelve entire hours.”

Okay, that doesn’t sound quite as easy, but it’s more interesting at least.

I do feel it might be a little unfair though.

For the other trial takers.

Because part of this trial is very obviously stamina and mana preservation. Making sure you don’t run out of mana right away.

Especially when Crimson adds one more rule, stating, “Mana regeneration within the arena will be cut in half as well. So make sure to avoid using any Tier X spells.”

And the way he says it with a sharp grin on his face makes his intentions clear for all to see.

While it could easily be said that this trial is well designed, it’s also heavily advantageous for me. Since this trial is a mixture of combat and pacing.

But I don’t have to care whatsoever about pacing myself.

My strongest aspect in this trial isn’t my magic.

It’s my own body.

My physical strength and infinite stamina.

The other Class S magicians can’t use their overwhelming Class S magic on me without wasting all of their mana. Because if they do waste all of their mana, and they find that they can’t hold me in place for the entire twelve hours…

Then I’ll just slaughter the other three or force them to surrender after I’m free.

That said, they definitely still have a chance. It’s just that this trial was designed to give me a good shot as well.

After all, the three Class S magicians each have around nine thousand to nine thousand five hundred mana arcs.

Meanwhile I have six hundred.

They have at least fifteen times my maximum mana capacity.

“Of course, if the Class S magician isn’t immediately killed in battle and is deemed by the judge to be completely defeated with no chance to come back, the judge, myself of course, can declare them as having lost,” Crimson continues speaking, drawing our gazes back to him from the screen showing the arena. “This is to minimize the number of deaths amongst you. After all, each one of you is a powerhouse for your countries, and it would be a shame for any of you to die.”

I can’t help but raise a brow at that. Mostly due to the fact that there were already several Class S magician deaths in the Toxic Frosts trial.

Including the sound magician I saw get pulverized by that dragon I turned in as prey.

I guess he only cares about the ones that make it this far?

Either that or he just doesn’t want to deal with sore losers in the case of a winner who doesn’t wish to kill.

On another note, the curse magician is probably going to be a massive pain in the ass to deal with. Depending on how curses affect me.

After all, that curse mark she left on me worked for a while before I got rid of it. It wasn’t automatically erased.

Probably because it was just a mark placed on my clothes and didn’t affect my body.

But that’s the problem.

She can target my clothes and gear, and it will affect me too.

As for the other two?

The anti-matter magician probably isn’t a problem. He’s entirely offensive in his magic.

Lastly, the reflect magician.

She’s a mystery. All I know is that she generally fights like an assassin. Which is good for me as she’s not likely to have many attacks that can lock me in place.

But at the same time, I don’t know what magical affinity she will have reflected for the trial.

And that’s going to be annoying.

Regardless, this trial is going to be more difficult than the last four trials.

There’s no doubt about that.
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The next day after the announcement of the trial, I immediately begin preparing by doing as much research as I can about the three Class S magicians I’ll be facing.

In the previous trials, I didn’t really care about them at all. So I never bothered to do much of any research beyond the basics of their affinities.

But now that I’m directly battling against them? And for twelve hours straight in this trial?

I need to know more about them.

And what I learn about them is very interesting. And if it weren’t for the battle format we’re going to be undergoing, it would be a little frightening.

Reflata Cordou, the reflect special affinity magician, is a magician known very well on her continent as a neutral magician who dislikes getting into conflicts with other nations and magicians. She fights on her own without any help, but she has a large list of friends who she generally uses to copy affinities from. Making her arsenal of different affinities she can change to before this trial vast.

Even more vast than I first expected.

She is a pure martial artist who does not use any sort of weapon, most likely on account of her affinity. Since she can’t make an actual quality weapon that works for all affinities.

And using a subpar weapon is just bad. It would break before she got any use out of it.

Making for her bare fists to be the best weapon she can use.

Which also means that I won’t have to worry about her using many long range attacks beyond spells.

Her personality, on the other hand, is cold and calculating. And she never loses her temper.

Very much unlike Richard de Folde, the anti-matter special affinity magician, who is known to have a very bad temper that he loses on a frequent basis. He is not very social and has a much smaller friend circle.

On top of that, he likes to pick fights with others.

So not many people like him.

As for any allies? He is part of a lesser nation known as the Dark Kingdom, located somewhere in the Continent of Melrian.

The only reason the empire isn’t wiping him and his nation out are that his nation is so tiny that it isn’t a threat. Not without him at least.

He’s the only reason his nation is winning wars.

Because the anti-matter affinity is a very powerful combat affinity.

It’s very similar to the destruction affinity that hasn’t been seen in a long time, in fact. Which is known as the most powerful purely offensive affinity in the world.

The man is also quite simple in his line of thought, and he doesn’t use any sort of firearms or ranged weapons at all. Focusing solely on a single sword.

And the sword itself is one of those thinner blades that is sharper on one end than the other and isn’t necessarily meant for stabbing but can still stab.

I personally don’t understand the use of a blade like that, but from what I’ve heard, they’re quite good still.

And last out of the three, Aritonia Glace, the curse special affinity magician who used me as bait.

She is a bit of a survivalist.

She doesn’t seem to hold any grudges, will do almost anything to survive, just like with what she did to me, and she has only the number of friends she wants to have.

Which is saying something.

Her affinity made her this way to some degree as well. Since the curse affinity doesn’t have quite as many directly offensive attacks as other affinities might have.

At most she can use a direct shot of compressed curse energy.

But other than that, almost all of her potential spells are made to curse others. And while that is incredibly useful for the long run, it isn’t quite as good in a direct battle.

So she tends to take the long route when dealing with her enemies.

She curses them from a distance and slowly bleeds them dry with one curse after another. All without letting them get near her.

And to top that off, she uses a sniper rifle as her main weapon, and is proficient with numerous other weapons as secondaries that she keeps with her in her storage device at all times.

She’s paranoid and extremely cautious, so she will only ever act when she has an escape plan she believes should work.

Like with what she did to escape from the dragon. Using me as bait.

At the end of the day, she’ll be annoying.

But at the same time, she’s the weakest of the three in terms of threat level. Especially since curses won’t stay on me for more than a couple seconds at most.

Whereas her main fighting style is to build up curses on her foes until she can finish them off or they die from the curses.

The only thing she can really do to me is spam the same curse over and over again on me, or curse my clothes and gear. But even that I can erase with enough fire or death mana.

I can even try to take the curses into my own body to get them erased.

Unfortunately, I can already see the magicians going for my gear first.

After all, the best thing they can do is try to destroy or steal my weapons to limit me. Since my mana isn’t going to be a problem for them.

The only bright side is that they shouldn’t be able to destroy my weapons. Not at their strength.

From what I understand, it takes far more mana than they can muster to do that.

Or at least, far more than they can muster for this trial.

It would probably take about three quarters of their mana used in a single attack to destroy my weapons. But that would leave them weak to both each other and my own pure physical strength.

After all, even if they destroy my weapons, that doesn’t change the fact that I can charge in and just grab them by the throat with my bare hands.

Plus I have spare weapons.

And I’m sure they know that.

I tap my finger in my lab while watching recordings of their past battles.

Regardless of what happens though, this is going to be an interesting trial.
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Reflata Cordou keeps her eyes closed as she sits at the very top of the Magic Tower with her legs dangling over the edge. Just feeling the wind as it passes by her, making her long white hair blow with it behind her. But after several minutes of this, she eventually opens her eyes, revealing the glowing white light coming from them.

If there’s one thing Reflata has always enjoyed, that would be the peaceful atmosphere created by the wind. It’s something she’s loved since she was young despite not being a wind affinity magician.

And that’s not all. She also loves spending time at the ocean, hearing the waves crash against each other or even against rocks on the beach. She loves spending time in forests, listening to nature make its natural sounds.

There are very few natural things she genuinely dislikes.

Except dealing with other people.

That’s part of why she entered these trials in the first place. To make her own Magic Tower that she can seclude herself in.

A place to avoid the annoying people of the world.

And now that she’s gotten this far, she refuses to give up. Even if it means taking on the Undying Magician in a round of fisticuffs.

She knows her plan is risky. But she also knows it’s the only possible plan that could actually work against him.

If she uses a long ranged affinity, all she’ll be doing is delaying the inevitable before he eventually comes up and cuts her head off. Assuming he doesn’t rip it off with his bare hands and drink her blood instead.

So going all in on physical prowess is the only way to go.

And she has very little doubt about that.

What she’s more curious about is what the other two will do.

Reflata continues looking out over the city and mountains below the clouds for a few minutes before eventually letting out a sigh and lying flat on her back to stare up at the sky.

It’s almost over…



On a ship flying right outside of the First Magic Tower
Year 2851 | Month 8 | Day 17

“This is so fucking annoying,” Richard de Folde mutters as he crosses his arms in his ship’s lab and glares at the recordings he’s collected of the Undying Magician. All of whom show any damage he receives near instantly reverting. Clearly involving both time and space magic in the process, since it always reverts no matter how the injury is caused. “So very fucking annoying.”

When he first heard about the Undying Magician, Nathan Fox, he laughed. He didn’t believe an immortal like that could exist.

It didn’t even cross his mind that the king of the Dark Kingdom could’ve been serious when he warned him about the man.

So when he first realized the king was genuinely serious? After he saw the man in action?

He wanted to punch something.

And so he did. Which required the repair crew to repair his lab.

To make matters worse, now he’s expected to go up against a monster like that? Someone who can’t die, can freely use two different affinities, and has the strength of a vampire?

If it were for just a few hours, Richard is sure he could easily hold the man in place. All he would have to do is create a sphere of pure anti-matter that would erase anything that tries to enter it.

He could then just sit back as the Undying Magician constantly reforms inside of the sphere until the end of the trial.

But this trial is twelve hours.

And he isn’t even sure whether the Undying Magician is capable of breaking out of a sphere like that or not, as it could theoretically be possible.

Not that it would matter since there are two other magicians he has to deal with as well. Neither of whom would be willing to just sit there while he goes in to grab the crown from the Undying Magician.

And that’s even assuming the Undying Magician has the crown at that point, as if he doesn’t, then how would he go to grab it while holding him in place?

He wouldn’t be able to with the other two magicians going to it.

Richard slams his fist into the table in front of him again as his temper gets the best of him.

“Damnit,” he mutters without taking his eyes off of the screen. “There has to be some way to handle all of this and come out on top…”



Within a lab inside of the First Magic Tower
Year 2851 | Month 8 | Day 17

The sound of screams echoes from Aritonia Glace’s lab as she stares blankly at a rat currently coated in purple energy. With the rat itself gradually transforming into a large abomination.

“Good,” she mutters to herself with a nod. “This’ll do.”

The rat’s screams gradually grow hoarser and hoarser until it stops entirely as the rat grows to an entire meter in height with its limbs twisted a little and sharp claws on its paws. But the creature is built well enough to move around even if it’s in constant pain as it does so.

That isn’t an issue for Aritonia right now though. She can add in a function to the spell to make them unable to feel pain later.

For now, she just brings the creature over to the rest. Putting it into a cage with several other mutated rats and other animals.

Then she walks over to another cave with hundreds of regular animals with a sharp gleam in her eyes. One that turns even sharper when she turns her gaze towards a screen showing the Undying Magician’s feats in a corner of her lab.

She watches the screen for several seconds, only to focus on the animals again as she reaches inside of the cage to grab a small rabbit that immediately begins to tremble at her touch.

Showing pure terror at the mere touch of the woman holding it.

“Whatever it takes,” she mutters amidst the terrified cries of the animals in her lab.
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The day of the trial arrives after I spend the entire week training my mana arcs, studying the other three trial takers’ combat styles, and making a new spell. A spell of which I finish mere minutes before the time I set to head over to the stadium.

Overall, I’m pretty satisfied with the spell. So here’s hoping it works out as I hope it will.

With that in mind, I head straight for the stadium on the underground floors of the Magic Tower. And soon enough I find myself teleporting into the center of the arena itself, which is currently made to just be a large, floating platform at the center of a massive space with no walls or ceiling.

Although I know that it technically does have walls in the forms of barriers and one-sided screens. It’s just covered in an illusion to make it look like there is no end to the arena. To make it look like there is an actual sky down here.

Surprisingly enough though, I’m not even the last one here despite my last minute preparations.

The curse affinity magician arrives a minute after me. Merely two minutes before the set time.

And the moment the time for the trial to begin arrives, droplets of blood appear in the air above us before forming Crimson as he exclaims, “Are you all ready for this trial?!” Making the audience roar in excitement in the process. “Then let’s begin the final trial without any further delay!”

Crimson snaps his fingers after that, making the arena begin to tremble as it completely morphs to look like a vast forest with a large lake at the center. With the four of us on a platform over the lake.

“The rules for the trial are simple,” Crimson continues with his hands in his pockets as he floats around us. “There are no rules. Whoever has the most points by the end of the twelve hour trial and is still in the running without having died or surrendered will be the victor.”

It really is just a face off.

Anything’s allowed. Nothing can break the barrier around the arena made by Crimson. At least, nothing doable by the four of us. So there aren’t even rules to protect the audience watching.

It’s genuinely just a straight up brawl for the crown. Nothing more, nothing less.

“Now, a couple things to note,” Crimson says without pausing in his slow circling of the four of us in the air. “Every hour when the arena changes, all four of you will be teleported at random within the arena. And if the crown is not currently on someone’s head, it will teleport to the center of the arena every time as well. But if it is on someone’s head, then it will teleport along with the crown wearer.”

So everyone will be split up every hour then. And they’ll have to find each other again in the new arena’s environment.

“Last but not least, the wearer of the crown will have a beacon going out over their head every half an hour that will last for five minutes,” Crimson finishes, making me narrow my eyes a little. “Broadcasting their location for the other three to see. And the crown will always have a beacon when no one currently possesses it.”

Well that is going to be annoying.

I was kind of hoping I would be able to hide somewhere after grabbing the crown. Making it so the others won’t even be able to find me.

But I guess I can still hide for a brief period before the beacon gives me away.

“Now, let us begin the final trial to determine who amongst you will become a Tower Master!” Crimson exclaims while finally pulling his hands out of his pockets and pausing in his circling. Then he spreads both arms to his sides and says, “The timer starts now!”

The instant he finishes speaking, he snaps his fingers, following which all four of us are teleported away from the platform and I find myself appearing somewhere on the edges of the forest. With a bright gold beacon shining straight into the sky from the lake at the center of the arena.

To my surprise, it seems I’m far enough away from the others that I can’t smell them anymore. And I doubt it’s because they somehow blocked their smells with their magic.

After all, that would be a waste of their mana to keep a spell like that up all the time.

And wasting mana is a death sentence for them in here.

Not for me though.

That said, I would rather not just burn my mana for no reason. So I begin running straight towards the center of the arena. Taking advantage of my supernatural strength and speed to just charge through everything without pausing.

And it doesn’t take long before I begin to catch whiff of the others’ scents. With all three of them rushing straight towards the center of the arena as well.

But that’s not all I smell.

I blink in confusion without pausing in my charge. Because I smell something rather… rancid.

It smells terrible.

And if it weren’t for the fact that I’m used to smelling the strong scent of blood all the time, I’d probably be gagging from the smell.

What the… hell is this?

I grit my teeth as I continue pushing towards the center. Only to find something rather disturbing long before I even make it to the center.

A large rat standing at two meters in length with disgusting growths across its body and dripping purple liquid jumping straight at me from the bushes. And even if I grab it by the throat and crush said throat, killing it, I still find myself surprised that I didn’t smell it beforehand.

Even if I did hear it at least.

Mutants? Filled with curse mana at that.

The curse magician’s doing no doubt.

This might make things a bit more annoying.
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I continue charging towards the lake while occasionally finding myself facing more mutated animals. With said animals including but not limited to more rats, some snakes, bears, wolves, dogs, cats, and quite a few more mammals.

Anything that can move with relative ease.

Well, other than some things like moles.

There are even some birds.

Judging by the variety, the curse magician probably chose a broad range of different creatures in anticipation of the different environments. Since different creatures will move better in different environments.

Regardless, I continue charging forward without even stopping as I slice the mutated animals apart with my sword every now and then. All the way until I arrive at the edge of the lake, where I find the golden crown floating about a meter above the water’s surface at the center of the lake.

But right as I’m about to jump into the water, I see something rather shocking.

The anti-matter magician just moves straight through the air at a speed far faster than anything I can ever move. All with some sort of blast of energy pushing him from behind.

It only takes me a few moments to realize what he’s doing as there’s a spell circle in front of him and behind him.

He’s using his anti-matter mana to erase the air and anything including wind and the like in front of him while using a boost behind him. Getting rid of all air and wind resistance, all drag in general, as he boosts himself forwards.

All to grab the crown at the center of the lake before pausing the two spells and letting himself crash straight into the lake like a cannonball. Albeit with a barrier in front of him to absorb the shock.

My eyes narrow before I dive straight into the lake and begin swimming through it towards him without bothering with breathing.

Damnit. I was hoping to grab the crown first. Now I’m stuck taking it away from someone.

And my mood drops further since seeing the number high in the sky next to his name increasing before I even dive into the water.

I swim as fast as I can through the water until I arrive where I hear his movement. Finding the man swimming through the water as well, just at a far slower speed than me.

His eyes widen in shock when he sees me, at which point he fires off a blast of anti-matter mana that erases the water and me. But I reform just as quickly inside of my still-present clothes and continue swimming.

The anti-matter magician grits his teeth and continues swimming while occasionally sending pulses back to erase me and slow me down. Giving him a chance to continue swimming and build up a tiny bit of distance before I close it again.

Until he ends up reaching the edge of the lake where he finds the reflect magician standing there with what looks like enhancement mana of all things coating her body.

I feel very surprised by the sight of that even before I surface from the water.

Not as surprised as Richard is, though, when he finds a fist slamming right into the barrier covering his face. Launching him back into the water the moment he surfaces.

My eyes widen even further when the man flies straight past me in the water to slam into the bottom of the lake. Making a crater in the process.

Richard doesn’t stay down long though before he quickly begins swimming towards the surface. Likely trying to use some sort of spell to launch him out of the lake.

After all, underwater is a very bad place for him to be with two physically focused magicians.

I rush to meet him right before he reaches the surface though. Meanwhile Reflata appears to be guarding the edges of the lake, no doubt keeping an eye out for whoever leaves the lake with the crown.

And I’m guessing Aritonia probably isn’t even here yet. Considering that I don’t see her, and that curse magic probably doesn’t have as many methods to make her reach the center faster.

Richard tries to blast me with anti-matter mana once again, but this time I fire off a burst of flames all around me to evaporate the water and make me drop at a rapid speed. Leaving me dodging the anti-matter blast and able to rush the last of the distance towards him at the same time.

His eyes widen and he tries to use a burst around him, using more mana than his previous attacks.

But it’s too late. Because my hand barely grabs hold of his crown before the crown is teleported to my head and my entire body is wiped out by the pulse.

Then I reform again almost instantly and begin to swim away at a speed faster than he can possibly catch me underwater.

Unlike Richard though, I don’t aim to leave the water.

No. I begin heading deeper into the lake. Towards its center.

Because why the hell would I leave the water when no one else wants to be in it?

And while Richard does try to catch me, he’s far too slow under the water.

Of course, he could probably easily catch me if he really tried, but it would cost a lot more mana to do so. And we are barely even a couple minutes into this trial.

He’s not going to burn through mana that fast when we have twelve hours to spend here.

A grin spreads across my face as I continue swimming straight towards the center of the lake.

Only to find a mutant piranha rushing straight towards me before it grabs my crown and continues rushing past.

I stare blankly at the thing before swearing out loud and rushing after it while firing off a blast of flames at it.

Damnit, I didn’t think about those mutants even possibly being able to grab the crown!
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Unfortunately for me, flames don’t move very quickly underwater since the flames are fighting against the water to evaporate it. So I quickly switch to death magic and fire off miasma straight at the piranha instead. And that actually works as it catches the piranha and starts to devour it.

Which, while doesn’t kill the thing right away, manages to slow it down enough for me to reach the thing and stab it with my sword. Skewering it and letting me bring its mouth over towards me to grab the crown again.

I place the crown on my head and keep it there with my hand on the crown. Just in case there are any other pesky piranhas around here.

And when I look behind me, I find that anti-matter magician swimming in place several dozen meters away with his eyes narrowed. Seemingly deep in thought, trying to figure out how to take the crown from me.

Not that I care about him. Because there’s one other thing that is far more important right now.

Specifically the fact that I see more and more mutated fish appearing in the water around us by the seconds.

Just how many creatures did that lady mutate and bring with her anyways?!

And all of these marine animals are far faster and more maneuverable in the water than me…

So much for my ‘stay underwater’ plan.

With that in mind, I pull out some explosives. Then I set all five of the ones I pulled out to explode in a few seconds. Just letting the marine creatures get closer to me.

One thing I’ve noticed is that she seems to be able to control them. But only to a degree.

And when she tries to control more than one, her control slips and they begin to act more wild. Like regular animals. Albeit rabid ones trying to bite and scratch everything.

Well, just bite in the case of these marine ones that have no claws to scratch with.

I can’t help but notice the anti-matter magician’s eyes widening in fear when he sees the explosives around me. At which point he turns around and begins rapidly swimming away.

But I ignore him as when the mutants get within a few meters of me, the explosives all go off. Making everything go dark in an instant. Only for my consciousness to return to the sight of me being in the middle of a rather large crater.

To my surprise, the lake still has some water. With said water flowing in from the sides that were outside of the explosives’ direct range.

Even with that, though, there isn’t much water left.

And, more importantly, the mutants were wiped out.

I see a grimace showing on the face of the curse magician, Aritonia, who I can now see at the edge of the lake looking down into the crater. Meanwhile the reflect magician, Reflata, just has a faint smile on her face.

As for Richard?

Yeah, he doesn’t look happy from his place at the edge of the lake, still partially in the water with a barrier of anti-matter mana around him.

I glance at the numbers high in the sky before smiling when my total points finally pass Richard’s. Then I turn my attention to Reflata when she finally jumps down into the crater to land in the water that’s now spread out across the crater to end up at about waist-depth.

Overall, I’d say those explosives went over pretty well. And I’ve got plenty more of them in my storage in case I need them.

On that note, I glance at my outfit before nodding my head in satisfaction at the sight of my clothes still being without a single scratch.

It looks like the modifications I made with the help of the other creators of the outfit are working out quite well.

Specifically my adding explosion resistance and absorption.

I added the absorption, they added material with resistance.

Thankfully, explosion absorption is very easy to make for a fire magician. All it requires is to make the outfit have fire spells in it that absorb exposed fire mana in the air that is directly touching it.

Doing that makes the outfit absorb fire mana from explosions, decreasing the intensity of the explosion hitting the outfit.

That on top of the explosion resistant material the creators added makes the outfit very explosion resistant.

I’m liking this outfit more and more every day.

A smile stretches across my face at that thought before I focus on the approaching reflect magician. Who is currently enhancing her body with enhancement mana to make it easy for her to wade through the water.

To my surprise, she actually begins talking when she gets close to me.

“Not a bad idea,” she says while clenching and unclenching her fists without a weapon in sight. “Getting rid of the marine mutants this early.”

I raise a brow at her attempt at a conversation. Mostly because she’s never really struck me as the most talkative out of the magicians here.

Not that it really matters. The longer she talks, the longer I’ll be holding the crown without anyone trying to-

My thoughts draw to a halt when she suddenly rushes me with her fist raised. To which I counter with my own arm.

Only for said arm to snap in two from her mana-enhanced physical strength.

“Rude,” I comment with a slight frown.

She just shrugs while slamming her other fist into my other arm and retorting, “Anything to win.”

I draw out the claws on my left arm – the first one she shattered – before swiping them at her now that my arm is already restored. Only for her to back away immediately, barely getting cut by my claws in the process.

And even that is only her armor. Not her actual arm.

“Touché,” I state back with a raised brow.

She just chuckles at that while glancing at the visible cuts on her armor.
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The two of us repeatedly clash over and over again. With her breaking my bones over and over again with every fist she hits me with, while I continue carving small grooves in her armor with my claws. But neither of us let the other do what we want.

With that being grabbing the crown for her and drinking her blood for a power boost for me.

There’s a difference between us though.

A massive one.

She’s using mana with every punch while I’m not.

Judging by the mana output I can sense from her, she’s using at least ten arcs of mana every second for her physical enhancement to be this strong. And she’s regenerating a shocking five arcs of mana a second.

How, exactly, she’s doing that, I have no idea.

Still. Even with her ridiculous regeneration speed, she’s still losing five arcs of mana a second.

And that builds up.

At least, until I feel numerous curses being thrown on my clothes. And as if that wasn’t bad enough, Richard fires off more pulses of anti-matter mana at me while seemingly trying to avoid hitting Reflata.

I take three pulses back to back, with one hitting me from behind and the other two from the sides. Meanwhile the curses make me feel significantly heavier until I devour the curse mana on my clothes with my death mana.

Right when I finish that though, I barely manage to react and back away from Reflata’s hand as she reaches for the crown.

And even that’s simply by using a blast of flames to push me away. Building distance between us.

I look between the three Class S magicians before frowning and stating, “Three against one? That doesn’t seem fair.”

“You? Speaking about fairness?” Aritonia asks with a frown on her face with her brows furrowed. “What exactly is fair about fighting an immortal?”

“She’s got a point,” Reflata says while pointing towards Aritonia and nodding her head.

Richard just fires off more pulses of anti-matter mana at me while growling out, “Shut up and fight. Or just give up now and give me the crown.”

“Now why would I do that?” I ask with a frown of my own as I tilt my head and use another blast of flames to move away from Reflata’s sudden approach. “Has anyone ever actually just given up and surrendered when you asked them that?”

Richard blinks at my question, meanwhile Reflata’s smile grows wider as she looks at Richard and points at me while saying, “He’s got a point.”

Even Aritonia looks vaguely amused.

“Idiots,” Richard mutters before frowning at one of the mutants that tries to bite his ankle. “And pests.”

I agree with that one. These mutants are annoying.

Out of nowhere, Reflata suddenly explodes with far more enhancement mana filling her body before she rushes at me so fast I can’t move away. With her hand reaching for the crown again.

I grit my teeth before deciding to do something I’ve never actually tried in battle before.

When I can’t dodge her attack or block it, the best way to avoid it is to do something unexpected.

So with that thought, I activate a fire spell inside of my neck. Completely blowing my head off and sending it flying high in the sky with the crown still on it.

Leaving Reflata to find herself grasping air where the crown was just mere moments ago.

Without hesitation, I activate the spell I started in my body to push my main body backwards. Away from her hand. Following which my head immediately reverts to reattach to my body.

With the crown still on top of it.

Reflata stares at me with her eyes wider than I’ve ever seen them before and her mouth open in shock. And she’s not the only one as the other two both look shocked as well.

After a second, Reflata’s mouth closes. Only for her to open it again when she says, “And you call that fair?”

I smile at her as I state, “Yep.

Then I drop a bomb and make it explode, sending me flying all the way out of the crater to make a new, much smaller crater on the edges of the forest. And without any hesitation, I set off running into said forest.

Everything’s fair in mint ice scream and war.

I continue running as I hear shouts coming from behind me. Most of which are aimed at me, but some of which seem to be aimed at the mutants. Of which there are many.

Even in the forest I find myself facing quite a few of them. Crushing each one with my bare fists every time I run into them.

Some of them I even end up resorting to using my swords on simply because the things have incredibly hard shells. Like the mutated turtles and cockroaches.

The latter of which are incredibly disgusting.

Although the former is cute. Or would be cute if the turtles weren’t snapping at me.

Also, how the hell did she make a turtle move this fast anyway?

Putting that aside for the moment, I keep having to erase the stupid curses she keeps putting on me. Because, while the other two have lagged behind in chasing me, Aritonia is not very far behind. Close enough that she is putting multiple curses on my clothes and my sword every couple seconds.

Which probably burns up plenty of mana.

Speaking of mana, I glance at my own mana to find it having dropped more than I’d like from all my explosives. But not enough to be a major issue.

Especially if I hold back on using it for a little bit to regenerate what I do have missing.

Something the others can’t really do since their mana is most of what they use during battle and-

My thoughts go dark mere moments after hearing a gunshot.
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“And there you have it! The Curse Bearer’s excellent marksmanship in action!” Crimson exclaims with a grin on his face after seeing the bullet fly straight into the Undying Magician’s skull from behind, right into his brain, and back out through his forehead. “It’s not an easy feat to fire a sniper rifle through a forest while running, and to hit a moving target several hundred meters in front of you while you’re at it. Much less right on target.”

Of course, to Crimson’s complete lack of surprise, the damage from the bullet near instantly reverts itself. With the blood that flew out of his head flying back through the air to return to his head before he even finishes taking his next step. Leaving him continuing to run with nothing but a brief moment of pause.

But while Crimson isn’t surprised, the same can’t be said for the audience who shows immense surprise.

“Oh, looks like she’s not giving up,” Crimson says while leaning forwards in his booth as he and everyone else in the audience watch Aritonia continue firing her sniper at Nathan. Hitting him every third shot now that he knows she’s shooting at him and can avoid some of the shots. “And they are getting a little bit of an affect from the shots. She’s slowing him down by moments.”

Exactly as he says, Nathan slows down by half a moment to a moment every time he gets shot in the head. Making his consciousness go dark for that time until he recovers.

But the biggest factor is how Aritonia applies more curses to his clothes and weapons every time his consciousness goes dark.

“How long will it take before she catches up to him?” Crimson wonders out loud. “Oh, wait, the other two are finally making their approach again as well. It looks like those mutants…” he pauses when he changes the screen to show the crater that used to be a lake, where corpses of mutants can be seen flooding the entire thing. “Right, the mutants were dealt with. I wonder just how many Aritonia brought with her?”

To his surprise, when he turns back to focus on Nathan and Aritonia again, he sees Nathan having turned around to charge straight at Aritonia. Covering his face with his hands as he does so to block any bullets to his head.

And more importantly, to his crown. Because that appears to be what Aritonia is aiming for now that he’s approaching.

“Looks like Aritonia’s changed her focus from catching up to shooting off that crown from his head,” Crimson comments while leaning back in his seat. “It’s an interesting strategy, but I wouldn’t just sit there if I were her.”

Of course, that’s only if I was as weak as her.

Crimson taps his chin at that thought before seeing Aritonia switch gears when Nathan gets too close to her. And right when he draws both of his swords and begins to swing at her, she pulls up her rifle to block the blows. Clearly intending to redirect the strikes from her own body before cursing him again.

But then Nathan does something she wasn’t expecting.

Crimson feels a faint smile spread across his face as he sees Nathan adjusting his attack to directly focus on striking her rifle. He even infuses his blades with an immense amount of fire mana. So much that the very air around them starts to blister and spark.

And with that, the two blades sink directly into the rifle. Digging into the weapon’s body before Aritonia manages to curse the two swords and force a powerful blast of curse mana in front of her to push herself away. Barely saving the rifle from any further damage.

What’s most surprising though is how the rifle is still usable despite the attack.

The scope on the rifle is completely destroyed now, and the chamber on the specially made rifle beneath it is melted slightly. But when Aritonia brings it up to fire, it still fires.

However, it doesn’t fire as well. The bullet steers off in an odd direction, and without as much force as it had before.

Making the rifle a lot less useful.

Crimson feels vaguely amused by the sheer dread and anger on Aritonia’s face. Probably because the rifle was made out of incredibly expensive materials.

Albeit materials still quite a bit worse than the materials making up the Undying Magician’s gear that was given to him by Crimson himself.

And to make matters worse for her, the Undying Magician quickly turns around and begins running away again without even trying to finish her off.

“Now that he’s ruined her weapon, it looks like the Undying Magician is going back to the chase again,” Crimson says with a chuckle. Meanwhile the audience roars with enthusiasm.

Putting aside our getting Nathan as an ally, this set of trials has been making an immense amount of profit.

Crimson taps his chin while pursing his lips.

Maybe I should broadcast the trials again some other year.

He watches the chase proceed for a while with the other two Class S magicians joining in before Nathan finally manages to lose all three of them. Somehow managing to find a place without any mutants on top of that to hide for now. Only for the beacon to suddenly shoot up into the sky upon the thirty minute mark since the start of the trial.

Broadcasting his location to the magicians and mutant creatures he just managed to lose.

“Damnit,” Nathan mutters, his voice echoing throughout the stadium for all to hear. Making quite a few chuckles ring out along with it from the audience.

Even from Crimson himself.

Then the chase resumes as Nathan goes back on the run again.

Except this time with a beacon shooting up above his head for five minutes straight, making it impossible for him to lose any of his pursuers.
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I somehow manage to make it through the rest of the first hour without losing the crown. Even with the damn beacon shining above my head for five minutes of that.

But when the arena begins to change, I find myself losing some of my prior confidence. Specifically due to the new look of the arena.

Because there’s nowhere to hide in this damned place.

I grit my teeth as I find myself just standing in the middle of a massive frozen wasteland. One that’s completely flat and made entirely of ice.

There aren’t any caves or mountains or anything on it.

It’s just one massive, flat plain of ice.

Although I guess there is one benefit to this environment. With that being how I can see all of the mutants with ease.

And there sure are a lot of them.

I can’t help but frown at the sight of tens of thousands of mutants spread across the frozen plain.

Yeah, that’s going to be a pain.

To top it off, I can see all three of the magicians far in the distance.

As for whether they can see me or not? I’m not sure.

My vision is better than a normal human’s, and it’s currently night in this arena setting. Which makes it even harder for them to see.

Unfortunately, it doesn’t seem to matter regardless. Not when all of the mutants in sight of me begin rushing my way.

Even if they can’t see me, they can at least see that and follow them.

I let out a sigh before glancing down at the ground and pursing my lips. Then I just shrug and decide that there’s no reason not to at least try.

So I place an explosive on the ground, walk a little away from it, and set it off.

Blowing up the ice and making a large crater. Just to see how deep the ice goes.

And what I find has me grinning.

Because it’s just water underneath around half a dozen feet of ice.

I look around at the mutants before jumping into the ice cold water without hesitation. Following which I swim through the icy water until I’m beneath the rest of the ice.

Of course, I can’t really hide right now. After all, it’s been half an hour since the last beacon showed. So there’s a beacon shining over my head right now and through the ice.

But that doesn’t change the fact that it’ll be very hard for them to get to me.

After all, not only do they have to break through the ice, but they have to jump down into this ice cold water to chase after me.

The water in the lake from the last biome was alright because it was lukewarm. But this water is very much not warm at all.

In fact, it’s cold enough to cause hypothermia rather quickly upon entry. So if those magicians want to come down here, then they are going to need to put up barriers to protect themselves from the cold.

And that’ll drain away their mana in and of itself.

So I leisurely continue to swim through the icy water without a care in the world about the water itself.

After all, my body is affected by my understanding of fire mana. Which makes it naturally warmer than a normal human.

And even though that doesn’t make me anywhere near warm enough to tolerate this, my immortality makes it so the ice doesn’t do shit to me.

So I just continue swimming while occasionally glancing up to see them breaking open the ice.

Unfortunately for them, though, the ice is thicker in some locations than others.

A lot thicker.

Thanks to that, I just continue swimming past them when they try to break the ice. Building some distance already by the time they break into it.

And just like that, the beacon period ends, and I continue my swimming. Eventually making it far away from the last place the beacon broadcast my location from.

Then I keep swimming for rest of the first half of this biome until the beacon returns again.

Surprisingly enough, I don’t find any mutants attacking me.

Probably because most of the aquatic mutants were already killed with the lake before.

That and they may not be able to survive the extreme cold down here.

Either way, I continue swimming for four of the five minutes without noticing anything. Which is kind of weird as I assumed they would at least try to break into the ice again. Like last time.

But nope. Nothing happens.

I don’t even see them during that four minutes.

Then another half a minute goes by and still nothing happens.

By now I’ve already completely let my guard down. Which turns out to be a very bad idea when I suddenly sense something approaching at an incredibly fast speed. So fast that by the time I turn towards it, whatever it is arrives right in front of my face.

Then it passes through my scalp, tearing through my hair and the top of my head while grabbing the crown and continuing past me.

Ouch.

I frown without showing much regard for the pain beyond that as I turn to look in the direction that whatever just flew past me went. At which point I find a penguin with the crown held in its beak. Along with some of my flesh that’s already returning to my head.

Uh… what just happened?

Sure, I understand this is a mutant penguin and that it’s probably faster than a regular one by a lot. But this fast?

I turn to look in the direction the penguin came from and is currently swimming around me to go towards. Only to spot a bizarre area in the water very far away – so far I can barely see it from here – that has no water. It just has a barrier of anti-matter mana blocking the water.

And standing on a platform of enhancement mana floating in the middle of that barrier is Reflata, with her posture implying that she just threw something.

Wait, did all three of them work together to get the crown off my head?

That’s certainly something.
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At first I begin to swim over towards them, but the stupid penguin is too fast for me to catch up. What with me not being built to swim underwater.

So I dig straight out of the ice before charging across the plain of ice towards them.

And that makes me move at incredible speeds.

After all, I’m already supernaturally fast, but with me running across ice? I’m practically sliding while running.

The only reason I don’t slip and fall is because of my supernatural balance.

While I run, I glance up at the sky to see the score. Which has me cemented far in first place thanks to holding the crown for almost an hour and a half.

But what has me frowning is when Reflata starts to get points too. Meaning she’s put on the crown.

And mere seconds after noticing that fact, I see Reflata jumping straight out of the ice as the sound of crashing water comes from that direction. Then she starts running in the opposite direction as me.

Damnit, looks like I’m on the chase now.

My frown deepens while continuing to run after her. Only briefly glancing at the hole that has been filled with water and currently has a curse magician stuck swimming in said icy water while the anti-matter magician floats himself out while protecting himself.

Of course, this doesn’t last long before the curse magician protects herself with her curse energy. And curses the anti-matter magician at that, making him stumble.

Huh. They kind of look like kids playing around in a pool of water. Fighting to keep the other from getting out.

I continue running past them even as that amusing thought crosses my mind.

But I quickly find a major problem rearing its head.

Reflata is too fast with her enhancement mana. So I straight up can’t keep up with her.

Thanks to that, she ends up keeping the crown all the way through the rest of the second biome. Holding it for a little over twenty-five minutes.

At which point the arena changes again to become some sort of island in the middle of a heavy storm. With thunder and lightning flashing and echoing across it, and large waves hitting the beach that I’m on.

What’s with all the water in these biomes? It feels like each one has some water somewhere in it.

That said…

I purse my lips as I look to the ocean.

Hmm. That could work.

First thing’s first though. I focus on the beacon shining above the island.

Fortunately, the thing is only on the right side of the island from where I’m at. Not on the other end.

So I begin running across the island in a straight line to catch up with the beacon. But I don’t show myself openly when I arrive.

No. Instead, I pull out my sniper rifle and aim at the crown above Reflata’s head. And right when Aritonia fires her own rifle at her, making her wary of the opposite direction of myself, I fire my much more accurate shot and knock the crown right off of her head and into the water to be carried away by the waves.

Nice.

Reflata turns towards my direction in surprise as I put my rifle into my storage device while already running straight in her direction. But she quickly turns to the ocean where the beacon is still shining above the crown in the water.

Oh no you don’t.

Without hesitation, I toss a couple large explosives that quickly go off. With the two other magicians nearby putting up barriers to protect themselves.

I, on the other hand, continue chasing after the crown. Which seems to be flying deeper into the ocean thanks to the explosions.

Even better.

I swim through the water before grabbing the crown again and finding it appearing on top of my head once more. Then I start swimming deeper into the ocean, closer to the ocean floor instead, to avoid the waves as much as I can.

And this time I don’t find any problems for the entire rest of the hour in this biome.

Letting me amass more points in the process.

The issue comes with the next biome, which I eventually find to be some sort of swamp without any deeper water areas. Making it a lot harder to hide or go to areas the others can’t easily chase me in.

And to make matters worse?

The mud is slowing me down. Which gives the others a chance to catch up to me.

So after managing to hold onto the crown for another twenty-five minutes, I lose it again five minutes before the half-hour mark.

And this time I lose it to Aritonia, who has been slamming everyone with slowing curses this entire biome. Making it so that all four of us have had the crown at some point.

I’m still far in the lead though thanks to my excellent running and hiding skills.

The three of us chase after Aritonia for a while, only for her to dump another several thousand mutants into the swamp around us. Including more than a few mutant bugs that seem to thrive in this swamp environment.

I grit my teeth as I feel another massive mosquito stabbing me in the back with its mouthpiece thing. Only for said mosquito to die when the blood it drinks is literally ripped out of its body and drawn back into me.

Something that’s becoming a common occurrence.

Although the thought of my blood having been inside of a disgusting massive insect is not a pleasant one.

Even if I know that my blood reverted in time entirely. So nothing related to the mosquito ever technically touched it in my blood’s current time.

Anyway, Aritonia surprisingly manages to keep the crown throughout the entire rest of the hour before the biome changes again to become a volcano. One with some sort of maze of tunnels beneath it.

And it doesn’t take long before she loses the crown to Reflata, who then loses it to me not too long after that. All thanks to me sniping the crown from Aritonia’s head, taking some of her hair along with it to her hatred. Following which Reflata catches it before I steal it from her seconds later.

Then I start running into the maze without looking back.
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It doesn’t take me long before I find the lovely perks of the maze.

For one, none of the three I’m facing are particularly good at tracking other than the curse magician. Who can find me through her mutants, not to mention can put curse marks on me. Even if those marks aren’t hard to erase.

Reflata can’t do anything since she’s currently using enhancement mana. Which has no tracking capabilities.

And the same goes for Richard and his anti-matter mana.

Anti-matter mana may be one of the strongest for pure destruction, but it can’t really do much of anything when it comes to, well, anything else.

Meanwhile I can track them with ease. Both through my hearing and my smell.

The only problem with that is how Richard can use his anti-matter mana to erase his scent and the soundwaves he makes. And how Aritonia can use her curses to create or absorb scents and soundwaves along with the stench of some of her mutants.

But those can be easily handled just by listening for and searching for areas completely barren of sounds and scents.

And, more importantly, I highly doubt they’d be willing to burn through that much mana just to hide their presence.

Plus I don’t think these magicians even know just how strong my senses are. They just know they’re beyond human capabilities.

Reflata can’t do anything about it though, regardless. So I don’t have to worry about her at all.

Not unless she decides to change her affinity in here. But, if I’m being honest, her current strategy of using enhancement affinity is probably her best bet to beat me.

After all, she’s the one who is currently in second place in terms of points, meaning her strategy is working out so far.

Probably not as well as she no doubt hoped when she came up with it though. What with her barely having any more points than Aritonia has. Just a few minutes longer of holding the crown.

And, of course, she isn’t first. Which I’m sure she would prefer to be.

Anyway, I proceed to avoid all three of them throughout the entirety of this hour. All the way until the next environment change arrives.

As for what the next environment, the sixth environment, is?

I find myself rather shocked when I appear on top of some floating platform in a void of darkness.

The platform itself is made out of some sort of deep red metal, and it smells strongly of blood. Making me realize it’s made out of Crimson’s blood metal.

Meanwhile there are hundreds of other platforms all across the arena. And the other three are all clearly visible on other corners of the arena.

Well this… is not good.

There’s nowhere to hide. And no environment to take advantage of.

On top of that, there are just a bunch of platforms to fight on. Which doesn’t bode all that well for my main advantage of physical strength.

That said, there is one benefit to this arena.

A lot of mana is going to be used to make sure we don’t fall off of the platforms.

Now, the main question is what happens if we do fall off of the platforms into the dark void below.

I’m clearly not the only one wondering that as the other three look down at the void below while ignoring the beacon above my head. Since the beacon is kind of useless in this arena.

After a few seconds, Aritonia orders one of the many mutants scattered across the different platforms, making the thing just waltz right off the platform into the void below.

And what happens next has the three magicians frowning. Because the mutant gradually finds its blood being ripped out of its body the further down it gets.

All the way until the mutant dies.

Interesting.

I purse my lips for a moment before just shrugging. Then I decide to just go ahead and go for it.

At which point I step right off the platform into the void below.

But, to my surprise, while I do fall for a while, and my blood is repeatedly ripped out and drawn back in, when I get nearly a hundred meters down, I find myself just being stopped before a spout of blood suddenly appears beneath me. With said spout hitting me with an incredible amount of pressure that quickly has me flying through the air above the platforms again.

The three magicians, who looked rather upset, suddenly show surprise when they see me flying out above them. Only for them to quickly act with haste as they all rush straight towards me.

I grit my teeth as I begin setting up barriers around me while activating my flight spell. But I can’t take advantage of my physical strength while up here, or my speed. So the three magicians quickly catch up to me before Reflata grabs the crown from my head.

Damnit!

At the same time, though, I manage to swing my blade and cut into her arm. Piercing her armor in the process.

No doubt because of a curse Aritonia threw onto Reflata in haste.

But despite cutting into her arm, I don’t manage to do much damage. All because of her enhancement mana enhancing her physical defenses as well.

I narrow my eyes as I see her grinning while flying past me. With her landing on a platform made of enhancement mana midair.

Then she jumps far away with the crown on her head and a glowing beacon shining high into the void around us.

Both Aritonia and Richard change targets, rushing in her direction as I finish activating my flight spell and join them. But unlike me, who only has fire and death mana to work with, both of which aren’t very solid in form, Reflata is using enhancement mana. Which can be used to form very solid platforms of mana.

Platforms she can jump off of with her enhanced body.

If I tried doing the same thing, I’d only end up shattering my own barriers with the force of my jumps.

I grit my teeth while flying after her.

This doesn’t bode well.
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Just as expected, I don’t manage to claim the crown for more than a few minutes during the entire hour in this damned void environment. With the others claiming it most of the time, splitting it between each other.

Even Richard gets it from time to time. Mostly because the others have to actually block and dodge his attacks. Otherwise they’ll just die.

After all, anti-matter is dangerous for non-immortals.

The only bright side of this environment is that I use it to wipe out the rest of Aritonia’s mutants. What with them all being sitting ducks on those platforms.

In fact, at some point, I even give up on the crown to hunt all of her mutants. Just to get rid of them for future environments.

I’m still by far in the lead after all.

I glance up at the score while jumping in the direction of where the current crown holder, Reflata, is. Only to smile a little at the sight of the gap between us.

Nathan Fox - 12,419 Points

Reflata Cordou - 3,880 Points

Aritonia Glace – 3,300 Points

Richard de Folde – 2,001 Points

Let’s see… at the rate we’re going, I may be able to reach a point where no one but me can win. I’ll just have too large a lead for anyone to overtake it.

But that’s still a ways away.

I look around at the new environment I find myself in. Which is a large desert.

A much better environment than the last place.

I quickly begin charging straight towards the golden beacon I see shooting up into the sky as I do some quick math.

Right, as long as I get at least over 6,530 points of the remaining points, then I’m good. I should win this no matter what at that point.

Which means holding the crown for that many seconds. Almost two hours of the six hours. A little under an hour and fifty minutes.

If I manage that, then it’ll make my lead too high for anyone to catch up with. Even if Reflata somehow managed to capture the crown for the entirety of the rest of the time left in the trial other than that.

Eventually I manage to find Reflata, who is currently running away from Aritonia. Not even bothering to fight her and instead just defending against all of her attacks with barriers.

Enhancement mana isn’t the most versatile after all.

Of course, I don’t get close. Instead I pull out my sniper rifle and keep a large distance between us while lying down on top of a large dune. At which point I take aim and fire at the crown on Reflata’s head.

I don’t stop there though, even after knocking the crown off of her head.

Instead, I proceed to take a few more shots. Both at Reflata and at Aritonia.

And, to my surprise, a single shot of mine actually manages to shatter Aritonia’s barrier of curse mana. Following which it penetrates her shoulder. Pretty much disabling it in the process as she lets out a cry of pain.

Reflata tries to rush over to the crown while dodging my shots though. So I just shoot the crown again when she’s about to grab it. Then I begin running over as well.

I frown when I see Reflata very nearly reaching the crown despite my attempts to stop her. But at least this wasn’t a waste regardless. Since I badly injured Aritonia.

It only takes a few moments though for my line of thought to come grinding to a halt.

Because it isn’t Reflata who grabs the crown, but Richard, who appears out of nowhere.

My eyes widen as I see the man materialize from thin air. At which point I finally realize that he was using his anti-matter mana to erase sound around him. With his smell being blown in the other direction from me by the wind and sand.

Normally I would’ve noticed the void in sound, but I didn’t because of the raging sand blowing all over the place along with my prior focus on sniping.

The bright side is that he has a lot fewer points than the rest of us. So it isn’t a massive deal for him to get the crown.

Or at least, those are my thoughts before the man seems to lose his mind.

Instead of running, he turns right in the direction of Aritonia, who fell behind to deal with her wound. Then he begins firing off powerful blasts of anti-matter mana at her. Forcing her to put up barriers instead of slowly healing her injury.

Wait a second, is it possible that…

My suspicion is confirmed when Richard begins sending a massive wave of anti-matter mana all around the arena. Specifically at the two around him.

He seems to be completely ignoring me.

Why is he ignoring me?

His current short-term plan is clear. He’s trying to kill both Aritonia and Reflata to knock them out of the running.

But that’ll still leave a large gap in points between us. And he’s burning through his mana right now.

Unless he has a backup?

Some sort of way to recover mana in a rush?

Even if he does that, items and other things that recover mana like that are dangerous to use. Not only does the mana become unstable on the magician’s body, but it often just blows up if not handled correctly. Making it unusable by the magician and a potential death sentence.

I don’t even use those items myself because they’d be useless unless I’m trying to blow myself up.

I can’t control the unstable mana, so it just blows up without my being able to do anything with it.

To my surprise, Richard sends a powerful force of anti-matter mana right at Reflata in a manner that doesn’t actually seem to be trying to kill her.

It’s more like he’s pushing her away.

My eyes widen when I see him turning his attention towards Aritonia after pushing Reflata away.

He’s really trying to kill her… to take advantage of the wound I dealt her.

This is… unexpected.
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I watch, feeling kind of unsure of what I should do. Since all three of them are my enemies, at least for the duration of this trial. So I wouldn’t hesitate to kill any of them in here.

But at the same time, I don’t care about them enough to really want them dead.

And I don’t care about them enough to not want them dead either.

In the end, I find myself faced with indecision for the first time in quite a while. And during this period of indecision, Richard makes his move.

I watch him rushing straight at the injured Aritonia before pulling both of his arms inwards as a massive amount of anti-matter mana builds up in his body. Terrifying Aritonia into fleeing as fast as she can while throwing dozens of curses at him and building a massive barrier around her mid-flight.

But none of that saves her in the end when Richard does something far more unexpected than anything else he’s done so far.

He fires off a massive explosion of pure anti-matter that creates an enormous sphere and even hits me despite my being several kilometers away.

And when I regain consciousness again?

All I can see is a massive crater in the dessert for as far as I can see in front of me. With Reflata panting in exhaustion just barely outside of the sphere, and there not even being a single sign of Aritonia in existence anymore.

Then a dinging sound echoes across the arena even as I see Richard panting from the exertion of what I’m pretty sure was a Tier X spell. Considering that there are minor breaches in reality with reality mana spilling through them here and there.

Trial Taker Aritonia Glace has been eliminated. All of her points henceforth belong to her slayer, Richard de Folde.

My eyes widen at the sight of the message. Then I hurriedly look up at the sky, where the points are.

Nathan Fox - 12,419 Points

Richard de Folde – 5,301 Points

Reflata Cordou - 3,911 Points

That’s not good.

A hidden rule? One where trial takers can steal other trial takers points so long as they kill them?

Despite his clear exhaustion, I can see a wide grin on Richard’s face. One that seems to imply he already knew about this rule.

Some sort of insider knowledge or something?

Knowledge that Reflata apparently didn’t know about. Considering the scowl on her face directed at Richard.

Not that I blame her.

He just passed her by a good leap thanks to this.

On top of that, he closed the gap between me and second place as well. Making it so I have to get even more points to make sure no one can overtake me.

I grit my teeth, genuinely wishing I would’ve saved her. But it’s too late for that now.

It isn’t too late to make sure he doesn’t kill Reflata too.

The bright side is that he used quite a lot of mana in that attack. After all, a Tier X spell takes upwards of a thousand mana. And that was a powerful Tier X spell, so I wouldn’t be surprised if it actually took a thousand arcs of mana to use.

If he kills Reflata at this point as well, then the gap will close even more.

Although he would have to use a lot of mana to do that. And I kind of doubt he has the mana to spare anymore.

My thoughts grind to a halt when he turns towards Reflata and immediately begins rushing her. Clearly prepared to do the exact same thing again.

Is this guy insane?!

He’s not even trying to-

I feel shock at the sight of him pulling out a large orb filled to the brim with his own mana.

No way… he’s really going to do it?!

Without hesitation, Richard shatters the orb in his hand and begins to rapidly absorb the unstable mana inside of it. And even as the mana begins to flow through his veins while flashing a bright red and black in color, he continues to craft his next spell.

Reflata doesn’t just stand still though as she begins rushing far away from Richard to avoid his attack. All while setting up numerous powerful barriers of enhancement mana to block said attack.

Then his attack is finally released in another massive sphere. Creating another crater partially overlapping the first.

Unlike his first attack, though, this one doesn’t kill Reflata. In fact, she managed to almost entirely make it out of the attack.

And even the part she didn’t manage to escape from, she managed to block most of.

Although it does seem to have destroyed large parts of her armor and clothes underneath it. But she quickly replaces the clothes using some sort of outfit swapper magic. So she’s fully clothed again already beneath her armor.

As for Richard?

Well, he’s not doing too well.

He’s panting in exhaustion and gripping his chest like he’s about to have a heart attack.

So what do I do?

I rush in as fast as I can and swipe the crown from atop his head without a care for the anti-matter coating it. Then I run away with the crown now on my head.

Well, that worked out better than I expected.

Richard shouts at me from behind, but he’s too exhausted right now to try and take the crown back. So I get away without any trouble whatsoever.

Even Reflata seems to be recovering from the attack sent her way. Probably because she used a lot of mana to block it.

So I’m free to keep the crown all throughout the entire rest of the hour. Following which the environment changes again, turning into a deep ocean without a single bit of land to stand on.

Good thing there aren’t any piranhas anymore…

Or any other mutants for that matter.
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Adalwolf stares straight at the Class A magician general on his knees in front of him. The general leading the Collective Kingdom’s forces.

And yet, the news the general just told him has Adalwolf feeling more than a little irritated.

“They ran,” the Healer General mutters from his place flying next to Adalwolf as they both stare at the enemy general. “Two Class S magicians ran away from the war? You really expect me to believe this?”

“It’s true!” the general of the Collective Kingdoms exclaims while lifting his head. “Both of them ran away the moment they realized the war was a lost cause!”

Adalwolf watches the general grimace at his own words. Which clearly admit that even the general believes the Collective Kingdoms are finished.

But he mostly just feels irritated now that the option to win the war through killing the Class S leader of the Collective Kingdoms is no longer on the board. Meaning he’ll either have to negotiate a surrender from them, or he’ll just have to wipe them out entirely.

And since wiping them out entirely would look bad to the other continents that are currently paying attention for no other reason than Nathan’s trial, he can only negotiate a surrender from them.

I’m sure those Class S magicians have already fled to the other continents now that the abandoned continent is no longer abandoned as well, so it would be incredibly difficult to find them.

Adalwolf sighs at that thought. Or he would if he could.

Sometimes he genuinely misses having a face and human body that can express dissatisfaction.

He turns to the Healer General and states, “Begin negotiations for their surrender.” Then he turns around and begins to fly away without even waiting for the man’s response. All while pulling out his terminal to watch the live broadcast of the final trial for Nathan to become a Tower Master.

And what he finds is rather surprising.

“We have our first death amongst the trial takers for the final trial!!!” Crimson shouts, his voice echoing from the terminal. And despite it just being through a terminal, Adalwolf still feels a chill run down his bones from the man’s voice. Because the man is terrifying, even to Adalwolf. “Aritonia, the Cursed Magician, has fallen to Richard! And through this he’s revealed the hidden secret of the trial! That’s right! Killing another trial taker will give you all of their points! Just how long will it take before the next one falls?!”

I’m surprised one of them was willing to risk the mana exhaustion to go all out now, but it makes some sense if it’s the anti-matter magician doing it at least. The point stealing system isn’t particularly surprising though.

Adalwolf continues watching the screen while occasionally glancing at Crimson. Out of caution more than anything else.

He can feel it right down to his bones after all.

That if he were to meet Crimson, and if Crimson were to have a reason to kill him, Adalwolf wouldn’t be seeing another day. Even with his death mana.

All someone needs to do to kill Adalwolf is to drain him completely of mana. He’s not like Nathan, who can’t die at all regardless of his mana.

And someone like Crimson, who is several times stronger than Adalwolf in mana capacity alone, much less experience and technique?

Crimson could wipe the floor with Adalwolf and Adalwolf is very much aware of that. Even without meeting the man in person.

Adalwolf has never particularly been the paranoid type, but when it comes to Crimson, he just can’t help it.

He’s never even heard of someone who can so easily kill him before.

Just the thought of a magician being able to walk up and easily kill him terrifies him more than anything else.

Maybe he’s grown afraid of death after believing he couldn’t die for so long. Or maybe it’s just instinctive.

Regardless, Adalwolf is very thankful that Crimson seems to be so interested in Nathan. Because it likely means he won’t become an enemy.

Especially since a blood magic magician can live for eternity as well. Even if it is easily possible for him to die.

He just won’t age.

Adalwolf once again wishes he could sigh as he turns his focus fully onto his student and unwillingly-adopted son. Who is currently running around with the crown, claiming as many points as he can while the other two fight it out between each other.

Right now, the only way one of them can win is to kill the other and manage to claim the crown for long enough. Because right now they don’t stand a chance to get the crown for a longer period of time than Nathan can claim it. The gap is too wide, and he is too strongly built towards this particular trial.

The King of the Fallen continues watching while flying off in the direction of his treant. Seeing Nathan actually end up just sitting off to the side when he realizes the two other magicians aren’t even going after him and are instead fighting each other.

Turning the broadcast into one of the reflect magician fighting against the anti-matter magician.

And while it would normally be a difficult matchup for the reflect magician when she is currently reflecting enhancement affinity, it isn’t anywhere near as difficult thanks to the anti-matter magician’s current severe lack of mana. Which isn’t even considering the damage he must’ve done to his body by using stored mana.

I wonder why he’s pushing himself this far to win? Is it pride? Or something more?

Either way, Adalwolf doesn’t care so long as Nathan wins the trial. And based on how it’s going, there’s a high chance he will win.

So he just sits back when he arrives in his lab and watches the broadcast while beginning his experiments.
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Something tells me that this little trial is starting to wind down. Despite it only being a couple hours past halfway over.

My score is quite a bit further ahead than either of theirs, and the only real way they can catch up to me – especially with only two of them now instead of three – is by killing the other. Which is exactly what they’ve been trying to do for a while now.

All the way through the entirety of the ocean environment. They just spend the whole time trying to off each other, completely ignoring me in the process.

Which feels odd, but whatever. I’ll take the free points.

I think they’ve realized that the only way for them to win is to take the other’s points and then go at me with the rest of their mana to seal me in place for as long as possible. Hoping that they can do it.

Of course, there’s a couple really easy ways for me to shatter their plan entirely.

For one, I could just kill one of them myself right when the other is about to finish them off. Swiping the points for my own benefit and securing my victory.

But I don’t want to make extra enemies just to win a trial. And while the people outside of the abandoned continents are far more reasonable and less greedy than those on the abandoned continents, it’s still best not to go out of my way to stir the pot.

Plus I don’t have any grudge against either of these two. So there’s no reason to kill them.

Even Aritonia, the only reason I stood by without really caring about her death was that she used me as bait. So I had a rather bad impression of her compared to the others.

Plus she kept making me smell rot throughout this trial thanks to her mutants. And that’s just gross.

Reflata hasn’t done anything to me and she’s been pretty respectful of me as well. Meanwhile Richard is… uh… well, he has a foul mouth sometimes, but he hasn’t done anything to me either.

So there’s no reason to go out of my way to kill them. Especially when I can easily win at this point without resorting to that.

More importantly, there’s another way to handle them.

And it comes rather quickly too. Right when Richard is about to take advantage of Reflata’s weakness, using several powerful beams of pure anti-matter, I pull out my sniper and shoot him in the hand. Making his spells all fail miserably and misfire.

Both he and Reflata turn their gazes towards me, briefly making me wonder if they forgot about me. And while Richard looks pissed, Reflata does not.

Richard also somehow begins to heal his wound with a spell. Which is interesting.

Not sure how anti-matter could possibly heal something, but whatever.

On another note, Reflata takes advantage of the opening I gave her to rush in and strike at Richard. Only for Richard to block her and fight back. Without any extra damage happening.

Nice.

Richard was clearly trying to save on mana by only putting barriers up around his vitals and in the direction of Reflata. Both not expecting me to attack since I’ve been sitting patiently over here, and even preparing for vital shots in case I did attack.

He likely didn’t expect me to go for a non-fatal blow.

After my intervention, both of them begin to keep an eye on me. With Reflata looking thankful while Richard not so much.

But when Reflata looks like she’s about to get a major hit on Richard, potentially a fatal one, I snipe her too. Making her rush backwards to avoid the snipe. Losing her shot at him in the process but not getting hit by me since she was paying attention unlike him.

And now she looks not so pleased while he looks pleased.

At least, until he realizes what I’m doing. Then he looks disgruntled.

Reflata does as well.

They’ve realized that I’m purposefully trying to stop the two from killing each other. Making it impossible for either of them to steal the other’s points.

And thanks to that, neither of them have a chance at winning.

None.

At all.

If they had tried to keep the crown from me during the past two hours they spent fighting, then they may have had a chance so long as they took it for the rest of the time.

But now that they’ve wasted two hours for nothing, giving me more points in the process?

It’s pretty much impossible for me to lose now.

And they seem to realize that just as well as I do.

Even doing the math, it is straight up impossible for them to catch up to me. Even if they took the crown for the entire rest of the trial, they still wouldn’t have enough points.

Not with the gap I’ve built.

They would’ve had enough if they managed to steal the other’s points and then go all out keeping me locked in place for the rest of the trial. But without the other’s points, even if they keep me locked in place, that won’t work anymore.

I feel a grin spreading across my face. One that seems to irritate both of them.

But at the same time, they seem to resign themselves to losing.

Honestly, I find myself very surprised when they both just straight up surrender. Leaving me as the winner without any further battle.

Mostly because of how hard Richard has been trying to win.

Then again, he’s also no doubt made sacrifices for this already. And to push himself even further after those sacrifices, just for a slight chance he could win if he managed to go as hard as possible to kill Reflata before continuing to push himself to keep me in place?

It wouldn’t matter if he won by then.

He’d probably die.

Or become crippled at the very least.

And that would no doubt waste the entire reason he’s fighting to become a Tower Master.

You can’t exactly expect to do much as a Tower Master if you’re crippled after all.

So with that ending, I find the arena around us vanishing and returning to its basic form with the screens all around the stadium becoming opaque and allowing me to see the audience.

An audience that is roaring applause so loud it actually hurts.

“And here we have it!” Crimson’s voice echoes out over the audience. “Our Thirty-Sixth Tower Master has finally been crowned! Welcome the Thirty-Sixth Tower Master, Nathan Fox! The Undying Magician, Tower Master of The Eternal Tower!”
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After some grandstanding, Crimson hands me a special medallion made from his blood metal. One that marks me as a Tower Master, with the number of my tower, thirty-six, engraved on it. And after having me put it on in front of the crowd, he brings us both out of the arena before taking me to his throne room without a word.

It isn’t until we enter his throne room that he finally begins speaking again.

“When I designed this trial with allowing you to become a Tower Master in mind, I wasn’t entirely certain if you would be the victor in the end,” Crimson says with his back to me as he walks in the direction of the balcony he’s always standing on. “There were just too many Class S magicians. So I wasn’t even confident you would make it to the final trial.”

He stops speaking while walking over to the balcony, only to continue again when he reaches the balcony, finally turning around in the process, “But you did it. You cleared my trials, defeated and outsmarted the Class S magicians, and here we are. Which means I can finally explain to you the real reason I wished for you to compete to become a Tower Master.”

My eyes widen a little when he snaps his fingers, making a hologram appear above him showing a large island with what looks like something massive underneath the water around it. But it’s too deep to tell what it is. Especially with the fog around the island.

What is most distressing about the island itself though is that it’s frozen in time.

And yet, despite everything being frozen, two things are moving.

A man I recognize as the Chrono is just meditating on top of a hill on the island. And the reason I know he isn’t frozen in time is because he opens his eyes to stare straight into the hologram when it locks onto him. Only to close his eyes again as if he doesn’t care.

The other thing that isn’t frozen in time is whatever that massive thing is underwater.

I feel Incendia landing on my shoulder, and she, too, is staring at the hologram.

“That’s an ouroboros,” Incendia declares, surprising me. “Another mythical creature, and perhaps one of the most powerful.”

As if responding to her words, I see two glowing slit eyes open from within the water.

Eyes with the same color as time mana.

“Once you reach Class S, you will have cleared all of the requirements set forth for you by the Chrono, and you will have permission from him to search for his island,” Crimson declares, confirming he does know who the Chrono is. “He will be waiting for you. For the new Chrono.”

My eyes narrow at that, but he doesn’t explain any further. Instead he asks, “Do you know where you wish to establish your Magic Tower?”

I nod my head and quickly answer, “Right above the Undying Caverns.”

Crimson nods his own head in return and says, “Very well. We will need to magically solidify the ground around it, and these Undying Caverns of yours, to make sure the Magic Tower will not ever collapse. Then we will get to work on its construction.”

“That’s appreciated,” I tell him with a faint smile forming on my face.

“We will set off in three days to return to the abandoned continent,” Crimson declares while turning around and looking outside of the tower again. “Spend these days however you wish. And be prepared for any… emergencies… that may come about over the next few weeks.”

His last words give me pause, but I nod my head again and turn around to head back to my room.

Something tells me that his last words were a warning about the future. And there’s only one potential problem I know of right now.

According to the intel I got from the abandoned continents, the war is ending right now. Since they’ve captured the Collective Kingdom’s leaders after their Class S magicians abandoned them. And they’re currently in talks discussing the Collective Kingdom’s surrender.

So his warning wasn’t something related to the war.

Not unless the Class S magicians from the Collective Kingdoms are plotting against me or something. But I don’t even know them, so I highly doubt that.

No. The warning must be about him.

The doctor will likely resurface soon.

I glance at the device on my wrist as if the thing was about to activate or something. No matter how long I stare though, even when I arrive back at my room again, nothing changes.

It doesn’t detect anything.

Which makes sense. He said it would be in the coming weeks.

Not now or even in the next few days.

Still. Just the thought of finally being able to get my revenge on him makes me both anxious and excited.

I feel anticipation flooding me at the thought.

Finally being able to wrap up the last loose end of my problems.

Once the doctor is dealt with, I won’t have anyone else breathing down my throat anymore.

The people from the other continents are content to leave me be, and I’m practically royalty now, partially ruling the abandoned continents thanks to the skeleton. Without any real enemies there.

All I have left is the doctor.

Until then, though, I can’t help but wonder how my new tower is going to look. Even as I walk into my lab to run experiments on that feather.

Oh, right. Speaking of the feather.

“Where were you?” I ask Incendia with a slight tilt of my head.

I noticed that she went off in the direction of the Toxic Frosts while I was in the trial.

Incendia looks at me while hopping off of my shoulder onto her little nest in a corner of my lab, where she answers, “I was making contact with the Frost Bird. And I have managed to learn a few things about its situation if you’re interested.”

I stop what I was about to do before focusing fully on her and stating, “Go ahead.”
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“The Frost Bird is in a relatively stable situation right now, so he won’t ever be taken over by the corruption,” Incendia explains. “However, at the same time, the Frost Bird is barely able to move out of its home in the volcano’s crater because of how much effort it’s taking him to manage the corruption in his body. So he won’t ever recover on his own either. He will be stuck there forever unless he gets help.”

“And that’s where I come in?” I ask while tilting my head a little. “I’m guessing I can do something to get rid of the corruption?”

“Not now,” Incendia answers with a shake of her head. “You aren’t strong enough to help the Frost Bird right now. It may even be thousands of years before you are strong enough to help him.”

Oh.

“There are two ways that you will be able to help the Frost Bird in the future, but both will require a lot of time for you to be able to manage them,” Incendia continues without missing a beat. “The first way is to use fire and death mana in conjunction to slowly burn away all of the corruption in the Frost Bird’s body through death flames. But that alone would take thousands of years of you simply sitting right next to the Frost Bird in the crater constantly working on him. And any breaks you take will just lead the corruption to grow stronger. You also wouldn’t be able to start for thousands of years since you’re too weak right now to make any progress.”

Yeah, that sounds like a waste of time.

“What’s the other method?” I ask while beginning to prep my lab for my experiments on more explosives.

“The other method to cure the Frost Bird will be an instant one, but it will likely take even longer for you to be able to do,” Incendia says, catching my interest a little. “It will require you to fully take control of the time mana in your body, then to master that time mana and learn to cast complete time reversal spells. By the time you learn to do all of this, your mana capacity should be far greater and capable of casting Tier X or Tier XI spells, and you may even be able to revert time on the entire crater or more. Bringing the area and the Frost Bird back in time to before the area became the Toxic Frosts.”

“That option sounds better,” I state with a nod.

Incendia nods her own head and replies, “I thought as much. I told the Frost Bird you would likely go this route as well, and the Frost Bird has responded that he will wait patiently for you. Even should you take tens of thousands of years.”

Something tells me the Frost Bird doesn’t have much confidence in me mastering time magic fast enough to reverse time in an area anytime soon.

Not that I blame him. That’s pretty advanced magic.

On that note, I pause in setting up my experiments to look at the space-time mana in my bones.

I noticed it when experiencing the doctor’s space magic, and when near the Chrono’s time magic, but the reality mana in my bones seems to react to sensing its own mana outside of my body. I wasn’t strong enough the last time to actually get any out, but maybe the next time I run into the doctor, I might be.

And if that’s the case, I may be able to separate out even a tiny sliver of space mana from my bones to put into a mana arc and give me space mana.

Which would be incredibly useful.

Space mana is one of the greatest affinities for utility in magic. And on top of that, it’s incredibly good for combat as well.

It lets the user teleport, create portals, travel the planes, and even create dimensional pockets for storage spaces. The only reason none of that is common is because there’s only one currently alive space magician.

And that’s the doctor. Someone from the abandoned continents who is stingy and greedy as hell.

Not to mention desperate for a few more years to live.

Time magic would also be incredibly useful, but I’ll probably get that at some point after I go to the Chrono’s island. Seeing as he’s apparently waiting for me to arrive.

After I reach Class S, that is. Which is mostly just a matter of time at this point.

I already know how to manipulate mana to a great degree without spell circles now.

So the main thing I’m missing is the mana arcs for it.

I need to train my mana arcs more.

Right now, I’m getting close to the point where I’m about a third of the way there. But I should be able to speed up my training quite a bit from here on out. Seeing as I don’t have anything pressing to deal with.

Other than the doctor, that is.

Since I don’t have any more trials, I can just focus entirely on increasing my mana arcs. Especially since I’ve already gotten my mana manipulation down well enough to be considered Class S level.

It’s obviously not perfect, but it’s good enough for now.

My mana arcs are what’s lacking.

I let out a sigh at that thought before suddenly changing my plans and stopping the process of setting up for experiments. Because I need to focus on my mana arcs for now.

So without hesitation, I set up the training device before beginning to focus all of my attention on training my mana arcs for the next few days. All the way until we leave for the abandoned continents.

Which, in all honesty, isn’t that much time to train mana arcs. But it’s uninterrupted thanks to Crimson blocking all of the reporters and the politicians outside trying to meet the new Tower Master.

So it’s a lot more relaxing than past training sessions have been.

And that’s what matters most.
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“All of the supplies to build your Magic Tower have already been sent to the designated location,” Crimson says as we stand at the pier of the ship flying through the skies in the direction of the abandoned continents. “The work on the foundation should already have started, so when we arrive, all they’ll need to do is get your preferences for the Tower’s design. Including but not limited to the public sectors, private sectors, faction specific sectors, your lab, and more.”

I nod my head and state, “Understood.”

After that, he begins to go over several details of relative importance. Like the dos and don’ts of a Tower Master.

Which pretty much comes down to ‘don’t be an idiot’, and ‘don’t try to declare war for the Magic Towers as they will likely not get involved’, marking each Magic Tower as a separate entity in a way. Unless the conflict in question is of no fault at all to the Magic Tower and is entirely one-sided by another faction. Then the Magic Towers as a whole will get involved.

Like some other faction trying to take over the continent and kicking the Magic Towers out for example.

That would piss them off.

And no one wants to piss off Crimson.

Then again, he also says that I probably won’t have to worry about any of this because of who and what I am. Since no one wants to piss me off either.

He also probably realizes I’m likely to sit inside of my tower for months to years without ever stepping out in the middle of my experiments.

It’s something he does often apparently. What with him not aging and all, even if he isn’t immortal.

Then again, he might as well be. Considering how massively difficult it is to kill a blood mage who can separate his entire body out by its droplets of blood before reforming again from those droplets of blood if he has the mana.

And he has the mana.

Anyway, after that he goes ahead and fills me in on our relationship with the other powers of the world. Followed by expectations the Tower Masters have of me.

Which pretty much comes down to protecting my territory and running the Magic Tower’s market here, connecting the abandoned continents through trade with the rest of the world.

And I’m perfectly fine with that since it will be very economically beneficial for me.

It pretty much gives me a monopoly on trade in the abandoned continents.

Until other nations from the outside world make connections, that is. Then that monopoly will go away.

And I doubt it’ll take long for them to rush to make those connections.

We continue chatting for a while before Crimson ends things on a bit of advice for me. With the advice itself being quite useful.

Apparently a magician can actually increase their natural talent.

He won’t tell me how it’s done, but just knowing this is very beneficial to me.

Maybe I can try to figure that out while I train my mana arcs.

A magician’s talent that determines how long between mana arc splittings they can train each mana arc is important when it comes to training speed. Of course, the more mana arcs someone has, the less important it is. Simply because they end up focusing on training their other mana arcs while the previous ones they split are growing.

But it’s still important.

Even I have to wait a bit between trainings for the arcs to fully grow so that I can split them again.

And that wastes time. Making it take even longer to train my mana arcs than it would otherwise take

Which is annoying.

Anyway, things are all wrapping up by now in the abandoned continents as well. Since they finally confirmed the full surrender of the Collective Kingdoms. Pretty much winning the war for the Kingdom of the Fallen.

The only part that’s still left unfinished is the doctor, who is technically the leader of his own faction and must still be defeated for the war to officially be considered over.

But that’s fine. He’ll show up eventually. And when he does, I have the tracker to find him.

He’s too injured regardless to pose more of a threat to me than a weakened Class S magician. Despite his status as one of the strongest on the continent.

So I don’t even have to worry about him capturing me or running away.

Unless he runs to the mana planes. Then it might be an issue.

Or it would be, until Crimson casually comments about how the tracker also has another function. One to lock down space in an area and make it impossible to leave the plane.

He can still use space mana and magic in the plane, and can even teleport and use other spells. But he won’t be able to escape the plane.

Which solves my problem entirely.

I just have to find him and enter battle. Finally taking my revenge through my own hands.

On another note, the skeleton let my parents go free at some point as well, so I can see them when I get back without worry. Something about them not being needed as hostages anymore now that the war is over and there’s nothing he needs to rush or motivate me to do.

When I got that message I felt strongly about punching his skull and crushing it. Multiple times.

But I’m just glad that is over with.

So with the thought of fighting the doctor in mind, I bury myself in training my mana arcs.

All the way until we finally arrive at the abandoned continents once more. Where we find the current progress on The Eternal Tower – Crimson’s choice in name at he didn’t give me a choice, not that I mind it since it’s a good name – being further along than I thought.

They’ve completely transformed the cliff the Undying Magician was built into.

It now looks a lot more stable and partially man-made. Since it is partially man-made now.

Meanwhile there are numerous houses built all around the Undying Caverns. With all of them looking like they’ve been here for a while.

I guess they branched out of just being underground and are building a city above the Undying Caverns as well.

Not a bad idea.

I think they actually may have mentioned that to me in a report but I forgot.

Anyway, our ship begins to grow closer to the ground as it prepares for landing.

Time to see everyone for the first time in months.


Chapter 57



Nathan
Year 2851 | Month 8 | Day 26

To my surprise, I find the ship heading to a large hangar built right on top of the large hill that the Undying Caverns are built into. Albeit further back behind where the base for the tower clearly is. And inside of that hangar, I see a lot of people.

Everyone who works directly under me, their own higher up subordinates, my family and friends, and even Juan and the skeleton. They’re all just waiting for the ship to land in the hangar.

Hmm.

It’s good to see that my parents and friends are doing well. Not to mention the others in charge of the Undying Caverns while I was gone.

Or I guess in charge of it in general? Seeing as I don’t do much governing even when I’m here…

Anyway, the ship lands and I find myself just jumping off over the side instead of going down the actual exit to the ship like the others. Eventually landing on my feet without any issues thanks to my vampire-enhanced physique.

And the moment I arrive? Everyone immediately either kneels or bows from amongst my subordinates, leaving just my friends, family, and two mentors standing around with amused expressions on their faces.

I ignore their amusement as I address the people kneeling and bowing, “You’ve all done well in my absence. I will be going over the exact reports of everything that’s happened since leaving soon and will address everyone at a later date. Once the war is officially over.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

I feel slightly startled by the mass chant that’s pretty much declared by every single one of my subordinates despite the actual king being over there.

They really did forget that I’m technically a prince and not a king, didn’t they?

Then again, the skeleton actually looks pleased about it.

How I’m able to tell that when he has no face? It’s the same reason I could tell he was amused earlier.

He tends to sway in place when he’s pleased, and he sways and taps his finger when he’s amused.

I don’t know why.

Maybe it’s way of expressing things without a face?

No idea.

Regardless, after addressing the subordinates, I turn to my family and friends, only to find my two mentors nodding their heads in what looks like satisfaction before they leave without another word. Likely having been checking my progress in magic this entire time and nothing more.

And now that they’ve checked, they have no more reason to speak to me.

We kept up to date with everything over the course of my trip after all, and none of us are incredibly close or anything like that.

Just mentors and student.

With one being an asshole skeleton.

Anyway, my family and I proceed to head into a nearby building for privacy before I hug both of my parents. Startling them with the fact that I’m initiating physical contact.

Neither of them are displeased by it though. In fact, they show great joy.

Both at my openness to touch now, and the fact that I’m showing signs of returning to my old self. Before all of the trauma.

Even I know that I’ve been a lot happier over the past few months now that I’m not being hunted all the time.

It’s nice.

Of course, I know I won’t likely ever return to how I was before. My common sense and ethics and all that have completely shattered and there’s no repairing that.

Nor do I care about trying.

I begin to catch up with my parents about what they’ve been up to. At which point I learn they’ve actually taken to working with Claire, helping manage the Undying Caverns for me.

Meanwhile my friends are all working as enforcers here now. With all of them having decided at some point to fully settle in my territory instead of their own. Despite the war pretty much unofficially being over now.

As for my mentors? They just helped protect the place along with some hidden enforcers the Magic Tower left here for that very reason.

Overall though, there haven’t really been many issues since I left. Mostly because no one wants to mess with me anymore.

Even the remaining nobles of the Kingdom of the Fallen have shut the hell up at this point. Despite having previously planned at the start of the war to go back to attacking me again by the end of it.

They’ve even fully submitted to my rule.

So they’re not problems anymore.

After getting the reports on everything, I go ahead and go over the design plans for the Magic Tower.

The Tower of Eternity.

Which end up being quite a bit more complicated than I expected.

Who would’ve thought it’d be so difficult to design a massive magical tower?

There’s my lab, the number of floors, the general shape, what mana will be used to fuel the tower, the core of the tower, what my throne room at the top of the tower will look like since all Magic Towers have them, my suite of rooms for where I’ll be living, and the different sectors of the Magic Tower. All of which need to be made based on my opinion.

It’s a major hassle, but I also know that it’s necessary.

I’m not going to let them make a mess of my Magic Tower’s creation after all.

It’ll be my home soon enough.

And I want it to be perfect.

I also design multiple floors beneath my personal suite for family and friends. Each lavishly decorated for them.

That said, I don’t personalize any of their rooms except for my parents. Mostly because I don’t know if any of my friends will live there permanently or not. And if they don’t, then their rooms would make for good guest rooms.

As for the lower floors? The first twenty or so floors are meant for the public. They’ll have various different markets to buy things from, with their exclusivity increasing the higher up the floor. Locking people out based on various factors I’m not going to personally bother deciding on.

The next forty floors are meant for even more markets along with private facilities for those who are members of my Magic Tower. Things marked as benefits of joining my Magic Tower.

Then the next twenty floors are for residential areas. Specifically those meant for members of the tower itself.

And after that it’s the residential areas meant for VIPs and for my friends and family, followed at last by throne room, and my suite of rooms above my throne room.

As for the exact design of most of it? I don’t care as long as it follows that basic design.

Of course, I do still doublecheck everything just to be sure. Before they start working on building it.

But there don’t seem to be any problems when I do. So I finally give my approval.

After which they start working on building it.

The process by which they do so surprises me a little though. Mostly because it’s almost entirely done through magic. With very little manual labor involved.

And thanks to that, the construction team and Crimson tell me that the construction will only take a few months to complete.

Which is, in all honesty, shocking. Considering it’s a tower spanning over a hundred floors with magic running through it.

Not that I’m complaining.

The sooner the better.

Anyway, time to go to that meeting Claire told me about to make a few laws.
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The meeting ends up going pretty well as we all decide on several different laws for the entirety of the abandoned continents to follow. All of which are pretty simple.

First, slavery is outlawed everywhere in the continents.

Second, murder is illegal. Regardless of if it’s a magician doing it or a non-magician. Since there were at least a few nations that had murder being legal if it was a magician doing the killing.

Third is for a council to be set up with one representative of each ‘state’, which are the former nations that now make up the continent under my and the skeleton’s rule. Alongside Natra, of course.

But Natra agrees to these laws as well so it’s fine.

The council will pretty much be those states’ voices. Except with my final vote and decision on everything alongside Juan’s.

Oh, and the skeleton just straight up ditches all the ruling onto me, abdicating the throne to make me the king publicly mid-meeting.

The fourth law is outlawing thievery as well for both magicians and non-magicians. Because, again, there were nations that allowed magicians to straight up take what they wanted from non-magicians without any consequences.

As for the fifth law? That one was a bit harder to get every nation to agree to during the meeting. And by that, I mean we had to use some force to make them. With threats.

Even after that though, I doubt they’ll all follow the law willingly. Not everyone, at least.

With the law itself being a law against discrimination towards non-magicians. Which was a massive problem in my opinion just from seeing how my mother was treated my entire life before entering the academy.

Most nations weren’t incredibly obvious about it, and only a fraction of the magicians did it in those nations like the Republic, but there were plenty of people who discriminated against non-magicians.

Especially in war.

Which is another thing.

Mandatory conscription of soldiers is no longer allowed either.

Not that there should be anywhere near as much war anymore now that the entire continent is under one rule.

But mandatory conscription of soldiers, both magicians and non-magicians, was a thing in all nations. With the non-magician soldiers even being used as cannon-fodder. Sacrifices to help protect the magicians when needed.

We pass several other laws as well, all of which are meant to finally catch the abandoned continents up to the rest of the world. Both in morality, ethics, and even economy. With plenty of laws and agreements made with Crimson over this time to help develop the continents.

And last but not least, the very name of the continents.

At Crimson’s suggestion, a vote is taken to change the name of the continents. Since the old names for the continents, the Continent of Giese and the Continent of Ariel, have pretty much just been linked with the moniker ‘the abandoned continents’ for ages now. Making a new name necessary for a new place.

As for the name itself? Everyone agrees on a name based around my Magic Tower’s name.

The Eternal Continents.

And I have to admit, it is a rather simple name. Plus it’s easier to remember and nicer to say than ‘the abandoned continents’.

Of course, after the meeting, I already hear people outside spreading the word. With some of them joking about the Eternal Continents also being known already as the Undying Continents.

Obviously named after me.

It doesn’t bother me though. And just like that, months begin to pass in relative peace as I focus hard on training my mana arcs. Pushing them all the way up to over a thousand arcs at last.

Enough for me to begin work on designing my very first Tier X spell.

Juan helps me in this, as using a Tier X death magic spell would be far more dangerous than a Tier X fire magic spell.

Not that either of them are particularly safe to use.

I still spend more time working on training my mana arcs than on the Tier X spell though. Simply because I need as much mana as I can possibly get to fight against the doctor when he arrives.

And after the fourth month since returning to the Eternal Continent, The Eternal Tower is finally finished. Standing tall at nearly four hundred meters in height, with numerous defenses to protect it from all kinds of attacks, and even a core to power the tower with mana.

It’s absolutely beautiful.

And it doesn’t take me long before I move into the tower. With all of my family and friends moving in after me. Pretty much abandoning the Undying Caverns. At least, as far as higher ups of The Eternal Tower – the name for our new organization – that is. Since other lower ranking people take over the Undying Caverns and continue to use it.

We still have regular people stationed in the Undying Caverns as well. It’s just turned more into a lower ranking location for the Tower’s members now. Not to mention for more residential areas. Since a lot of people lived down there.

And still live down there.

After the tower’s completion, I begin to greet guests at The Eternal Tower. Guests arriving from all over the world. Both from other continents and from the rest of the Eternal Continent.

A lot of them come to congratulate me on my Magic Tower, while others come to develop diplomatic or economic ties to the Eternal Continent.

But all of them come here for me and my tower.

Which feels rather nice to see.

That said, I still leave most of the diplomatic and economic work for others to handle. Since that’s not really my forte.

My forte is battle.

And after four months and two weeks after returning to the Eternal Continent, my time for battle finally arrives.

As the device on my wrist finally begins to let out blood mana in an arrow pointing in a single direction, with a GPS appearing on its screen.

Signaling the return of the doctor.
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After eight entire months, Leodmir finally manages to subdue the radiation eating away at his body. Curing the status from his shoulder and wrist, where he’s missing an arm and a hand. But even after managing to do that, he feels pain flooding him.

Phantom pain.

Pain from what is no longer there. No longer usable.

And what’s worse is that he knows very well that no one on the abandoned continents would ever consider healing him.

Not even the neutral magician from there.

Then there’s his age, as the radiation has made him age even faster over this time, further shortening the time he has remaining before death.

The abandoned continents no longer mean anything to him. He’s completely given up on attacking the nation or interfering in the war anymore.

Neither does power mean anything, or the bratty young Class S magicians from the abandoned continents.

All that matters to him now is his current journey straight to his deathbed.

A journey that can only possibly be solved by a single person.

The Undying Magician’s immortality.

He’s searched and searched and searched for a way to give himself the boy’s immortality, but nothing worked. And he even proved that it was impossible.

But now he no longer cares about what’s considered ‘impossible’.

Now he just wants to try whatever he can.

Even if he has to rip reality apart to do it.

And that is just what he’s going to do.

The only way to grant himself immortality is to use both a catalyst and reality mana itself. So his plans change from capturing the Undying Magician to using him in one last grand experiment.

If he fails? Then he fails.

He was going to die anyways.

But if he succeeds?

Immortality might finally be in his grasp.

First, however, to set up the experiment, he needs to prepare various items in advance. Which won’t be easy without an arm and hand.

He no longer has any hands and is forced to rely on his spatial magic for everything.

Leodmir grits his teeth as he thinks of the damned radiation magician who did this to him. But that anger cools off as his thoughts return to his current plan.

For as long as Leodmir can remember, he’s been powerful. He’s been a genius. And he’s been undefeated.

His pride has grown so much that he can’t handle the thought of losing. Can’t handle the realization that he did lose.

And that extends towards losing to life itself.

Losing because of something as meager as old age.

If there was any time he could finally achieve his goal, achieve a way to defeat his greatest enemy that is age, it would be now.

So he finally leaves the plane of mana. Deciding to take a glance at the boy’s progress and what has come of the continent since his last time outside. Only for the hairs on the back of his neck to rise as if sensing danger.

The moment he senses the danger and realizes something’s wrong, he tries to open another portal to the Plane of Space.

Only to find the very space completely locked down with no openings to leave the plane.

He can still teleport short distances, and he can use other spatial spells, but he can no longer pass through the planes.

Which mean’s he’s effectively trapped. With nowhere to escape to, and with no hands to fight with weapons.

Leodmir begins to teleport away from the massive tower he found in the place of where the boy’s old headquarters was, only to give up when he sees the boy himself already approaching. As if he knew about Leodmir’s arrival.

And it doesn’t take him long to figure out how when he sees the device on the boy’s wrist. One that is letting off both blood and space mana.

The doctor doesn’t even question how the device was made using space mana without any other space mages besides himself alive right now. Because he can sense the blood mana.

And there’s only one person in the world with blood magic.

A man who is hundreds of years old. Old enough that he likely knew the last space mage before Leodmir.

Leodmir lifts his head high as he looks at the boy who flies through the air with an indifferent look in his crimson eyes. With the only signs of emotional turmoil being the black veins spreading from his eyes.

The boy is wearing an entirely new outfit, with extremely high quality materials, and metals made out of blood metal itself. Metal made by Crimson.

How the boy managed to become an ally of the strongest magician, Crimson isn’t sure.

But there is one thing he is certain about now.

One very troubling thing.

The one who has fallen into a trap isn’t the boy.

It’s Leodmir himself.
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This has been a long time coming. And yet, it feels… a little different from how I always imagined.

The doctor himself is still in terrible shape. While he has cleared out the radiation in his wounds, the wounds are still there. Healed over to the point of not bleeding, but clearly still there.

He is missing one entire arm, and he’s missing a hand on his other arm. Making him completely handless now.

Even if he had a weapon on his person, it wouldn’t be of any use.

And while he may still be a Class S magician, I’m still on my way towards becoming one. I’ve also fought with multiple Class S magicians myself and have experience with it now thanks to the trials.

The man known by all in the Eternal Continents as the Doctor, the Great Spatial Mage, and even the moniker of the most powerful magician of the former abandoned continents. And yet, now he’s floating there in this pitiful state.

He clearly hasn’t been doing very well, and the radiation likely had a large hand in causing that.

From what I understand, he’s always hated the idea of dying. Of losing to anything.

It’s part of why he’s treated me as an experiment. Why he was treating me worse and worse over time, willing to do anything to get that immortality.

And now his problem has only been accelerated thanks to the radiation clearly aging him further.

The doctor looks resigned as he sees me. As if he knows he’ll probably die.

But he still flares his eyes as spell circles appear all around him. One after another, with numerous areas of mana that aren’t even controlled by spell circles.

And immediately after that, I find myself bombarded by spells one after another.

Fortunately for me and the city, he fled a little bit before stopping. So we’re far away from the city now. Making it so that the spells that miss me don’t actually hit the city or anyone down below on the ground.

The doctor has a lot more mana than any of the other Class S magicians I’ve faced have had. Both in the trial and outside of it.

Which makes this battle a bit more difficult than those battles even if he has no weapon and I only have to worry about magic.

That said, the main issue with spatial magic comes when bolts appear out of nowhere and parts of reality around me are completely slashed. Making reality mana flood the area.

I grit my teeth while feeling extremely relieved that he took the battle very far away from the city and not just outside of it.

Spatial magic is one of the most dangerous magics to face simply because of this very reason.

It is capable of slicing apart reality without even having to use Tier X spells.

Because space mana is part of what makes the binding of reality around us.

I’ve heard no space magician ever dares to do it himself because it’s too dangerous. And there’s a good chance it’ll kill the space magician as well and not just the magician or magicians they’re fighting.

But it’s clear the doctor doesn’t think he’ll live through this.

He’s desperate and on his last legs.

The reality mana begins to pour out of the different cuts in reality, altering the area in random ways. But I keep pushing through, trying to get closer and closer to the doctor. All while keeping an eye on my own body.

Specifically, on the time-space mana in my bones.

Because the closer I get to him, the more give I feel when I tug on the space mana.

Bit by bit, the more he uses space mana as well, I manage to wiggle the space mana in my own bones out. Ever so slowly.

And when I finally get within five meters of him, and he cuts open space all around the two of us, sealing us inside of some sort of massive dome, I finally get an arc of space mana free. At which point I immediately convert one of my own arcs.

Creating my very own arc of space mana at last and opening up a new affinity for me.

Unfortunately the time mana in the time-space mana still won’t budge no matter how loose the space mana gets.

Still. It’s about time.

A grin spreads across my face, making the doctor frown in return. But his frown soon clears and is replaced by a rather unreadable expression. One I don’t quite understand.

Especially when Incendia – who has been hiding nearby this entire time and was caught in the dome as well – swoops in and rips out a part of his leg. Crippling him further as he loses his foot thanks to the rest of the part of his leg connecting it to his foot burns with death flames.

I find myself feeling very surprised at his complete lack of any barrier on his person to protect himself from Incendia’s attack.

Until I realize what he’s doing.

It becomes obvious when I see the five massive spell circles all around us. With each one being the size of the spherical dome around us in the air. With the top circle being smaller than the one below it, which is smaller than the one below it. And the two circles below that being the same sizes as the ones above it.

Shit.

Without hesitation, Incendia and I both rush straight at the doctor as he casts whatever enormous spell he’s casting. One I can tell is at the very least Tier X in scale. Probably higher.

Despite casting such a large spell, though, he continues casting other attacks. Proceeding to delay us for several minutes.

Long enough that even after I finally arrive in front of him and skewer him straight through the heart with my sword, and Incendia takes a chunk out of his shoulder, he just stares at me, and the spell continues activating.

“If I’m to die, then you will wander the void for eternity,” the doctor’s words echo throughout the spherical dome. Following which everything begins to glow with a bright purple light.

Before I can feel any pain, though, or even lose my vision from whatever he’s casting, I find that I’ve gotten enough spatial mana built up from converting more and more arcs of mana to space mana that I can do exactly what I’ve been prepared to do for a long time.

Ever since I first took the exact spells the doctor had from his old devices he carelessly let me see during his experiments on me, simply because he knew there were no other magicians with spatial mana in existence.

Including his very first teleportation spell.

Blink.

“Farewell, and good riddance,” I tell the doctor with a grin that has him frowning in confusion.

Until he senses me using spatial mana, making his eyes widen with horror filling his gaze.

The very first real emotion I’ve ever seen in him before directed at me. Not one of those mock emotions he sometimes puts on, or that mild irritation that he used to show sometimes as if dealing with a bug.

But a real, genuine emotion.

Right at the end, as I activate the blink spell I stole from him, the last I see of him is him helplessly reaching for me with his handless arm and that expression of horror and pain on his face before I teleport right outside of the dome with Incendia. Following which the dome itself lights up with a bright purple glow before warping in on itself and vanishing. Leaving a hole of absolutely nothing in its wake.

No gravity. No air. No mana.

Nothing.

Then the device on my arm shatters, indicating that the doctor, whose blood it’s attached to, is no more.
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I stare at the empty space for several minutes. But nothing ever replaces the space. Almost like the entire reality in this plane was erased.

Or, more likely, moved.

Like the doctor moved everything from here to the void. The place between planes.

Regardless of what he did, he was already dying before it happened thanks to my sword piercing his heart. And the device shattering signified his death.

So I did it.

I finally did it.

A grin stretches across my face as I slowly lower myself to the ground, where I just sit down on the damaged grass below. Watching silently as the different rifts all around the area slowly heal themselves.

A natural process done by the plane when damaged.

Leaving the area still filled with reality mana, but fortunately for me, none of the reality mana seems to affect me in the slightest. Which is very good.

I’ve never been able to test it. If I can survive the very thing that turned me immortal in the first place.

And it looks like I can.

There really is no way to kill me.

At all.

Part of that saddens me. The idea that I’ll be around for all eternity.

But part of it also makes me relieved. Because it means I won’t be dying anytime soon.

I take in a shaky breath before slowly releasing it as Incendia comes and lands on my shoulder. Then I focus inwards on the space mana in my body.

At this rate I’ve converted about a third of my total mana arcs into space mana arcs. Giving an even split between my three affinities.

So now I’ll finally be able to try out all of the doctor’s little spells that he left for me to peruse because he didn’t see a reason to bother stopping me. In fact, I do just that. Trying out one spell after another.

Blink, Teleport, Spatial Tear, Rend, and so on.

Numerous spells ranging from Tiers I to VIII.

No Tier IX or Tier X spells though.

He probably kept those elsewhere because there could be things in them that can be beneficial to other elements as well.

It’s a shame, but whatever. I got what I needed out of him.

I got my space mana, and I got spells for days.

And now the old man is finally dead.

Never will he bother me again.

I take in another shaky deep breath and let it out as I feel some tears beginning to leave my eyes. Tears of happiness.

Happiness that I am finally free. With no one chasing after me. No one trying to capture me. And no one trying to attack me.

I have my own home. My own nation. And my own tower.

My own allies, and my own subordinates.

And my own way to continue growing stronger.

Strong enough that no one will ever dare to mess with me again.

I clench my fists at that thought while raising my head towards the sky with my eyes closed. Only for it to suddenly start raining as droplets of water begin to hit my face.

But that just makes me smile even wider.

The sound of rain fills the plains around me as I continue to sit on the ground like this for a while. And when I finally open my eyes, I finally see the orb of nothing again. Where the doctor sent reality itself to the void.

And oddly enough, I find the rain just kinda vanishing when it hits the thing. Leaving a large patch of the plains that is without any rain.

Well, any grass there is going to die eventually from lack of water…

That thought fills my mind for a moment before I shake my head. Then I begin to use my new space mana to teleport back in the direction of The Eternal Tower. Having to use a few teleport casts to get there. Seeing as I’m not used to the spell and have to adjust it for my personal use.

But soon enough, I arrive at my throne room. Which is designed with four large quarter-circle shaped pillars in each corner of the circular tower floor, and four paths that lead to the balconies in-between those. With my throne standing tall on a raised dais at the center of it all.

The throne itself is largely gold and crimson, with a golden metal and crimson cushioning making it very comfortable. And the dais has several candles on the floor behind me to remember the deaths of people in the war and in past wars on the former abandoned continents.

Although now those candles make for an interesting sight as the fog from the rain mixes with the smoke of the candles.

I lean down and watch the flames of the candles for a bit. Then I stand up again and walk to my throne before sitting down.

And once seated, I prepare a grand announcement for all those in my inner circle to see. Whether allies or subordinates.

But after sending out the announcement to them all, a thought comes to mind. One that has me grinning.

So without further ado, I teleport away to my private suite in which none of them can see me. Then I simply wait for the time period I set for them all to arrive here post-announcement.

Which is six hours from now.

Hopefully they arrive sooner than that, though.

But it will be worth it to give off the right impression.

And I do need to give off the right impression for this.


Epilogue



All Across the Planet
Year 2852 | Month 1 | Day 9

Crimson glances in the direction of the newly designated Eternal Continents as he feels the device he created for the Undying Magician finally shatter. Meaning that the space magician of the former abandoned continents is finally deceased.

Marking the end of an era.

And what is no doubt going to be the beginning of a brand new era.

An era of the Undying Magician.

What Crimson finds even more interesting than any of this though, is the fact that the Undying Magician slayed the space magician so quickly after Crimson detected his reemergence in the material plane that he must have done it all on his own. Without any aid.

And if what Crimson sensed the moment the device shattered is to be believed, the space magician was strong enough to teleport an entire part of the material plane into the void.

The area in-between the planes.

A place no mortal can survive. Much less escape from.

Not even the space magician would survive if he arrived there.

Although when Crimson checks his scrying spell to see the battle’s recording, since he did have it running even if he wasn’t watching until now, he finds that the space magician was already dead to rights by the time he activated the spell. Clearly as a last resort to take them both down together.

Until the Undying Magician revealed a brand new affinity.

“Out with the old, in with the new,” Crimson mutters with a faint grin at the sight of the birth of a new space magician in the old one’s place.



The Chrono turns his attention in the direction of his successor’s continent. Where he senses a large swath of space having been ripped from the plane and dumped into the void. But when he sees that it was a battle his successor was participating in that dealt the blow to the area, he simply begins to watch a replay of what happened through his time magic.

And what he sees makes the Chrono’s lips quirk ever so slightly upwards. Intriguing the ouroboros in the process.

“Newssss on the Sssssuccessssssor?” the serpent asks while peeking his head out of the time-locked waters.

“The boy has claimed his spatial mana,” the Chrono declares, his voice echoing around the island.

The serpent closes his eyes for a moment before opening them again and declaring, “That he did.”



Adalwolf feels more than a little surprise as he stops flying in the direction of the space magician. Because he no longer senses the presence of the mark he’d recently placed on the magician’s body to track him during one of the doctor’s last expeditions to hunt in the war.

And on top of that, he senses the powerful mana fluctuations having vanished. Marking the death of the doctor.

The other Class S magicians of the Eternal Continents that were heading to the site of the battle all halt as well. With each one realizing the same thing one after another.

That the war is finally officially over.

Then, after a while passes in silence, the terminals of every Class S magician on the Eternal Continents begin to ring, along with the terminals of any Class A magician with power and influence over The Eternal Tower. And when they answer it, a message from the Undying Magician echoes throughout every single terminal.

“A meeting will be held in The Eternal Tower within my throne room in six hours.”

The message doesn’t give any further details, but none of the Class S magicians need any. Because they all know what it’ll be about.

And they all begin making their way over towards The Eternal Tower.



When one person arrives at The Eternal Tower’s throne room, he finds it completely barren. So he sits and waits in the room. Just standing near the dais holding the throne. And soon after him, one person after another arrives. With each one being of incredible importance to the Eternal Continents.

The surviving rulers of each state, the remaining Class S magicians of the Eternal Continents, the new staff who has moved to the Eternal Continents from other Magic Towers to work for the new Magic Tower. The Eternal Tower.

Even Adalwolf and Juan, two Class S magicians working as close allies to the Undying Magician arrive. Filling the hall down from the throne with people.

Eventually an entire three hours pass before every last person who was summoned arrives. At which point a bright flash of purple light shines from the throne along with a flare of spatial mana.

A flare that has a lot of the people in the room unaware of the doctor’s death turning towards it immediately while reaching for their weapons.

Only to freeze stiff when they see the Undying Magician simply sitting intimidatingly on his throne. All while radiating spatial mana on top of his usual fire and death mana.

Proving to everyone here that he is no longer just the only magician in the world to have two affinities.

He is now the only magician in the world to have three affinities at once.

A tri-affinity magician.

Silence spreads through the already relatively quiet hall in an instant. Meanwhile the rain outside continues beating down, filling the place with light mist mixed in with the candles burning lightly behind him.

Only for those candles to begin blazing as well thanks to the Undying Magician’s fire mana. With his glowing crimson eyes shining just as brightly as the candles.

“The doctor, Leodmir Archeron, has been slain by me,” the Undying Magician’s voice echoes throughout the silent hall amidst the sounds of crackling flames and the patter of rain on the tower walls. And several of the officials present quickly notice the drones recording and broadcasting the events in the throne room of the tower all across the Eternal Continent. “The war is now officially over.”

The silence of the hall grows even more deafening despite the crackling flames and the pattering rain. Meanwhile cheers resound all throughout the entirety of the Eternal Continents at the news of the evil doctor finally being dead.

The greatest boogieman of their days. Ever since the start of the war, when he would slaughter people by the masses during the war. And even after being defeated and vanishing, when he would appear and slaughter people before vanishing again.

All thanks to his space magic.

Magic that the Undying Magician is now using himself.

Even the dead king and the Fire Overlord of the Eternal Continents show faint hints of being impressed from the corners of the room they’re in. Along with the other Class S magicians in the hall.

Meanwhile Crimson finds the whole affair amusing from his own Magic Tower as he watches the Undying Magician through his blood scrying spell. And the Chrono watches on, seemingly indifferent without a change in his expression.

“I have been dealing with shit for years now, ever since I first became immortal and the doctor found me soon after,” the Undying Magician continues to speak. His voice spreading all across the continents, and even to other continents as people share the broadcast. “I learned how to cast spells, was treated as an experiment, learned how to fight. Then I did fight. And fought. And I fought some more. To the point that I for some time wondered if it would ever end. Whether it was when I was brought to the Kingdom of the Fallen and turned into a vampire.” His gaze turns towards the Dead King. “Or when I was fighting against the nobles of the Kingdom of the Fallen.” His gaze remains locked on the Dead King before finally breaking away as he indifferently leans back on his throne. “Even when I fought against the other nations for the kingdom. I never stopped wondering if it would ever end.”

Silence spreads across the world in every place currently watching the broadcast. With every last person watching waiting for his next words.

“And now? After trials and tribulations, I’ve found my answer,” the Undying Magician eventually continues before tapping his finger periodically on his throne’s arm rest. “I’ve dealt with all of those who have tried to use me as some experiment.” He stops tapping as his glowing eyes narrow dangerously. “Every last one.” His eyes return to normal again, no longer narrowed. “Now the doctor is dead. My last enemy. And I’m ready to finally live in peace again for the first time since becoming immortal.”

The Undying Magician shifts his head to rest it on the palm of his hand, with his elbow resting on the throne’s armrest as he asks, “What about you? Are you all ready for peace as well? For the end to the constant warring in the Eternal Continents? The constant threat opposed to the commonfolk? The non-magicians and magicians alike?”

Silence spreads through the throne room and the planet beyond amongst everyone watching the broadcast.

“I thought so,” the Undying Magician says with the faintest hint of a smile appearing on his face. “Then let us celebrate the end of the last era for the Eternal Continents, and hopefully the beginning of a new era. One of peace and development. Of trade and advancement between the Eternal Continents and the rest of the world.”

The atmosphere suddenly becomes strongly oppressed as the people in it feel fire, death, and spatial mana flood it like a storm. And while it isn’t enough to strongly bother the Class S magicians, it makes those weaker than them at least flinch or put up their own barriers to protect themselves.

“But if you shatter my peace, I won’t hesitate to return the favor,” the Undying Magician says while sitting up straight again. “No matter how long it takes, I will always repay shed blood. And when I do, I will be stronger than when the blood was shed. I will always be stronger. Do remember that.”

Then he vanishes in a flash of purple light as he teleports away from the throne room.

Leaving silence in his wake as the candles continue to burn without melting the wax they’re on.

Burning forevermore in The Eternal Tower as a reminder of the Undying Magician himself.


Author’s Note



Hello! Thank you so much for taking the time to read The Undying Magician, Book 5, The Eternal Tower! And thank you even more for reading the series!!!

If you enjoyed the book, then please consider leaving a review! It helps me a lot as a self-published author whose entire career pretty much relies on these reviews!

Some of you may have noticed, but I’ve commissioned new covers to replace the book one and book two covers for The Undying Magician. Both of these covers were done by Kart Studio for the cover images and germancreative for the typography and design. And they are much better than the old covers I was using for those two books.

I will also most likely start talking with my audiobook publisher about doing audiobooks for The Undying Magician soon as well. Since my Wolf of the Blood Moon audiobooks with the publisher have been doing pretty well. But that probably won’t be until after I most likely go through and do some edits to the earlier books to help push the quality of my writing in those books to match my current writing quality.

No parts of the actual story will change though.

Also, as many of you know, quite a few of my stories are starting to near completion. Which should make more time for me to write more of each series I’m writing.

That or I’ll just start writing more series to replace them. It mostly just depends on how I feel when it happens.

On that note, The Rise of the Winter Wolf should be completing with about ten books at my current plan. Meanwhile The Calling of Wrath and Eternal Winter’s Reign should be completing around four or five books.

Reaper’s Resurgence will be completing at six books total and is nearly done in writing, and the next series I will be publishing to Amazon after that already I’ve already written five entire books for, so I won’t have to spend much time writing for that one for a while. Just commissioning covers and getting proofreads done for it.

Oh, and on the note of The Calling of Wrath and Eternal Winter’s Reign, I’m wanting to go through and edit both of those now that my writing has improved over the years. Just like the early Undying Magician books. So I’ll be editing the previous books of those series before publishing their respective book threes.

Other than that, I’ll likely be moving soon, so I might be a bit busier in 2026 thanks to that.

This is my current publishing schedule for the year! Do note that I have already completely finished writing the next book of the latest series I started on Amazon called Reaper’s Resurgence! I also tend to write faster than I publish, which ends up with me having a bunch of books written and not published. Because the process of publishing can be tedious sometimes. Also because I need to commission covers for the books I publish, and I generally publish one book every month or so. Which means needing to commission a cover a month at the very least.

Also, this schedule is likely to change if something happens that requires it to change. Including but not limited to problems with the cover commissions being delayed or proofreading taking too long. So keep that in mind as it may end up delaying book releases due to not having a cover when I would like to release the book.

In fact, this schedule in particular is very likely to change. Since I’m uncertain about how long it’ll take me to finish writing several books on this list.

So this particular schedule is more to show you all what order I’m planning on releasing the next books in rather than when. Especially for the books that have two listed in a single month.

November: The Undying Magician Book 5

December: Reaper's Resurgence Book 4 (Already Completed)

January: Eternal Winter's Reign Book 3

February: Reaper's Resurgence Book 5 and The Calling of Wrath Book 3

March: The Rise of the Winter Wolf Book 8 and Dungeon from the Void Book 5

April: Reaper's Resurgence Final Book

May: The Undying Magician Book 6

If a book on the schedule has two months listed for it, that means I will try to release it in the first month of the two, but if I don’t finish it by then, or I don’t have the cover within a certain period of time before the month, I will release it in the second month of the two. Furthermore, if I do delay a release, I will still try to keep my release order in the same order. The book will just release a month or two later instead.

I hope you all have a lovely day! And please consider checking out my Patreon if you are interested in reading the chapters of my books that haven’t been released (or edited) yet in advance for a small subscription fee!

There are currently three book series that I have not published on Amazon yet with their descriptions listed beneath the recommended stories if you’re interested. Each with multiple books already completely written for them.

Also, consider checking out my discord server! I make announcements in there since I don’t like using social media. I also keep the above listed schedule updated on my Discord server, as it may not always be completely up to date on the author’s note here.

And as always, go try out my other series if you’re interested in one of them listed below! I have quite a few of them, with one of my series even being completed!

I also have the description of the next series I will be releasing after all of my other series! It will release at the end of April everything goes according to plan!


My Other Series



My current only completed series on Amazon,

Wolf of the Blood Moon 
Book 1 Description:

When a Demonic Assault occurs, most people stuck inside of a Fracture end up hiding inside of a bunker in the hopes that they don’t get killed by a demon. 
Others might even hope for the slightest possible chance at signing a contract with a spirit and becoming a Guardian. 
So when Scarlet was caught in a Fracture, the last thing she expected was to become a demon herself. 
Exactly two centuries ago, humanity was struck with their very first Demonic Assault. The skies above the capital of the US, shattering as if made of glass; demons of all kinds appearing out of nowhere; and no way to effectively stop them before the end of the Assault. 
On the brink of devastation, some of the humans managed to find themselves offered a contract whilst inside of a Fracture. One bringing a chance at power, fame, and fortune. 
Now, long after every nation of the world joined together to form the Terran Republic, Scarlet finds herself stuck trying to find a university from the Republic’s capital that will accept someone from a lower tier city into their midst. But, as if that wasn’t already enough trouble for one person to bear, she somehow ends up stuck in one of the Fractures of a Demonic Assault while visiting her father figure’s company building. 
However, she doesn't perish in the darkness and instead awakens her dormant bloodline as a noble demon. A Blood Lycan. 
Turns out she had been a demon all along and had been born for the apocalypse.

About the series: When a Demonic Assault occurs, most people stuck inside of a Fracture end up hiding inside of a bunker in the hopes that they don’t get killed by a demon. Others might even hope for the slightest possible chance at signing a contract with a spirit and becoming a Guardian. So when Scarlet was caught in a Fracture, the last thing she expected was to become a demon herself. Join her as she learns about her nature as a half demon, grows stronger, and figures out who exactly she is.

If you’re interested, click here! It has a total of 6 books in the series! And on top of that it is also my best rated series on Amazon as of now, even if it isn’t my most popular!



My current most popular series on Amazon other than Undying Magician,

The Rise of the Winter Wolf

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! It currently has 7 books in the series!



Then there’s my three latest series on Amazon before this one,

Reaper’s Resurgence

What would happen in a world governed by the Ascendants, the highest level people in the System, when the System itself resets due to the death of its creator? When the levels, classes, skills, and even Legendary Feats of every user are wiped, and everyone is sent to a new dimension to start all over again?

Alexia, on what should’ve just been her very first Dungeon dive in the Royal Dungeon, finds her life, her body, and her entire world changing after the Creator of the System itself forces her to kill him, resetting the System entirely. But after being turned into a quantum reaper and given the powerful quantum element as a ‘prize’ for her Legendary Feat, will she thrive?

Or will she fall?


Only time will tell as the Quantum Reaper fights to survive. 

About the series: Join Alexia as she is forced by one of the ten all-powerful quantum beings into becoming one herself. Into becoming the Quantum Reaper. And at the start of a System Reset no less, where all the beings in the creation known as the System, made by the Quantum Architect, are reset back to level one. Forced to fight in an unknown location, and to start all over again from scratch.

If you’re interested, click here! It currently, as of releasing this book, has a total of 3 books in the series!

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

Eternal Winter’s Reign

Book 1 Description:

Alexander North: A regular second lieutenant in the Terran Empire’s military until the apocalypse starts and he finds himself no longer being human.

It’s year 8019 on the Universal Calendar, and the Terran Empire is only continuing to expand its influence.
The artificial symbiont technology created by the Terran Research Union is being sold to the higher ups in the military, granting them powers beyond human beings; the Economic branch of the Empire is beginning to expand further into the other nations of the Universe; and the military only continues to expand into the Arctic Empire’s land, bringing the war closer and closer to an end.

However, all of this comes crashing to a halt when the Eternal Winter spreads across the entire universe and changes the laws of physics themselves.
No longer can people use guns; no longer can they use electricity; and no longer can they use fire.

But the worst of the storm is from the glowing blue shards filled with a strange energy that mutates any creature it enters into a mindless monster whose natural instinct is to kill.

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

About the series: Alexander North is just a second lieutenant in the Terran Empire’s military until the apocalypse spreads throughout the universe on the back of an endless blizzard and everything begins to change. When Alexander becomes something beyond human amidst the new frozen apocalypse he's in.

If you’re interested, click here! It currently, as of releasing this book, has a total of 2 books in the series!

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

The Calling of Wrath

Book 1 Description:

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.

About the series: Join Cassandra as she navigates her way through her changed plane of Midgard, escapes from the Dark Forest, fights both monsters and invaders alike, and deals with the consequences of her new species. All while learning about the planes of existence that the invaders come from and even more about her own that she didn't know existed.

If you’re interested, click here! It currently, as of releasing this book, has a total of 2 books in the series!



And last but not least, my first ever series,

Dungeon from the Void

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! It currently, as of releasing this book, has a total of 4 books in the series! 


My Other Series Not on Amazon Yet



First is my next series to go to Amazon:

Crimson Eternal

Death is an inevitability for all except Aria. 

Something she knows all too well. 

In a world locked in war, with the majority of its continents already wiped out before the signing of the Great Treaty banning strategic level weaponry and magic, Aria Crimson finds herself lost. Treated as a weapon by the military since she was young, she has almost forgotten what it was like to not be at war. 

But when a strange looking screen similar to those of the newly created devices known as computers appears in front of every last person on the planet, things change. 

Every human on the planet is given a class and a way to level their class. Given a new way to power outside of just their natural-born abilities. 

But along with the power comes the invaders. Humans from another world declaring war on their world, trying to take it for their own. 

Now, after ten years of fighting, Aria finally has a way out of the war. One that involves even more fighting. 

How will the world react to the changes, to the invaders, and to the power granted to them? 

And how will the only True Immortal in the universe, one dubbed by the System as Death, one of the Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse despite the irony, choose to proceed? 

Join Aria as she figures that out for herself. 

I currently have two books written for Crimson Eternal and I will begin publishing it on Amazon once I finish publishing Reaper’s Resurgence. 

Next is the series that will go to Amazon after that: 

Ascension of Chaos

What would you do if your entire world were turned on its head? 

A Primordial System buzzing in everyone’s heads, displaying strange screens and other displays in their visions. 

Being thrown into a tutorial before entering your first System Event broadcast across the universe. 

Returning back to your home after the System Event to realize that it’s been filled with Gates leading to monster-filled domains, a good number of which have already broken and released their monsters into the world. 

And learning that the abilities every human being has – abilities that have led to the current structure of society – are nothing but the root of their Skill Trees. The very first skill in their Skill Tree out of many. 

Well, Ashley doesn’t know. She doesn’t remember anything other than some basic common knowledge from before waking up at the start of the tutorial with amnesia. 

So why should this change anything for her? 

Other than her finding out about the blood bestowed upon her by a certain primordial and her own Skill Tree. 

One with just a single skill. 

A skill to unlock the skill trees of those she kills. 

To assimilate. 

I currently have two books written for Ascension of Chaos and I will start publishing the series once I finish publishing what I have written of Crimson Eternal to Amazon. 

And the latest series I have started on my Patreon: 

Pioneer of the Abyss

Life and death. Power and Growth. The viewers of the Pioneers don’t care about the end result of any of that. 

All they care about is their own entertainment as they watch the Pioneers take the first step into newly initialized worlds on System-based livestreams. 

On a dark day hated by all citizens of the lower worlds, Aqua finds herself chosen during the Selection Ceremony as one of the next users of their world to participate in the World Expansion. Where she is sent to a newly discovered world just recently initialized into the System to showcase the world on a livestream to the entire Alliance. 

But things take a turn almost immediately as she finds herself awakening not just one but two Bloodlines. 

And once they merge, the Abyssal Kraken takes her first dive into the waters of her new world. 

Join Aqua as she navigates the world of Oceana while dealing with the broadcast constantly following her along the way. 

I currently have one and a half books written for Pioneer of the Abyss and I will start publishing the series once I finish publishing what I have written of Ascension of Chaos to Amazon. 

Only one of each of these series will be published at a time on Amazon, and I will only publish the next one when the previous one is finished. 

This is to limit myself from fully focusing on publishing more than a set number of series at a time on Amazon. 

However, if you are interested in reading these series ahead of time, they are available on my Patreon to read unedited and without official commissioned covers for them. 

cover1.jpeg
SHANE PURDY
akaWolfShine

THEUN DYING
MAGICIAN

THE ETERNAL TOWER





