
        
            
                
            
        

    
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.

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

During his time in the Academy, Nathan and his instructor Leo make up an excuse for his immortality that will only last for so long, blaming it on an incredibly powerful fire magic spell. But he is slowly beginning to gather more attention from those in higher positions, and the last book left off on his best friend Amelia’s aunt directly telling him to participate in the duels so that he can qualify for a position in the special class and the advantages soon to be added to the Academy by the Council.


Summary of Book 2:

The second book of the series continues with Nathan’s school life as he fights in duels before the war of the Class S magicians 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.

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.

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.




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.

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 balancing out their power due to their constant warring with the Republic.

Political Structure of Giese: The 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: 20 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.

Affinity: Fire.

Weapons: Arcadian metal sword and a sniper rifle.

First Semester Classes:

Magic Circuitry first

Fundamentals of Fire second

Mana Manipulation third

Lunch fourth

Magical Warfare fifth

Meditation sixth

Tactics and Battle Strategy seventh

Aidan Hawkins

Description: 20 years old. Energetic and friendly. In a relationship with Sophia. Best friends with Nathan.

Affinity: Wind with a specialization towards Lightning.

Weapons: One long dagger and one short sword.

Cyria Argent

Description: 20 years old. Daughter of the Healer General. Has long black hair and blue eyes.

Affinity: Water.

Weapons: Uses a pistol and a sword.

Amelia Marshall

Description: 20 years old. Daughter to the Dark magic councilwoman. Has dark eyes, black hair worn in a single braid, and has sharp features on her face. Best friends with Nathan and like a sister to him.

Affinity: Dark with a specialization towards Shadow.

Weapons: Unknown.

Sophia Inverno

Description: 20 years old. Has brown hair and green eyes, with a bit of an obsession towards anything magical. Is a member of a branch family of the Winters family.

Affinity: Poison.

Weapons: Pistol and a long metal staff.

Rebecca Hunter

Description: 20 years old. Part of the Hunter family. Has golden eyes and hair.

Affinity: Gravity special affinity.

Weapons: Bow and Knife.

Jason Fox

Description: Nathan's father.

Affinity: Wind magic with a specialization for Lightning.

Weapons: Unknown.

Julia Fox

Description: Nathan's mother.

Affinity: Not a magician.

Weapons: None.

Vilgeirr Thorn

Description: Nathan's Meditation course instructor. Captain in the military.

Affinity: Unknown.

Weapons: Unknown.

Leonidas de Ashford

Description: Nathan's Fundamentals of Fire instructor, his Magical Warfare instructor, and his Magic Circuitry instructor. Major in the military and a Class C magician. Member of the Ashford family.

Affinity: Fire.

Weapons: Sniper rifle and sword.

Dawn Suess

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

Affinity: Water with a specialization towards Flesh.

Weapons: Unknown.

Anabel Walker

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

Affinity: Enhancement.

Weapons: Swords.

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.

Affinity: Death.

Weapons: Unknown.

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.

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.

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.

Affinity: Water

Weapons: Unknown.

Dorothy Umbra

Description: She is the Class S magician alchemist in charge of the department of alchemy within the Republic. Her brother is one of the seats of the Association of Magic. She is 62 years old.

Affinity: Poison.

Weapons: Unknown.

Violet Fox

Description: She is the Class S magician alchemist in charge of alchemy for the Collective Kingdoms.

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. Likes to stay out of politics due to him being a foreigner and not having too heavy an investment in the Republic. Now he is a 61 year old Class S magician.

Affinity: Light (Specialization in radiation)

Weapons: Unknown.

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. He is 68 years old.

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. He is still a little arrogant due to his advancement and is only 52 years old despite being Class S.

Affinity: Dark

Weapons: Unknown.

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. He is 74 years old.

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. And she focuses on healing rather than combat. She is 64 years old.

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. She is 69 years old.

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. He is 62 years old.

Affinity: Nature

Weapons: Unknown.

List of Affinities:
Fire: Controls heat, flames, lava, etc. 
Water: Controls cold, water, ice, etc. 
Wind: Controls wind, lightning, air/vapors, etc. 
Nature: Controls the ground, nature, trees, healing etc.
Dark: Controls darkness, curses, undead/unholy magic, etc. 
Light: Controls light, holy magic, healing, etc. 
Poison: Controls poisons and other afflictions. 
Enhancement: Enhances the body of the user in various different ways. 
Special: Unique magics and uncommonly seen magics that are rare and can be very dangerous or can do almost nothing. 


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


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

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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


Chapter 1

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

The Undying Caverns



Nathan
Year 2850 | Month 3 | Day 1
A month after the Assault on Nathan

“Begin,” I declare as I sit on the chair at the head of the meeting table with my arms crossed looking directly at my head of logistics.

The older man immediately answers, straightening a little in his seat as he has a screen showing on the table in front of him, “Over the past month, we have gained a total of three hundred and thirty one new refugees and have branched out into more caverns to house them all. And thanks to the help given to us by Sir Xavier, the Creation magician of New Hope, we’ve successfully managed to keep up with the construction it required to build them all homes. Now we are reaching the point where we’re gonna have to start digging more tunnels to continue accommodating the flood of refugees from the warzone cities.”

I nod my head before looking down at the table for a moment.

Those eight cities losing their leaders made for a lot of chaos. And amidst that chaos, there have been a vast number of people rushing off to live here in the Undying Caverns – which is what everyone has started calling my cave.

It reached the point that we’ve basically become a city ourselves, and I needed to get some more skilled people at management to handle the city. Moreso than an elderly orphanage director at least.

I look up at the people I’ve got mostly running the city under me. The head of logistics – Ryan Haris – was actually a captain under one of the eight magicians, although a nice one. He led the refugees from there to here, protecting them every inch of the way from both the undead and even other soldiers that had gone on a criminal spree after their leader was taken out.

And after some initial trust issues, I did end up giving him some authority in the Undying Caverns purely due to the logistics management skills he’s shown.

The man has long gray hair and is wearing a set of kevlar armor as he messes with the screen in front of him.

I turn my attention to Benjamin Anderson, the leader of the cavern’s enforcers and a refugee soldier from before the assault launched by the other magicians, as I ask, “Have there been any problems?”

“No sir,” he says with a light shake of his head, sitting stiff as a rod. “Nothing more than a few rogues who attempted to sneak past the guards at the entrance and were shot in the knees for the effort before being arrested. There haven’t been any issues with those already processed.”

“Good,” I state with a nod before looking away from the young man with blond hair to focus on the woman who’s become my second in command since Carol recommended her. A woman who is just a couple years older than me and a magician as well. One with water magic. “And do you have anything to add to this meeting, Claire?”

Claire Taylor just shakes her head, the woman wearing attire that would be classified as business formal attire, with a white dress shirt, a tie, a black skirt, and heels. Something she insists is proper for someone in her position.

In some ways she’s become my assistant, but in others? She actually knows more about how to manage a city than I do. So she’s been a lot of help. And the only reason I could trust her as much as I do is because Carol recommended her.

Well, that and she hated Frost. Absolutely hated him. And she herself apparently wanted to help me after hearing that I killed him.

“In that case, let’s move onto the next topic,” I continue, leaning forward a little in my chair. “Has there been any news on the Barons?”

Benjamin shakes his head at that says, “Negative. They’re still just going about as they always do. No obvious changes to their routine.”

I narrow my eyes at that, unsure of how to take it. The teleportation affinity magician who got away must have informed at least one of the Barons about me, but I’m not sure which of the seven they informed.

Unfortunately, my original information on the Kingdom of the Fallen was less accurate than I’d have liked. Because the knowledge of most of the people and even a lot of the magicians in what is apparently the inner ring of the continent is lacking.

They don’t know much about the outer ring, and I only learned about it recently from the stuff left behind by Frost at the magicians’ base camp.

“If that’s the case, keep an eye on them. No movement is worse than showing movement in some cases,” I order him, and he immediately nods. Then I let out a brief sigh before standing up and declaring, “This meeting is adjourned.”

All three of them begin gathering their stuff as I leave the room into a short tunnel leading to a guarded entryway to a large cavern. And both of the guards there glance at me before standing just a little bit straighter.

Without bothering with them, I make my way towards my house, which is constantly under the guard of several soldiers working for my new city. Mostly to make sure no one goes in. Because I very much like my privacy.

Guess that’s rather typical for a magician though.

Although in hindsight, I guess the Undying Caverns isn’t really big enough to consider a city yet. But it’s certainly growing in that direction considering all of the many refugees constantly moving in.

It was rather surprising how fast everyone tends to forget about my vampire side when they don’t see my eyes flash with crimson light though.

After making it to my house, I give the guards a brief nod before going inside. The house itself hasn’t changed much, mostly just getting better equipment and appliances in it, along with a better supply of electricity from the generators I’ve had moved down here. We’ve also gotten the small underground watermill that was deeper in the caves, in a spot I barely went to, up and running finally, giving a fresh supply of power to the various homes.

So overall it’s been nicer since everyone came. And it’s probably better for my sanity anyways, not always living on my own and experimenting on myself.

I smile a little at that thought before heading to my lab.

Time to see if I can’t get that spell working finally.


Chapter 2

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

Spell Crafting



Nathan
Year 2850 | Month 3 | Day 1

I sigh as I see the funnel of flames fail tremendously once again.

Why can’t it just work? It’s getting annoying.

The spell is supposed to create a powerful funnel-like vacuum of flames that rapidly eats away all of the oxygen in the area, especially within the funnel itself. And not just the oxygen, but the moisture as well. Meaning anything inside of it is going to die through asphyxiation. Specifically due to carbon monoxide poisoning.

Very, very fast carbon monoxide poisoning.

But currently the funnel of flames just keeps blowing up in my face instead, repeatedly ruining my clothes in the process. Which is a rather irritating side effect.

At this point I really don’t care about pain. Nothing is more painful than being wiped from existence and coming back piece by piece while feeling the pain of everything. And the lack of pain at some points.

I shiver at the thought before turning around and unsealing the door to the room. Then I reenter my house while heading over to my lab to review the script for the spell.

Just what is messing it up? I can’t for the life of me figure it out…

This is my first Tier IV spell that I’ll be creating, which should also qualify me to be known as a Class C magician finally. After I finish making it that is.

But if I can’t figure it out… then I’ll have to ask for another favor from that skeleton again. And I’d rather not go back to the Dark Forest again. The last time I went there a couple weeks ago, the bastard decided to trap me in his tree for an entire day just to have someone to chat to as he did his experiments on his undead.

He really does have the strangest favors he wants from me sometimes though. Never once has he asked me to actually do anything important for him, outside of giving him the results of my experiments on my condition. All he tends to ask of me is to spend time with him while he works on his experiments, and to talk to him about my life.

It’s kind of creepy. But at the same time, he sounds like a father or a grandfather when doing it, so I’m not really sure how to take it. In fact, he’s completely different from how he was when we first met.

When I asked why, he simply said that we were both immortals. We both have death mana flowing in our bodies. And the death mana in my body was from him, meaning I ‘had some of him in me,’ making me like family? Even if the death mana isn’t his anymore.

So he’s grown to see me as the only possible way for him to have a ‘relative’ in the world. Seeing as he’s, well, a skeleton. And he would outlive any relatives he did have if he somehow managed to have one anyways.

And while I can understand how he’s thinking in a way… it doesn’t change the fact that I want to avoid visiting him like the plague.

I’ve at least grown to completely ignore my bloodlust now as well, so that’s a plus. At some point my eyes became permanently crimson though, so goodbye to my old colored eyes. Even if my eyes almost never glow anymore. Not unless I’m in battle and end up drinking someone’s blood.

My thoughts come to a halt when I reach my lab and immediately begin focusing on my spell again while sitting down at my desk.

I pull up both the script for the spell and the screen on my monitor showing the recording of the spell’s unfortunate failure. And immediately after the video starts, the scene of me standing in place while ignoring a large explosion of flames that is most definitely not a funnel shows on the screen.

My brows furrow as I replay the scene over and over again while zooming in on the explosion to see exactly where it turns from a funnel to an explosion instead. And after several seconds of squinting at the screen, I finally find it.

“About five seconds after the start of the spell,” I mutter while writing it down in my notes. Then I pause the video and focus on the script again.

If I remember correctly, the funnel should go inwards at… right, there’s the problem. The spell is trying to direct the fire into the funnel before it’s supposed to do so, leaving a lot of bugs in other areas of the code that wouldn’t normally be a problem. Which in the end is making it explode.

I lean back in my chair with a sigh.

Such a pain to deal with these much longer spell scripts. Especially when just one tiny mistake can lead to the whole thing blowing up in your face… I don’t know how long it would’ve taken me to get this far if I didn’t care about it blowing up in my face while testing it.

Makes me wonder how regular people ever have the time to make so many spells.

Although, in hindsight, I don’t think they do make as many spells as I’ve been making. Most people tend to use a lot of common spells they find online along with their personal spells just to fluff their arsenal of spells.

Something I can’t really do since there is no internet out here. Because the skeleton’s barrier blocks it from reaching.

An annoying issue, but in the end, it’s probably better for me to make my own personalized spells. After all, they’re much harder to counter than the commonly used spells.

Even if it does mean a lot more work for me.

I sigh at that thought before stretching slightly despite not really needing it thanks to my condition and then leaning forward over the table and my terminal.

Time to get back to work.


Chapter 3

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

Escape



The Wall of the City of Ashes
Year 2850 | Month 3 | Day 4

Tyler feels his heart racing, practically almost beating straight out of his chest and he can’t help but wonder if the others next to him notice as they all stand silently at the edge of the building closest to the city gate. This escape has been in the works for nearly an entire month now, and who knows how much work and effort has been put into it by now. Not to mention the lives its cost.

But now that they’re at the most important part of the plan, Tyler can’t help but feel nervous and anxious.

Do the others feel the same?

With a brief glance at the others behind him – a mishmash of people from various different backgrounds and fields of employment – he immediately finds almost all of them with worried or anxious expressions. All of them except the few soldiers amongst them, that is.

Looks like I’m not the only one then.

He turns his gaze back to the gate again where there are four guards each holding rifles in their hands standing guard while a fifth guard – their captain – checks the credentials of any vehicles that try to pass through the gate.

Tyler and the others all stand at the edge of the alleyway, just waiting. And waiting. And waiting.

Soon enough the vehicle currently being checked is allowed to go through, and right when the gate begins to close, an explosion occurs on the other side of the street, catching the attention of all of the guards. Then another explosion that sends said guards flying away from the gate after they’ve all moved away to investigate with their backs all turned to it.

“Move!” Tyler whisper shouts at the others before they all quickly begin running towards the gate, making it under right before the thing finishes closing, the explosion not having damaged the wall or the gate, leaving only the gatehouse connected to it damaged.

Tyler quickly hears shouting coming from the other side of the gate, following which gun shots echo out and he ducks down, proceeding to run in a crouch while pushing the girl in front of him who had almost stumbled. And they continue running all the way till they reach the line of trees surrounding the city, only for a rifle bullet to find its way into one of the escapee’s backs, making Tyler shout, “No!”

But he can’t stop running, and none of the others do so either. Especially not when they see the downed man simply shaking his head and coughing out blood.

Damned Robert wanting to be a fucking hero now?!

Despite his thoughts, he lets him do what he wishes as going back now – especially when more and more gunfire is starting to echo from the city, along with the sight of dozens of soldiers pouring out of the walls in pursuit – would simply waste his sacrifice.

Tyler and the others continue running past the line of trees and into the woods, heading straight in the direction of the Undying Caverns that they had heard about from traveling merchants and given directions for. But despite knowing where to go for the most part, they almost lose their way more than once. All still with gunfire sounding from behind them.

Over the course of an hour, the gunfire finally begins to subside, only a single other bullet having hit any of them. And that one only grazed one of the soldier escapees who shoved Tyler out of the way personally, not wounding him critically.

Eventually Tyler begins to slow down, only for that very soldier escapee to whisper, “Don’t! It’s entirely possible they stopped shooting to trick us.”

Tyler’s eyes widen at that, but he nods before he and the others continue making their way through the trees. And just like the soldier said, the gunfire from rifle shots resume again five minutes later from behind them.

A shiver runs down Tyler’s spine as he realizes just how close he’d come to falling into their trap.

That would’ve been bad…

He shakes his head, only to glance back and spot some flashes of light in the dark of night shining between the trees far away from them.

“They’re getting closer!” he whisper-shouts at the others.

One of the other soldier escapees grunts and says, “They probably got backup from a magician to make them run faster or to track us.”

“Or both,” another soldier escapee says, making Tyler tense up slightly as they all continue running.

Please let us reach the cave in time…

The Undying Caverns. A place shared amongst all of the merchants in the inner region of the Kingdom as a stronghold against the abusive magicians that are commonplace on the continent. A settlement owned by the Undying Magician – the magician who has taken on nine different Class C magicians at once and came out on top.

But the most important thing about the place is that the magician doesn’t bother much with the day to day ruling of it, and it’s said that he doesn’t treat non-magicians any differently than he treats magicians.

Tyler and a lot of the other escapees believe it has something to do with him not being human himself, but opinions are varied from everyone he has spoken to on the subject. So no one knows for sure.

They all continue running through the trees, occasionally flinching as bullets strike the trees near them until eventually one of them takes a bullet straight to the heart, sending them falling to the ground. But Tyler just closes his eyes, tears building up as he continues running.

“Stop running and you will be spared!” a loud voice echoes through the trees, the sounds of pursuit getting closer and closer.

We can’t fail! Not after getting this far!!

Tyler and the others ignore the warning and continue running, and soon one more of them takes a bullet. But before any more shots can be fired, they all notice lights further ahead in the forest, along with people.

“We’re here! We made it!” Tyler practically shouts, only to bite back a shout when a bullet tears through his shoulder, not hitting any vital organs.

The soldier next to him helps him continue running through the trees, and by the time they make it to the clearing with the lights, they find themselves running into a troop of soldiers each wearing black and red kevlar armor with a patch on their armor’s shoulders and a rifle in their hands aimed in their direction.

Tyler’s eyes widen as he focuses on the patch. A simple design of a pair of glowing red eyes looking through the shadows with flames occasionally licking out at the edges of the patch.

The symbol for the Undying Caverns forces.

For the Undying Magician.

And the moment they break out of the clearing, they hear the gunshots behind them stop entirely. Then the soldiers in front of them continue pointing their rifles at them in silence for several seconds, following which movement can be heard from the trees.

One of the soldiers belonging to the Undying Caverns speaks into a radio that was clipped to his waist, his voice too quiet for Tyler to hear. But whatever the other side said makes the man put the radio back on the clip and shout at Tyler, “Get behind us.”

Tyler and the other escapees don’t waste a second as they rush through the armed troops before they soon hear their pursuers exiting the trees into the clearing led by the ash affinity magician who had taken over the City of Ashes from his father.

The new City Lord was personally chasing after us?! How bad could our luck have been for that to happen?!

“Undying Caverns soldiers, you are currently-” the man begins to state with a frown only to be interrupted by the man who had spoken into his radio, “Begone, Ashen Magician. The Undying Magician has little patience to spare for slavers.”

The magician in question flinches at the mere mention of the Undying Magician.

Tyler’s eyes widen at that.

I know the stories mention him defeating nine Class C magicians, but I truly thought those were exaggerated… were they not? Did he really… do that?

Several tense seconds pass in silence before the Ashen Magician huffs and turns around with a scowl on his face while telling his soldiers, “We’re leaving!” but right as he’s about to step into the tree line again, he pauses and calls back to Tyler and the others, “You better not get anywhere near our city. Because you will be shot on sight.”

He then leaves, making Tyler and the others slowly relax.

The man who had told the Ashen Magician off turns around and lowers his rifle before nodding at Tyler, clearly finding him to be the leader as he says, “Welcome to the Undying Caverns.”

Tyler can’t help but smile.
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“Another group of refugees?” I mutter after hearing what Claire had to tell me. “And there are thirty of them this time?”

The woman nods her head and says, “Yes, sir.”

“Keep me updated then,” I tell her with a nod of my own before continuing on my way through the tunnel past where she stopped me.

It honestly feels kind of weird working with someone around my own age. Even if she’s still about two or so years older than me.

At this point I’ve been interacting with people who are around a decade or so older than me more often than not. In fact, Carol is several decades older than me, and Benjamin is a decade older as well, with Ryan being about two and a half decades older. And most of the magicians I’ve interacted with have been in their mid-thirties to mid-forties, so…

Then there’s the skeleton. I’m not even sure just how old that guy is. At least a century or two probably.

I can’t help but feel a lot older than I actually am though, if for no other reason than the pain I’ve been through.

Although there have been plenty of refugees my own age that have started living in the Undying Caverns. I just don’t interact with them much.

I frown at the thought for a moment without pausing in my steps through the tunnel before mentally shrugging and turning the corner, only to find the new group of refugees being escorted through the tunnel by several soldiers along with Benjamin. Likely heading towards the interrogation rooms, which is a customary onboarding procedure that Benjamin insisted on. Not that he really needed to since I agree with it.

People aren’t exactly trustworthy. Not in the Republic, and especially not in the Kingdom.

Benjamin quickly nods to me as they pass, each of the refugees in the group staring at my ensemble consisting of a set of black and red kevlar armor, my sword, and my terminal with awe, only to switch to wariness and some fear when they see my eyes. But Benjamin and the soldiers don’t let them linger and continue shepherding them forwards as we walk past each other.

I continue walking down the tunnel until I reach the entrance where I cross my arms and inspect the barrier.

The new barrier is holding up a lot better than the original one did. This one is not only stronger, since I used more mana to make it, but it doesn’t need my fiddling with it to add a new citizen to the barrier. Which is very nice since I rather quickly got sick of going to the barrier every single time I needed to add another person to it.

But… I’m not really sure if this barrier is doing all that much beyond keeping unwanted non-magicians out. Since most of the magicians I’d have to worry about coming by are all Class C and should be able to destroy the barrier without much trouble.

If the thing was a constant drain on my mana, then it wouldn’t be worth the trouble to keep it in the first place. But thankfully it’s not. Just a one-time expenditure of mana to make it.

No real way to dispel it though. Not that I really cared much about making a way like that when I designed the spell.

I purse my lips as I continue studying my own barrier, ignoring anyone who comes through it one way or the other, along with the curious looks sent my way by them.

What could I do to improve my barriers… actually, to improve the potency of my spells in general…

The only thing that comes to mind is the space and time mana in my bones. But I have no idea how or even if I’ll be able to make use of it. Not to mention that it would make the spell exponentially more complex and would have to be accommodated for in the spell’s script.

I rub my temples at the thought of how annoying that would be despite not being able to get a headache. Or at least, not one that lasts for long before healing.

There is definitely an easy, or easier solution to this. Simply asking for a favor from the skeleton would solve my problems as he is a lot more knowledgeable on magic scripting than I am. Not to mention he could probably figure out how to let me use my time and space mana if it’s possible.

But that would not only require me acquiescing to another one of his ridiculous requests, it also would require me to let him experiment on me himself a bit to figure it out.

Neither of which are things I’m very keen on letting happen.

The guy is crazy. Sometimes he treats me like a son, which is creepy, others like I’m some sort of experiment. And others? Like his entertainment.

I really can’t tell what he’s thinking most of the time, and I hate that.

He hasn’t actually experimented on me before though, unless the whole turning me into some sort of pseudo vampire counts. So he isn’t a terrible person on a regular basis.

To me, at least.

I hold myself back from rubbing my temples again as I step outside of the caves, through the barrier to get some fresh air.

Just to find myself staring at a room full of soldiers aiming guns at my staff, who are all knocked unconscious with a few of them dead somehow.

I blink in surprise. The soldiers then turn their guns to me.

“On the ground! Now!” one of the soldiers shouts, clearly not recognizing me.

I just stare, rather shocked that someone would be stupid enough to pull this.

Wait, maybe these are the soldiers belonging to that Ashen Magician guy?

“Didn’t you hear me?! On the-” he starts, only for me to wave him off and mutter, “Shut up. I’m thinking.” Leaving the man shocked into silence for a moment.

If they belong to that Ashen Magician guy, then I’m gonna have to go deal with that city myself. But if not…

I guess I can just capture these guys and ask them who they work for.

“You have five seconds to-” the guy starts again, making me want to roll my eyes as I raise my hand to create a spell circle in front of it that sends a fireball right at the guy, blowing up in his face and sending him flying into the wall while charred to a crisp.

“I said I was thinking,” I state while drawing my sword, all of the other soldiers looking between me and their burnt friend for a few moments. Then they immediately begin ignoring the other people in the room besides me as they fire their rifles at me, tearing holes through the new armor I just got.

I sigh, briefly wondering what the point of me even wearing armor is at this point. It’s nothing more than a waste of funds.

Aside from appearances at least. Since I’m a magician, I shouldn’t really be wandering around in a t-shirt and pants or something.

Guess I can just skimp and get cheap armor that at least looks cool.

Anyways, I sprint towards the closest soldier before grabbing him by the throat and raising him into the air, still ignoring the bullets as I ask, “So who was it that sent you? Was it that Ashen Magician guy? Or the teleportation magician?”

The man struggles to speak, meanwhile the other soldiers eventually run out of ammo in their clips and begin trying to run. But I stop them simply by waving my free hand, creating a spell circle that makes a barrier of flames appear in front of the door, blocking their access to it and burning the one closest to it to ashes.

I lighten my grip slightly on the soldier’s neck as he grapples for my hand to no avail, letting him speak.

“T-the Radiant E-Elite,” he manages to sputter out, making me frown.

The Radiant Elite… the Radiant Elite…

“Who are they?” I ask while tilting my head in confusion.

All of the soldiers stare at me in confusion for a moment, only for their fear to return with a vengeance when I lightly tighten my grip on the man’s throat again, prompting him to answer, “They’re a group of five m-magicians living on the b-border of the Dark Forest ruling over a small village!!”

Oh. Another one of those.

Shouldn’t be much trouble to deal with them.

I look from one soldier to another all the way till I get to the last one before returning my gaze to the first and asking, “So which one of you wants to be my guide?”

Out of the corner of my eye, I find one of them raise their hand rather shakily. So I smile at them before slaughtering the rest of them without any trouble and opening up my terminal to send a message for the soldiers to clean these rogue soldiers up. Then I glance at the civilians who all look a little frightened, but not really as frightened as I’d expect for what they just saw.

Then again, this kingdom is a bloody hell for non-magicians. They might just be used to it by now.

“As you were,” I tell them with a nod and a light smile before grabbing the one soldier I left alive by the throat– someone who actually looks to be about my exact age –  and bringing him outside of the small building that was set up outside of the cave with me.

I pause for a moment, just taking in a deep breath while completely ignoring the man grappling at my arm.

Seeing as I had some bottled blood earlier, my strength is too much for him to resist. So there isn’t much point to his struggle.

Honestly rather glad that I decided to get that bottled blood instead. Because it isn’t exactly a pleasant experience to drink blood from a living, breathing human being. Even if it’s in the middle of a battle.

Better to just have some blood on me that I periodically drink to get rid of that annoying thirst feeling even if only temporarily, and to keep my strength up.

Actually, come to think of it…

I glance at the man I’m holding only to realize I’m holding him a little too tightly. So I release him, the man quickly dropping to the ground with a start before he has a brief coughing fit.

“So,” I begin while kneeling down next to him, “did your leaders know about me when they ordered you to attack?”

Probably something I should’ve asked earlier. Not that it would’ve changed my opinion on killing the others, seeing as they attacked the people here.

It takes a few seconds for the man to answer, and when he does, there’s noticeable fear in his voice and his eyes, “N-n-no. I-I mean, yes! But they believed the r-rumors to be nothing more than that.”

I raise a brow before standing up again.

Interesting. So they just assumed that the news going around about what I did was faked propaganda to make me look strong? And they likely wanted to either test it, prove me as a fake, or take my settlement.

Or all three, if I’m being honest.

“Tell me about these Radiant Elite magicians of yours then,” I order the soldier, who is wearing simple black kevlar with no weapons on him but a knife, the man having dropped his gun while inside the building. “Or rather, what affinities do they have, and how many are there?”

The guy then starts talking. And talking. And talking. And stuttering. And talking.

I guess the guy is either trying to overcompensate to not be killed, or he’s just so nervous he doesn’t realize he’s saying far more than I need or care about?

“That’s enough,” I state after he starts talking about how they’re hunting the animals further out from the border to get food for their group. “All I needed was information about the magicians.”

Which he did deliver at least.

Sounds like there is three light affinity magicians, one dark, and one nature. The light affinity magicians being why they’re called the ‘Radiant Elite.’ Which kind of leaves out the other two despite them being a part of this ‘elite’ of theirs.

Either way, this won’t be much trouble. Especially when they don’t know I’m coming.
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Reginald frowns as he watches Angel lightly burn a non-magician with a simple light magic spell simply for spilling a little tea on the floor of their main building’s roof that they’re meeting on. Not because he feels for the non-magician though. Strictly because he wishes the man wouldn’t bother dealing with them in the middle of meeting.

There’s a time and a place, and this is neither the time nor the place.

“After the men finish dealing with the fraud, we can take the fortified cave the man was using,” Angel continues after the brief interruption.

“And if they have to beat a retreat?” Rachel asks while the other light affinity magician sips at her own tea, ignoring the actions of Angel.

Angel glances at her, only for the woman to add, “He is still a magician, fraud or not.”

“Hmm, guess you’re right,” Angel mutters before stating, “then if they return with news, we’ll just have to deal with the fraud magician ourselves before moving bases.”

“I still can’t believe a magician was so bold to make up rumors like that,” the last of the three light magicians, a man named Drake, mutters while shaking his head. “It’s simply arrogance at its finest.”

“I find it harder to believe that the other magicians are actually putting stock in these rumors,” Angel comments as the non-magician servant from earlier returns despite his burns with a freshly brewed pot of tea.

Reginald simply sips at his tea, not adding his own opinions to the conversation. Partially because he has nothing to add, and partially because he would simply be ignored by the light magicians even if he tried adding anything. Because by now he knows that the three idiots seem to feel some sort of misplaced superiority in their affinity.

Ridiculous idiots, the lot of them. But they have their uses.

After a few more minutes of the three light magicians speaking amongst each other, Reginald glances at the other magician in their little group of five – the nature magician. A woman who is even quieter than he is, and who he can’t figure out why is here in the first place.

I’m certain I’ve seen her go off to heal the non-magicians that have been abused by Angel and the other two, so why would she be in a group like this in the first place?

Reginald frowns at that thought, hiding his face by taking another sip of his tea before putting it down on the small plate on his lap and glancing at Angel again. The man is just now starting to go over their full plan that will never see the light of day right when a bullet passes straight through his head, making the man’s already dead corpse fall face-first into the table, startling the other magicians.

And he’s finally here.

Reginald sighs as he creates a barrier of dark mana around himself, shrouding the man before he vanishes from sight while moving to a quiet place to watch the proceedings. And just as he expected, the other two light magicians who are still alive immediately make defensive barriers while running for cover. But what surprises him is the sight of the nature magician – he believes her name was Katie Elmwood – looking up in the direction of where the bullet was fired from and not moving at all. Not even showing a hint of panic on her face.

That woman must be here for a similar reason as me… to test the Undying Magician. But is she testing him for the same reason I am? To see if he has the strength to defeat the Barons? Or is she testing him for other reasons?

It was the entire reason he joined the Radiant Elite in the first place. So that he could accept the hard-drive from that teleportation affinity magician and erase it before the light affinity magicians could see it, leading them to attack the Undying Caverns in a suicidal mission.

Because he has to see the Undying Magician in action to believe the content in the videos he’s seen.

The light affinity magicians in question look extremely pissed at his having vanished the moment the battle started, not to mention the nature magician’s indifference to the death of their ‘teammate.’

A loud explosion sounds from the trees on the side of their base facing the Dark Forest, following which a large fireball strikes the walls, burning part of it down. Then a young man simply walks through it with a sword drawn, somehow having already gotten to the walls from wherever he was at beforehand when he shot Angel in the head.

What stands out to Reginald the most about the man are his glowing crimson eyes that are lighting up the night around him as he simply ignores the non-magicians walking by him, along with the soldiers working under the Radiant Elite who are shooting him. Or rather, ignores them until he gets close enough and cuts them down without mercy.

Reginald feels a shiver run down his spine at the sight before briefly wondering if he shouldn’t have messed with a being such as this one.

Will he understand that I only did what I did to test him? Will he care?

Reginald’s gaze moves towards the nature magician again.

And what about her?

He completely ignores the light magicians who are now starting to bombard the Undying Magician with spells, most of which are bombs of light or beams of light. All of which the magician simply shrugs off. While his clothes begin to burn, that is.

Reginald can’t help but blink at that sight before frowning.

Does he make a habit of getting new clothes after every fight or something?

Before the man can think much on it, the Undying Magician suddenly jumps straight up onto the second floor balcony, then onto the wall a bit higher, and then finally onto the roof where he finds the nature magician still sitting at the table, and the two light magicians making a break for the stairs. But he doesn’t give them the chance, simply using some sort of fire spell to speed himself up before cutting down both light magicians with his sword, the sword going straight through their barriers.

Arcadian Metal.

The Undying Magician then turns to look around with a frown, seemingly searching for Reginald while ignoring the nature magician who is still drinking tea.

Is he ignoring her because she isn’t a threat?

“Come out, dark magician,” the man says, making Reginald’s eyes widen in shock.

He knew I’m here?! How!?

After a few seconds of debate, the magician decides that running would be a bad idea if the vampire in front of him can tell where he is despite his cloaking spell. So he steps out of the shadows, his spell vanishing as he does so.

“Greetings, Undying Magician, my name is Reginald,” he says, immediately catching the man’s eyes.
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I hide my surprise behind a neutral expression at the man’s sudden appearance from the shadows. Because I really was bluffing and didn’t know if he’s still here or not.

Kind of annoying how whatever magic spell he was using hides his scent as well. But I guess I bluffed him out?

Didn’t really expect anything when I said that out loud offhandedly.

And what’s with the nature affinity magician? Why’s she just sitting there drinking tea as if I’m not here?

On the way over here, I do remember my soldier guide telling me that these two were different from the light affinity magicians in that they didn’t abuse the non-magicians, but this is not really what I was expecting. It was why I aimed at one of the light magicians first and killed the other two when they ran while leaving these two alive.

Or, rather, part of that was just the absurdity of what they’re doing.

I glance between the two magicians as I ask, “I’ve heard you’re different from the light affinity magicians, so tell me why I shouldn’t kill you now.”

Without a hint of hesitation, the nature magician answers, “You don’t have a healer in your settlement.”

I blink at that before frowning.

The dark magician then says, “I would like to work with you to take down the Barons.”

“The Barons?” I repeat, my frown growing as I set the tip of my sword down on the ground and lean on it slightly. “Why? And if that’s the case, why were you with this group of idiots?”

He doesn’t so much as flinch as he answers, “To bring you here and test you.”

Wait… did he really just say that straight to my face?

“You came here and had soldiers sent to my base that killed a few of the refugees under my care just to test me?” I ask, feeling rather annoyed by the implication.

The dark magician looks surprised at my statement. So surprised that it has me wondering if the man simply expected me to treat non-magicians as most of the magicians in the Kingdom of the Fallen treat them. As expendable. Which isn’t too rare of a mindset outside of the Kingdom either but is a lot more common in this Kingdom. Likely due to the much more dystopian feel of the continent, along with the miasma making the day to day life that much more challenging.

My thoughts are interrupted by the sound of a plate clacking against a table, bringing my attention to the woman as she finally sets her tea down and stands up. The nature magician walks up to the two of us before saying, “It would appear that the Undying Magician really is as the rumors say. He doesn’t mistreat the nonmagicians in the slightest.”

I ignore the dark magician’s surprise at that as I focus on her and ask, “You mentioned something about my caverns needing a healer. Am I to assume you want to fill that role?”

She just nods.

Not a very talkative woman, that’s for sure.

“Then why were you with these idiots?” I prod while nodding my head towards the body of the first magician who I shot here. A body that is still lying with his head on the table, covering it in blood.

The nature magician looks slightly amused at my description of the light affinity magicians as she answers, “I wanted to see if you were a good person or not. And don’t worry, I didn’t do anything for them beyond give them healing when requested. I wasn’t even included in the meeting they had where they decided to send soldiers to attack you.”

I narrow my eyes slightly at that while listening to her heartbeat to see if she’s lying. And from what I can tell, she doesn’t appear to be. But a heartbeat isn’t a perfect measure for telling apart lies, as I’ve learned over the past month. So I’ll have to keep an eye on her.

We do need a better healer though. Because while we do have Claire, a single healer for several hundred people isn’t a good idea.

“You’ll have to speak with my staff first,” I decide while picking up my sword again. “I won’t make any decisions right now.”

I turn back to the dark magician while pointing my sword at him, making the man flinch slightly as I continue, “You on the other hand are coming with me for an interrogation. And if you try to run…” I tap on the blade of my sword with the index finger of my right hand – the very one holding the blade.

He quickly nods his head, showing a good amount of fear in both his eyes and stature.

“Good,” I say while sheathing my sword and looking around to see if there’s anything here that is of use to me. Then I remember that I have two magicians who lived and worked here, so I ask, “Is there anything around here worth keeping?”

“Yes, my Lord,” the dark magician says, making me raise a brow at his term of endearment towards me. “The Radiant Elite had a single set of old Republic armor, along with one sword made out of Arcadian Metal.”

My other brow rises at that, and I glance over at the nature magician to find her nodding her head in agreement.

“Really? That’s interesting,” I mutter with a faint smile.

Maybe I could learn to dual wield my swords? As a pseudo vampire I’m strong enough to easily wield them both, unlike a regular human who might struggle with wielding two regular length swords. But at the same time, it might also mess up my fighting style…

Nah, I’ll just keep the other sword as a spare in case I lose my current one or it breaks somehow.

“In that case,” I start while motioning towards the building’s entry on the roof with my sword, “lead the way.”
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After quickly gathering the useful items in the base, I head outside of it with the two magicians following closely behind me. And what I find is an abandoned base, all of the non-magicians here having fled through the hole I made in the base wall. Including the soldiers.

Interesting. Not my problem though.

“So why is it you want to take down the Barons so much?” I ask the dark magician – otherwise known as Reginald Hunt – as we continue walking through the base. “Because from what I’m aware, the Barons are all Class B magicians. Not really people you should be messing with.”

Out of the corner of my eye, I see the dark magician’s fist clenching slightly when he answers, “Revenge.”

I glance at him with a raised brow, prompting him to meet my eyes directly and explain, “Most people in the inner ring understand that the Barons are blocking us from leaving this ring. But most of them, including Frost,” my other brow raises at this, “don’t know why they’re doing that.”

“And you do?” I ask before turning my attention to the nature magician, who apparently goes by the name of Katie Elmwood, “Both of you?”

The dark magician looks surprised at that and focuses on Katie, who simply nods her head.

Thought so. She didn’t look surprised by Reginald’s statement at all.

“Just who are you anyways?” Reginald asks the woman, but she just glances at me as if looking for permission.

Hmm, she’s already deferring to me like a subordinate to a superior officer? A little surprising, but I can work with this.

I nod my head, and she answers, “I already said my name, Katie Elmwood, but what I didn’t state was that I am the daughter of Duke Elmwood of the Kingdom of the Fallen.”

That has me staring for a moment before Reginald sputters, “What?! Then why the hell are you in the inner ring?!”

“Before you answer that, please give me a better description of the Kingdom of the Fallen,” I state, cutting both of them off.

Katie ignores the man to focus on me as she answers, “Of course, Your Highness.” I raise a brow at that, but she doesn’t elaborate on the random use of an honorary title. “The inner region of the Kingdom of the Fallen is what the nobles on the outer and edge regions like to refer to as the outlands. It’s where the nobles send exile magicians, along with unaffiliated magicians that refuse to bend the knee.”

My eyes widen slightly at that, and I stop walking, only for my attention to turn to Reginald as he and Katie stop as well, the man continuing Katie’s explanation, “After the exiles are sent here and given time to develop on their own with the non-magicians who aren’t exiles that live in this place, the Barons in charge of the outer regions look in to see if any of the magicians sent here have become useful to them, and if they have then to bring them into their service. Or if they have become a threat, to eliminate them entirely.”

“So the Kingdom still stands then?” I ask, genuinely surprised by that. Both of the magicians nod their heads at that, so I follow it up by stating, “Then tell me about the Kingdom.”

Katie answers me before Reginald can speak, “The Kingdom is currently ruled by the two Dukes, along with a single Marchioness, four Counts, five Viscounts, and sixteen Barons. All of which are either those who managed to survive the Kingdom’s original fall or are descended from them.”

Reginald suddenly cuts in, sounding like he doesn’t want to be outdone, the man probably rather displeased that one of the main benefits he was likely planning on giving me was being given by her instead, “Since the noble society is completely crippled, and the nobles themselves don’t always have the actual Class that used to be considered normal for their ranks, it’s mostly just a formality in the Kingdom. In fact, if a higher ranked noble doesn’t have the power to back up their rank, they end up being scorned by the others, and if they do anything wrong, quite possibly killed. It would be much worse though if it weren’t for-”

“My father,” Katie cuts him off, finishing his statement for him to his irritation. “The only Class A magician in the Kingdom.”

A Class A? That could be troublesome.

The Class Bs I might be able to handle. Hopefully. If they don’t come at me with more than two or three at once at least, in which case they’d probably be able to capture me.

Also, I wonder if I should mention this to the skeleton? He might find it… wait a second, his miasma and spells run across the entire continent, so shouldn’t he already know about it?

Never mind then. I won’t tell him.

Might complain to him the next time I see him though.

I narrow my eyes on the two magicians in front of me before asking, “So why exactly should I need the two of you?”

A good question. Because while another healer could be useful, I don’t actually need more magicians. And it’d be benefiting the refugees under me, not myself, at the cost of whatever risks they bring with them.

The two answer at the exact same time.

“Because you’re going to need strong subordinates if you’re going to become King.” “Because the Barons will attack, and I doubt you can defend against several Class B magicians without some help.”

After a moment, both me and Reginald stare at Katie in shock at her words.

“Why the hell would I ever want to become King?” I blurt out, genuinely surprised by her ridiculous statement.

She tilts her head after a moment before answering, “Because you’re His Majesty’s son?” as if it should’ve been obvious.

I stare at her. Reginald stares at her. She stares at me.

“I am not that fucking skeleton’s son!” I shout while palming my new sword that I put sheathed on the other side of my waist from the first. “And there is no fucking way I’m becoming a damned King!”

Katie frowns at that before asking, “But then why did he grant you your exceedingly powerful regeneration?”

I roll my eyes and answer, “He didn’t grant me that.” And when the two look surprised at that, I can’t help but ask, “Where did you even learn that anyways? I already had that long before I met him. In fact, that was the reason he experimented on me in the first place!”

“Wait… so… he didn’t make you into what you are today?” Katie asks, finally showing a strong reaction for the first time since I’ve met her.

“The only thing he did was make me into a pseudo vampire,” I state rather tersely, my opinion on that subject still rather conflicted. “Nothing more.”

Katie looks borderline shocked at that, and even Reginald looks surprised. But then Katie asks, “Then why hasn’t His Majesty taken the reigns of the Kingdom since getting freed? All he’s done is pay a single visit to the Dukes and then went back to the Dark Forest!”

I blink in surprise at that.

The skeleton visited the Kingdom? Actually, of course he did. Would be stranger if he didn’t.

But he visited and did nothing? That is strange.

“And why is he tutoring you if you aren’t his successor?” she continues, making me frown.

“He’s not…” I hesitate as I realize he has been giving me quite the number of tips for my spell craft and other topics. “The ‘tutoring’ you’re talking about was paid for by me.”

Reginald, whose head has been bobbing back and forth between the two of us since this topic began, finally focuses on me and says, “But I was under the impression he was tutoring you for free as well.”

I glance at him with a frown, briefly wondering where these people are even getting this information from before I answer, “No, he simply wished to have me spend time at his… tree…” I trail off as I come to the realization that their words actually have some merit to them.

Is the bone head trying to make me his heir? And if so, why?

I know he mentioned before about the struggles of immortals and stuff, but is that really all? Because we’re both immortals? I’m pretty sure that shouldn’t be enough for him to hand over his, admittedly broken kingdom to me.

Silence fills the base for several seconds, neither of the magicians willing to speak as I begin pacing, considering everything the skeleton has done since turning me into a pseudo vampire.

The man has, well, turned me into a pseudo vampire. He’s protected me from the doctor and shielded me from his search. He’s given me equipment that’ll help me and removed the doctor’s tracker. And now he’s tutoring me just so that he can spend time talking to me and get some of the results of my experiments?

Looking back on all of this, it really could be possible. He really could be trying to make me his heir for some reason.

But why? He’s an S Class magician of one of the most powerful special affinities in the world, not to mention is the oldest human alive. And he’s also immortal, just like me. Although his immortality is linked to his mana not running out.

Considering that he’s an S Class magician though, his mana running out would be unlikely. Especially considering how old he is probably letting him build up who knows how many arcs of mana.

“Damnit,” I mutter before glancing at the two magicians and snapping, “Come with me to the caverns. I’ll be leaving you with Claire after draining your mana.”

Both of them wince at that, but nod their heads anyway.

I have a damned skeleton to go question, but I’m not gonna leave them to the refugees without ridding them of their current stores of mana first, leaving them helpless.

And that skeleton better answer me.



It doesn’t end up taking me very long to drop the two off at the base, use a mana drainer – a tool that is basically just a magi-tech device that does nothing but light a simple lightbulb for an extremely high amount of mana – to drain their arcs dry for now, and arrive at the skeleton’s giant undead treant. Which is actually alive, as far as you can call an undead tree alive that is.

I palm the handle of one of my swords while walking through the entrance to the treehouse before shouting, “Skeleton! Where are-”

I’m cut off when a flash of miasma appears in front of me and the skeleton in question steps out while wearing a black robe. The man currently looks to be in a rather good mood, if the way his eyes are flaring is anything to go by. And from my experience dealing with him over the past months, it is something to go by.

He also looks very amused right now. Which is telling.

“Why Nathan! How may I help you this fine day?” the skeleton asks, making me narrow my eyes at his current behavior. But I decide to get straight to the point as I bluntly ask, “Why aren’t you dealing with your Kingdom?”

The skeleton isn’t fazed even the slightest bit as he stands perfectly still and answers, “Why, to pass it on, of course! Don’t you want my precious little gift?”

My mouth drops open at how blunt he is with that, only for him to continue, “That is, if you can wrangle those old bastards clinging to power, of course. Can’t have you taking it for free after all!”

I stare at him, unable to say even a single word for who knows how long.

Is he… he’s really doing it. He’s trying to push his kingdom onto me.

But… “Why?” I ask out loud, slightly stunned at everything.

The amusement in the skeleton’s eyes dies out, leaving nothing but a cold cruelty mixed with a tiny smidgen of sadness as he answers, “Well that, my dear boy, is the question, now isn’t it?” He then begins stepping towards me, waves of miasma shooting out from beneath his feet to cover the room in darkness, the only illuminating light being the black and purple flame in his eyes. “I thought you wanted to make a difference in the world? To teach those cruel magicians back on your home continent a lesson? Or was your muttering to yourself nothing but lies?”

My eyes widen at that, only to narrow again a second later.

Guess he is eavesdropping on my caverns after all.

But…

“Why are you willing to help?” I ask, noticing that he still hasn’t given me an answer.

The skeleton stares at me for a few seconds before he lets out a sigh somehow. Something I didn’t even know was possible.

“You want to know the reason?” he asks, his tone now void of that sadness from his last words. “Well there are plenty. And I don’t think you’re gonna like them.” My eyes narrow slightly. “But it doesn’t matter whether you know about them or not, now does it? So do you want to know the full truth, or do you want to continue as you are? Maybe even consider me the kind father you freed from captivity?”

Without an ounce of hesitation, I answer, “I want the truth.”

The skeleton turns around and walks up to the wall inside of the vast tree that makes up his home before placing a bony hand on it and saying, “This undead treant. Do you know why it exists?” Then, without giving me a chance to answer, he glances back at me and answers for me, “It was because I created it.”

My eyebrows lift slightly at that, but all in all it isn’t all that surprising. Aside from the enormous size of the treant that is.

“I created it in my long-lasting goal to create the most powerful creature on our planet,” he says, the flames in his eye sockets flaring slightly in what I can only assume is passion. “And it was just one of my many failures in this goal.”

I narrow my eyes slightly with a frown.

Does that mean…

“Ah! Looks like you understand!” he exclaims while beginning to float up into the air. “You, my child, may not have been created by me, but it will be by my hand that you become the most powerful creature in existence. I will make sure of it.”

And there it is. Of course he’d help me with my spells seemingly for no cost if that’s his goal. Of course he’d help me with the doctor. With establishing a kingdom.

I’m still his test subject in a way. Just different. A subject with freedom purely because what I want matches what he wants.

“I will stop any Class S magicians from bothering you and give you the keys to my discarded kingdom,” he says, making my eyes widen at the mention of his kingdom being ‘discarded.’ “But know this. I will not interfere outside of that. Even if you’re captured, as long as it’s not a Class S magician who has captured you, I will not do anything.”

I wince at that.

“I don’t care if they torture you for decades on end,” he says rather bluntly. “You will never die, so all you must do is simply wait till they die of old age. Because it’s not like any of those pathetic mortals will ever be able to crack immortality themselves. The only ways to become immortal are through reality itself.”

That’s harsh. Although not unexpected for what he considers to be a test subject.

And that bit about becoming immortal through reality itself… he means my accident and his death affinity. Neither of which were things anyone could change or affect at all.

Wait a second…

“You said there were several reasons?” I ask, my frown still present on my face.

The skeleton warms up a little bit, the coldness in his gaze abates a little and he says, “These aren’t as important as the main reason, but know that you aren’t just a simple test subject to me. Not entirely.”

My eye twitches.

Did he need to add that second part?

“I meant what I said before. You are the only immortal in this world besides myself, at least as far as I know,” he continues, completely ignoring my reaction. “So you’re likely the only person in this world who I can get close to without knowing they’re just going to die from old age at some point in the future.”

That… has me feeling weird. Not really because of his sentimentality, but more so the… question it put in my head.

Will I feel like that myself in the future?

How will I feel when my own parents are dying of old age? When my friends are?

I never really planned on having kids in the first place, or ever actually getting married, so I’m safe in that area. But having to watch my own friends as they slowly age before eventually dying themselves…

Not a pleasant thought.

“Ah, I see you’re thinking about it yourself now,” the skeleton says with a nod of his skeletal head. “Good. But don’t linger on it. There isn’t anything you can do to change it, so simply accept it and move on as you usually seem so adept at doing.”

I blink at that, only to admit he’s kind of right. I do tend to adapt to things rather quickly.

“And your other reasons?” I ask, my frown returning.

He looks me directly in the eyes – which I’m not really sure how I can tell he’s doing that since he has flames instead of eyes in his eye sockets – and answers, “The magicians from the mainland are annoying.”

I look at him for a few seconds, waiting for him to say more, but he doesn’t say anything else. Just stands there.

“Wait, that’s it?” I ask, feeling more than a little surprised by the short and to the point answer.

He nods, “It would be to my benefit that the mainland magicians are dealt with. Both the Class S ones and the weaker magicians.”

I stare at the skeleton for several seconds before eventually letting out a sigh.

Well, test subject or not, it doesn’t really matter. Not when our goals align.

I need to grow as strong as I possibly can, and he wants me to become the strongest being in the world.

Besides. He doesn’t actually have to help me, so I can’t really be picky about why he’s helping.

Especially considering that he does treat me okay and lets me do what I want.

And in that case… I ask, “Alright, then can you help me learn how to use my time and space mana?”

He stares at me for a moment before nodding, “Of course.”

Intermission 1



The Barren Pass
Year 2850 | Month 4 | Day 6

Cyria lets out a short yelp as she ducks under a bolt made out of pure poison before she straightens up again, a blue spell circle appearing next to her before she sends a spear of water in return, piercing into the shield belonging to the poison magician across the snowy field from her. But the magician just breaks apart into a puddle of poison as cackling echoes throughout the vast field filled with thousands of magicians, all fighting against identical poison magicians.

Just how many damned clones can this guy make?!

“Amelia here,” Cyria hears Amelia’s voice enter her ear from the earpieces she’s wearing. “Orders from on high to back off.”

Cyria’s eyes widen at that, and she immediately jumps back along with the rest of the team, disengaging with the clones before running as fast as they can towards the coast, where one of the ships is docked. And as they run, a humanoid figure shoots past them above their heads, following which loud explosions sound out mixed in with more cackling.

But the team just focuses on getting back to the ship, only looking back after they arrive, finding the other teams all quickly joining them and filling the ship to the brim as red and black projectiles shoot down from the figure now floating high in the sky above the battlefield they were fighting in. The figure is coated in red and black mana themselves, but even without being able to see his features, Cyria already knows that it’s the Chairman of the Republic.

The asshole who got them all stuck in this war in the first place.

Ever since Nathan was killed in the spark that initiated the true fires of war, the Republic has gotten even worse than it was before. And that’s not mentioning the other nations, some of which fell apart entirely, and others joined together.

“Everyone alright?” Amelia’s voice comes from a little further down the railing of the ship, bringing Cyria and the other’s attention to her as she walks along the railing.

Cyria quickly checks over the team, as she should as the team captain, before sighing when she finds everyone onboard the ship without injury. Then she focuses on the latest addition to their team, who had joined just a month ago after the non-magicians of the Republic began to revolt under the Class S magicians’ provocations.

She grits her teeth as she remembers the sight of the academy being attacked by hundreds of thousands of people in the form of a mob, only for tens of thousands to be mowed down at a time by the magicians running the academy.

The world’s really going to shit now, isn’t it…

Cyria looks up at the sky where the cause of everything can be seen raining black and red bolts of anti-magic on the snowy field as he continues trying to find the real fog illusionist. A man who is clinically insane and only listens to Doctor Leodmir Archeron, the space affinity magician.

“Let’s get inside,” Cyria eventually says after watching them go at it for a few seconds.

The others all nod in agreement as they enter the ship, following which they quickly navigate their way to their cabin. And when they all arrive at their respective cabins, Cyria just flops down on her own bunk without even closing the door behind her.

“How long do you think this war is going to go on?” Sophia asks, but Cyria is too exhausted to answer. So Amelia answers instead, “However long it takes Leodmir and the Chairman to kill each other.”

“So a long time,” Sophie mutters, seemingly not expecting much else.

After a few seconds of silence, Cyria finally raises her head to find Aidan sitting on his bunk in the corner of the room looking both awkward and gloomy, the man having lost a lot of his previous excitement after Nathan died. He didn’t even say a word when he was left bunking with his team as the only male member now that Nathan was gone, simply because the ship only gives one room per team. Something he absolutely would have commented on before.

Cyria lets out a sigh and rolls over to stare up at the ceiling of their room.

Every now and then, Cyria catches herself thinking about how everything would’ve gone if Nathan were still there, leading their team. Would she have ended up in a relationship with him eventually, following the feelings she eventually realized she had developed for their late team leader? Would their team have done better during the war?

She glances at Rebecca’s eyepatch covering her destroyed eye.

Would he have let her get injured?

“Stop looking at me like that,” the girl says with a frown, making Cyria return her gaze to the ceiling. “You’re doing it again, you know. Second guessing yourself. You should stop. It’s not a healthy habit.”

Cyria doesn’t say anything for a few seconds before letting out a sigh and muttering, “I know…”

Just months ago they were toasting to Nathan’s life, but now? Now she can’t help but wonder if they’re going to end up following him in death.

A dark silence fills the cabin, broken only by the sound of Aidan’s pen scratching on the letter he’s writing – something he does every single day even if they can’t send the letters back home.

Despite the noise though, Cyria can’t help but take some comfort in that. That he still cares enough to do that in the first place.

None of the team says anything as sounds echo from outside the now-shut door, someone having closed it on their way in. And out of the corner of her eye, Cyria notices Sophia sitting at the window looking out at the battle.

Cyria lets out one last sigh before rolling over and lying on her front again.

I wish Nathan was still here…


Chapter 8

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

Results



Nathan
Year 2850 | Month 4 | Day 6

Over the course of a month, I spend my days split between the Undying Caverns and the Dark Forest as the skeleton performs tests on me – none of which are harmful to me at all – until today where the very first thing he says when I enter his treant is, “I’ve figured it out.”

My eyes widen with both shock and glee.

“Then tell me,” I state, not bothering with pleasantries since I know by now the man actually prefers blunt answers.

The skeleton closes the book he had open in his bony hand before answering, “I’ll say this now, you’re not likely to be able to use any space or time spells in the near future. Not until you at least become a Class A magician.”

I wince at that, the words not really being what I wanted to hear.

“But to answer your question, I have figured out a way to trick your body for long enough to use a spell with the time and space mana,” he explains as he pulls out some sort of magi-tech board and has it float to land on the ground, following which it shows an X-ray image of my body along with the time and space mana, especially that of it in my bones. “The easiest way to use the time or space mana in your body is through you eating something, detaching it for a very short period of time during which you must carefully use your own mind and the typical visualization process you use to train mana arcs to grab at the time or space mana inside. But while you’re grabbing it, you also have to force a significant quantity of your own mana to replace it.”

I close my eyes and begin doing just that after reaching into my pocket, grabbing a vial of blood, and taking a sip of it. But I only manage to drag out a ninth of a single arc of time mana, and even then I only barely have enough mana to replace it out of my entire set of mana arcs. And after I replace it, the sliver of time mana fades away thanks to not being a full arc, just as slivers of arcs always do when they aren’t being used in a spell. Then the fire mana I had put in my bones to replace it slowly morphs into time mana somehow as the time and space mana merges back into one, the effect of my bloodlust going away.

I open my eyes again to find the skeleton nodding as he says, “As you can see, to be able to make any use of the time or space mana in your body, you’ll have to be able to pull out entire arcs of mana at a time. But you can’t do that without having at an estimate around nine hundred or so arcs of mana. The amount a Class A magician has at the very least.”

That has me sighing with regret.

Then again, the very fact that I’ll be able to use the two elements is a boon in and of itself, even if it won’t be for who knows how long.

“Don’t be too disappointed, while you won’t be able to use time or space mana for a while, you can use death mana,” the skeleton says, a slightly scary glint shining in his flaming eye sockets. “The process to use it is quite similar, but also different at the same time. This time you’ll be eating something to raise the activity of the death mana in your body, and then you’ll be able to more easily interact with it and draw it out. But this one you won’t have to replace with any other sort of mana.”

My eyes widen with a hint of excitement to them. But that excitement dies down just a tad when he adds, “Although the process will likely hurt, and the death mana will need to regenerate just like your regular arcs of mana.”

“If it’s only pain, then I’m fine,” I state with a wave of my hand.

“I thought so,” the skeleton says, nodding his head once. Then his expression – which I’ve learned to read over the time I have spent with him despite it just being his eyes and jaw location that actually change – takes a dark turn as he adds, “Now, if only I had a way to get rid of your average talent, you really would be the perfect creature.”

“Wait, can you?” I can’t help but ask, feeling a glimmer of hope.

Hope that is crushed when he shakes his head and says, “No. If your body wasn’t locked in time, then I would be able to. But the only reason I could turn you into a mutant was because of the time and space mana infused into the mutagen. And that mutagen was a completely random incident that came about by an experiment with various other magicians working on it and random chance thanks to a space magician opening a hole to the plane of time. Something like that isn’t repeatable.” He glances at me, “Unless you could somehow convince a Class S poison magician and another Class S space magician to assist me in an experiment that will most likely fail and would take a long time to complete?”

I shake my head.

That’s impossible. Especially since the Doctor is the only known space magician currently alive today.

“Unfortunate,” he says with a shake of his head. “Perhaps it would be fruitful to capture your doctor and force him to… no, there would be too many chances for him to ruin the experiment, and he doesn’t have any reason to help. Best to get rid of him if you get the chance in the future.”

“Agreed,” I answer as the board that he used to show the process that I had just done earlier shifts to show the death mana in my body.

“In that case, I’ll start teaching you how to separate some of the death mana and store it into your arcs in the place of your fire mana,” he says while motioning to the board.

Not what I was hoping for, but still something that I can use. Death mana is powerful after all.


Chapter 9

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

Mana Arc Conversion



Nathan
Year 2850 | Month 4 | Day 6

“To start the process, drink some blood,” the skeleton says, so I grab a vial of blood and down it, making my bloodlust flare as my eyes begin glowing red and the black lines appear on my face. “Now focus inwards on your heart.”

I quickly focus my senses on my heart – one that no longer beats despite me being alive. A side effect of my being a pseudo vampire.

“See how your heart is the core of the miasma in your body? How it is filled with death mana to facilitate the miasma and generate more?” The skeleton says as I look at it, finding just that. And when I nod my head, he continues, “Drink more blood while looking at it. Watch what happens. And pay attention to your stomach as well.”

I take another sip of blood without removing my senses from my heart, quickly finding it to suddenly pulse the moment the blood hits my stomach and turns into miasma after touching the death mana there. And when my heart pulses, the miasma flowing through it starts flowing more fluently and with more efficiency, a tiny bit of the death mana that had been in the heart moving over to the stomach instead and making more room in my heart before that mana begins to regenerate.

“Now take another sip of the blood before using some of your mana to capture some of the death mana as it’s trying to reach your stomach,” the skeleton says, making me frown slightly.

But I do it, taking another sip and trying exactly what he says.

And the moment the fire mana makes contact with the death mana, the fire mana starts deteriorating and the death mana begins thrashing around, destroying my insides in the process and causing pain to radiate through my body. But the amount of pain isn’t enough to make me care beyond discomfort as it’s nowhere near the level of some of my experiments, or the aging process.

I push through, grabbing more mana from my arcs and moving it to the death mana to bottle it up, the pain continuously growing worse and worse through the process.

“After you capture the sliver of death mana, bring it over to your mana arc and it should do the rest of the work for you,” his voice continues. “Be warned that the pain will only grow worse as the death mana travels a path through your body it wasn’t intended to travel, killing all of the cells it passes through in the process.”

Just as he says, the pain rapidly shoots up as I bring the death mana through my body, all of the cells it touches dying in an instant only for them to heal just as quickly. And the pain this time is much worse than before. Bad enough that it is actually getting on my nerves.

Not enough to make me let out a sound though as I continue pushing it over to the closest mana arc in my body.

The moment the sliver of death mana makes contact with the arc though, a blazing pain flashes through my body. One that actually makes me let out a short cry as I drop to my knees. But even with this pain, I still manage to keep my focus on the arc that the death mana had touched.

What I find has my eyes opening widen in shock. Although that might also just be the pain. And I close them again just as quickly.

The arc of mana that used to be filled with fire mana is now slowly filled partially with death mana instead. But because the sliver of death mana I took was so small that it wasn’t even a third of an arc, it doesn’t convert the entire thing. And when I try to take some of the fire mana out of the arc after it finishes, nothing happens.

I frown at that, slightly relieved that the pain is gone.

“This process will completely convert whichever arcs you send the death mana to into arcs of death mana that will regenerate and act as if your affinity for that particular arc was death mana instead of fire,” Adalwolf explains as I watch the mana in the arc rotate with the death mana mixed in. “It’ll probably take about three or four slivers of death mana for each arc to be converted, and you should be able to convert them back through doing the same thing but with a sliver of fire mana instead.”

Holy shit… that’s… wow.

I repeat the process a few times, grimacing each time the death mana reaches the arc. Eventually the arc of mana fully becomes an arc of death mana instead of fire mana. So I try to pull some of the death mana out just like I would fire mana from one of my normal arcs, and it works exactly like if it was one of my regular fire mana arcs.

My eyes open wide with awe as I focus on the skeleton and mutter, “I have two elements now…”

He nods while writing something down on a tablet.

I purse my lips and rub my chin slightly in thought before closing my eyes again and looking at the death mana arc. The thing is full of the black and purple death mana, and honestly looks rather intimidating.

When I pull out a sliver of the death mana from the arc and move it through my body, it still continues to kill my cells it passes through, but not at the rate it was doing so before. Which likely means that my body develops a tolerance to death mana the more arcs of mana I have converted to death mana.

“I would like to do a few tests on the death mana after you convert a few other arcs,” he raises his head from the tablet. “Which should be easier to do now that you have an arc of death mana and don’t need to pull it from your heart anymore.”

I nod my head at that, understanding that he deserves the test results considering that he’s the one who taught me how to do this in the first place.

But…

“As long as the tests aren’t over the top, then fine,” I answer him, narrowing my eyes slightly on the words ‘over the top,’ since I don’t want him going overboard.

“Of course,” he answers, his voice sounding as if he were a scientist like he always sounds when he is talking magic and experiments. “And I’ll give you a few death magic spells to alter for your own use once you have enough arcs converted.”

I can’t help but grin at that.

Now that will be useful. I was not looking forward to having to spend time making a bunch of basic spells for death mana and figuring out how to use it on my own.

But with his spells already made, I can just alter them for myself. And hopefully he can teach me a bit more about the death element.

Actually, come to think of it, my understanding of the fire element has lagged behind.

I should spend some time understanding it better to improve my usage of fire spells.


Chapter 10

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

New Spells



Nathan
Year 2850 | Month 4 | Day 6

“To start off, I’m sending you the spell scripts for the death mana versions of the barrier, bullet, and bolt spells, since they’d just be a waste of the time you spend making them,” the skeleton says while pulling up a terminal and tapping away on it. And as he does so, I can’t help but notice that he’s using mana to activate it and make the screen register his skeletal finger since he doesn’t actually have skin for it to register naturally.

After a few seconds of his tapping, I feel a buzz from my terminal before I open it up to find the spells there. And they aren’t much different from the fire mana versions of them.

“You’re going to have to make edits to them yourself still, just to make them usable with your body,” he continues, looking at me again. “And that process is going to kill off your cells as you figure it out. In fact, I wouldn’t be surprised if using death magic at all will always hurt you at least a little bit. Your body isn’t adapted to death mana like it is fire mana. Just your mana arcs and the small amount of adaptation they bring to the rest of your body.”

I grimace at the idea of basically causing necrosis in my body every time I use death mana.

“I doubt this is the full extent of what the pain would’ve been if you hadn’t been a pseudo vampire with miasma in your body already,” the skeleton continues before looking down at his terminal again. “These next two scripts I’ll be sending you and going over with you at a later date since you don’t have a clear understanding of miasma. The first spell is one to absorb the miasma of your surroundings into you and use it as fuel for your body, which should let you clear any of the small amounts of miasma in those caverns of yours. And the second spell is a barrier that is able to completely block miasma from passing through, unlike the fire mana barrier you’re using that lets most of it through.”

My eyes widen at that, and I can’t help but grin.

Okay, now those spells will come in very handy for the caverns. Not only will it help me do my experiments in a cleaner environment, since I’ve had a few issues with the miasma damaging my subjects and experiments before, but it’ll also help the people living in the caverns as well.

One major issue of living on this continent is the miasma coming from the Dark Forest. While it doesn’t kill any of the people on the continent as long as they don’t get too close to the forest, it does shorten their life spans by at least a couple decades. So the people living on the inner section of this continent live for less time on average than those in the outer sections.

I’ve never cared much about it beyond how it affects my experimental subjects though, since the animals living here are in the same boat.

I get the buzz from my terminal for the second set of scripts before the skeleton says, “I’d like you to try the spells out for the first time here without changing them to see what they’ll do when used by your body, but you need to convert more of your mana arcs to be able to do that. So get to it.”

This is going to hurt.



After converting about a fourth of my total mana arcs into death mana arcs, I begin to test out the spells for the skeleton before leaving. And each of the spells has the unfortunate side effect of causing minor necrosis in the parts of my body that the death mana passes through to get to the spell circles. Also, the longer spells like the barrier might end up failing and backfiring on me instead if they take too long, since the mana I use is constantly being used up as it damages my own body.

I don’t even need the king’s help to figure out how to fix the spells for my usage though. All I need to do to fix it is make a set route that’s short and doesn’t pass through anything important or difficult for the mana to move through. Then I shouldn’t have the issue of burning out the mana in the arcs before it even leaves my body.

The other two spells that he gave me though… they didn’t work at all. But the miasma absorption spell was meant for the skeleton’s body before it became a skeleton. Not for a pseudo vampire whose body isn’t adapted to death mana.

So all the miasma absorption spell did was bring the miasma into my body to make it eat away at me until it faded away.

And the barrier was just like the other barrier spell but even worse, since it required more mana to use as it’s a much more precise and complicated script in general.

But overall, I got what I came here for. Or at least, sort of. I didn’t get time or space magic, but I did get death magic.

One is better than none. Even if that one is killing the cells in my body with its use.

That’s fine as well though since those cells are just restored right away anyways.

I let out a sigh as I walk back through the Dark Forest at the fact that I have another thing bringing me pain nowadays. Just one more thing to add to the already long list, most of which these days are my own doing thanks to my experiments.

It’s fine as long as it isn’t as bad as when I was aging myself.

I feel a shiver run down my spine at the thought of that particular pain.

At least I won’t ever have to do that again.

My train of thought is interrupted when I reach the edge of the Dark Forest, only to find several magicians standing on the other side of a river near it wearing heavy armor likely to protect them from the miasma.

Huh?
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I don’t recognize any of the magicians, but I can clearly tell that they’re important just from their armor alone. Armor that is clearly Arcadian in design and make.

How did they get that armor? Did they steal it from the Republic? Because that armor isn’t the outdated armor I took from those Radiant Elite magicians. It’s much more recent armor, even if it’s not the most recent.

All of the magicians immediately give me a once-over, their eyes going across my slightly shabby armor that at least looks cool before moving past the terminal on my arm and eventually settling on my crimson eyes. And I can’t see any of the faces of a single one of the magicians thanks to their helmets.

Then one of them, a man standing next to a woman and another man in the front of the seven magicians and armed with a set of golden armor with the Arcadian Republic symbol scraped off of the shoulder of the armor, speaks up, “Nathan Fox, I presume?”

I look at each of the magicians as I answer and return a question of my own, “Correct. And you are?”

“My name is Baron Henry Cavendish,” the man in the center states, followed shortly after by the woman, “I am Baroness Elara Nightshade,” and the other man next to them, “I am Baron Cedric Whitmore.”

And to my surprise, each of them lightly nod their head towards me and synchronously state, along with the other four people with them who weren’t introduced, “And we greet His Highness, Prince of the Kingdom of the Fallen.”

I frown at that but don’t say anything. Because in the end, I decided over the last month that I will accept the skeleton’s offer of taking his discarded kingdom for my own purposes. So instead of replying to their honorific, I just nod my head and glance at the other three as I ask, “And these three are?”

Henry waves his hand at them and answers, “These are our heirs.”

Four heirs for three baronies. Interesting, but I honestly couldn’t care less about them.

Not now at least.

“Is there a reason you’re here?” I ask while crossing my arms, ignoring the heirs for the moment.

These three nobles are all Class B magicians, and their heirs Class Cs. And I don’t sense anyone in our surroundings watching us, so I doubt they’re here to ambush me. Not to mention that we’re too close to the Dark Forest.

They ambushed me after leaving the forest for a reason. I just have to figure out what the reason was.

Henry shares a brief look with the baron and baroness before meeting my eyes and answering, still with his helmet on blocking his face from view, “We simply came to greet Your Highness. To pass on our regards.”

I narrow my eyes at him and the other nobles.

That’s obviously a lie. And the skeleton isn’t saying anything despite being easily powerful enough to hear our conversation, but I guess I shouldn’t expect him to considering how he said everything would be up to me. That he wouldn’t even care if I was captured and experimented on.

Something I have to avoid, because I’m pretty sure I won’t be freed till after my parents already die from old age much less the doctor.

I blink at the realization that I’m not even scared of the thought of them experimenting on me anymore. A rather disturbing realization in all honesty.

Although what’s more disturbing is how my mind actually went to what the skeleton said. About the ones capturing me dying of old age eventually.

That thought has me feeling a chill down my spine, but I manage to not show any reaction to it as I tell the nobles, “Very well. Will that be all?”

Unlike the Class C and D magicians I’ve been dealing with up till now, these are Class Bs with a few Class Cs. I won’t be able to take them all on myself. Actually, I might not even be able to take on one of the Class Bs myself.

But at the same time, they shouldn’t be able to capture me. Which is probably why they’re not attacking right now either.

“Actually, we would like to establish communications with you, and perhaps a trade route as well,” Henry states, surprising me for a moment.

I watch him for a moment before slowly responding, “I can consider it. Send a representative to my base and I’ll have my subordinates meet with them.”

The Baron freezes slightly at that, the movement so small that I only barely catch it due to my enhanced senses. Then he nods his head and answers, “Very well. Will one fortnight from now be a good date?”

“It will,” I answer, finally starting to get an idea of why these guys are here.

After a round of clearly false pleasantries, the nobles all retreat before using some sort of spell to move away at an incredibly fast speed.

I put my hands in my pockets as I purse my lips, simply staring off at where they left.

So the nobles of the Kingdom are choosing that route, huh? Sniffing me out as they no doubt try to figure out a spell to capture me. Developing pleasantries between us to fill the time and perhaps learn more about me and my little group at the Undying Caverns.

But I’m not actually sure they could capture me anymore. Not Class B magicians without some specific elements or a place to hold me at least. Because I should theoretically be able to just burn myself alive to free myself from any restraints. Even if that’ll hurt like hell to do.

I continue staring off after them for several seconds before turning and starting to make my way back to the Undying Caverns.

Either way, I should notify Claire and the others about this development.
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After making sure that none of the nobles are talking amongst themselves, I quicken my pace towards the Undying Caverns. And by the time I get there, I find everyone in a frenzy for some reason.

As soon as one of the guards sees me, they rush over while shouting, “Undying Magician, sir! You’re back!”

“What’s going on?” I ask without beating around the bush, before the guard even reaches me. And without giving the first guard a chance to say anything, another one rushes forwards with a smile on his face and exclaims, “We got another group of refugees! And this one is massive!”

I frown at that.

More refugees? All of this commotion just because of another group of refugees?

Must be enormous for them to act like this.

“But…” another guard says, the man armed with an older rifle held in his arms pointed at the ground.

“But?” I ask, prompting him to continue.

“I apologize sir, but there isn’t enough space for everyone in the Caverns,” he says while shooting a worried glance back at the throng of people frenzying about the building outside of the Caverns. “And we would need an earth magician to stabilize the Caverns in order to dig out enough space.”

Well this is annoying.

“There aren’t any magicians amongst the new refugees? And have you made sure to vet them all?” I ask, crossing my arms and tapping my finger on my elbow in the process.

Another guard answers me, “We have vetted most of them, and there is an earth magician amongst the new refugees.”

“Are they too young or inexperienced to do the job?” I ask, quickly finding them all to nod their heads with surprise visible on their faces. “Then build some temporary housing outside of the Caverns to handle situations like these in the future. We can stick them in there and only let those who have been vetted thoroughly and have earned our trust inside of the Caverns themselves. And for now get someone to teach the kid so that they can help in excavating in the future. Let all the new refugees camp outside until the expansion.”

“As you wish, Undying Magician,” the guards all exclaim before rushing off to go carry out my orders.

This certainly wasn’t what I was hoping to come home to.

Where did my peace and quiet go?

I shake my head at that thought while walking into the base past everyone, many of whom – especially the new faces – are staring at me. Mostly at my crimson eyes. A rather obvious sign as to who I am, since crimson eyes aren’t natural.

The only people who have ‘red’ eyes at all in the world are albinos, and even they only have a more pinkish red.

My two swords at my hips also help in recognizing me though, because they’re obviously high quality. Even if you can’t clearly tell that they’re made of Arcadian Metal just at a glance.

Plus no one else here uses swords. At all.

The only purpose of swords in combat over guns or a knife is if the swords are Arcadian Metal. Otherwise they’re rather useless in a magic and gun fight.

If they’re Arcadian Metal though then you can cut through spells with them.

Although my case is different since I don’t care about getting hurt anymore. Might as well just charge in and slice through my enemy to save mana.

I pat the pommel of my sword as I walk through the barrier and enter the Caverns. Then I continue walking into the base, passing by quite a few people I recognize along with some I don’t. Because I don’t plan on remembering every last face in the base.

That’s Claire’s, Benjamin’s, and Ryan’s jobs.

Speaking of Claire, I find her after reaching the woman’s office and finding her neck deep in paperwork.

“Sir, is there anything you needed?” Claire quickly asks after seeing me, the woman wearing business attire. The same business attire from the Republic. A clear sign that she is used to business as a whole, since most regular people in the Kingdom of the Fallen don’t seem to know much about formal attire. At least, not in the inner ring. Most are just scraping by or trying not to be killed by magicians.

“Yes, I was just contacted by the Barons,” I tell her, making her stiffen up right away. “They’ll be sending a delegate in a fortnight. Be ready for that please.”

She stares at me in stunned silence for several seconds before snapping out of it and answering with a nod of her head, “Understood, Undying Magician.”

I narrow my eyes slightly at her with a frown, pondering over the constant overuse of that title. Something that’s getting a little annoying.

At this rate I’m going to forget my own name if no one ever uses it. Not even the skeleton uses it. He just calls me child or some other stupid thing like that.

“Just call me Nathan,” I eventually decide to tell her before turning around right as she shows surprise on her face and leaving the room.

I stop right at the door though and turn around, finding her still staring at my back.

“Tell Benjamin and Ryan to do the same,” I tell her, making her numbly nod her head in silence. “And do tell me when the Barons’ delegates get here. I want to watch over the proceedings even if I won’t be negotiating myself.”

“Yes, sir!” Claire exclaims after that, finally snapping out of her stupor. Then she blinks and immediately says, “Nathan. Sorry.”

I raise a brow at that before turning around and waving at her as I leave the room.

Old habits are hard to break I guess.

And speaking of old habits, time to go find the cafeteria for some of that mint ice cream.

Then I can get to working on those death magic spells.
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Claire puts on a perfect smile as she greets the guests of the Baron in front of the Undying Caverns, “Welcome, delegates! My name is Claire Taylor, and we’ve been expecting your arrival!”

But despite the face she puts on, she can’t help but feel disgusted simply due to speaking to the man in front of her. A man she recognizes as a Class C magician, just like Nathan. But instead of the kind and distant leader she’s grown to like over the past months, this Class C magician is known for killing anyone who disobeys his orders, including his own subordinates.

He has on a perfect, political smile of his own as he flashes his pearly whites at her, his black hair nearly a foot long on one side and only a few inches long on the other side with the long side falling into his face. Meanwhile his eyes are a clear blue and he’s wearing a set of outdated Arcadian armor. Much worse than Nathan’s old armor that he stopped wearing due to it constantly getting damaged.

“It’s a pleasure to be here, miss Taylor, my name is Antonio Velac,” the man says without either him nor Claire reaching for a handshake, leading the atmosphere to be icy and uncomfortable for the subordinates on both sides.

Several tense seconds pass in silence as the two continue smiling at each other before Claire angles her body to the side and tells one of the guards stationed around her, “Please inform the Undying Magician of Mister Velac’s arrival.” She then turns back to Antonio and continues, “Tell him we’ll be in the newly built guest house, in the meeting room.”

The guard quickly nods his head and escapes from the area as the two representatives return to smiling at each other.

This is going to be a very unpleasant day. But at least Nathan said he would be there.

Despite her desire to prove herself to him and the people of the Undying Caverns, she can’t help but feel a lot safer with Nathan watching over the negotiations.

“Well then, shall we?” Claire asks, still smiling, and Antonio responds with a polite, “We shall.”

Then the group including Claire, her guards, Antonio, and his own guards all begin to make their way to a large building that was built over the past two weeks since Nathan came back with news of the delegates arrival. And throughout the entire trip there, neither party says a word.

Once the groups reach the meeting room, a long room with a single long table and screens shown on each wall. Albeit outdated screens compared to what Nathan was apparently used to in his classes back in the Republic.

The two groups each move to different ends of the table with Claire sitting at one end and Antonio sitting at the other. Then Antonio looks around with his smile stretching slightly as he asks, “Do you know when the Undying Magician is planning on joining us?”

Claire’s smile grows as she responds, “He should be here soon, but he won’t be directly participating in these talks unless he wishes to.”

Antonio’s smile grows even more strained. Meanwhile the room grows tenser and tenser.

No one says anything for nearly three minutes, leaving the guards in the room sweating from nerves.

Eventually the door to the office opens, revealing a man that has Claire’s smile growing far more pleasant and real instead of the political smile she has had since seeing Antonio. And his entry instantly attracts the attention of everyone in the room including the Class C magician delegate from the outer ring.

The Undying Magician simply looks over the delegate once with his eyes before moving to the back of the room behind Claire without saying a word, his swords hanging on his hips with one of his hands resting on the pommel of one of the swords. Meanwhile he is wearing a deep black set of armor made out of a fabric type armor that leans more into comfort than defensive prowess.

Claire immediately feels her nerves draining away, leaving her a lot more confident and comfortable dealing with the Class C magician across from her. Because while she may be a Class D magician bordering on Class C herself, her set of spells focus more on healing than on combat. So having Nathan standing behind her is a huge relief for the woman as she begins speaking, “Now we may begin.”

Antonio shifts slightly, his irritation showing only mildly as he looks at Nathan and asks, “Will you be participating in the discussions, Mister Fox?”

But Nathan just says, “That’ll depend,” without saying another word. And Claire can almost imagine him raising a brow as he says this.

Meanwhile Antonio actually grits his teeth for a second before relaxing again immediately, making Claire’s smile grow even wider.

“Why is it that you’ve come to us, Representative of the Outer Ring?” Claire says, her voice sounding clear as it resonates through the room. And to her joy, the man shows a very slight tick of his jaw in response out of anger.

After a second though, Antonio subtly takes in a deep breath and calmly says, “I have been sent by Baron Henry Cavendish to negotiate a trade route between our people.” He turns to look at Nathan as he continues, “My name is Antonio Valec and I go by the title of the Arctic Magician. It is a pleasure to meet the Undying Magician.”

Claire glances backwards to find Nathan simply nodding his head in response without saying a word. So she turns back to Antonio and says, “And what would you have in mind to trade with us?”

The man makes eye contact with Claire, seemingly having given up on attempting to attract Nathan’s attention when he answers, “Knowledge on fire spells, on the fire element, blueprints for weapons, buildings, and other appliances, and food from outside of the inner ring.” Then he smirks as he finishes it off with, “We also have devices created by His Majesty before the fall that eliminate miasma from an area.”

Then several seconds pass in silence before he realizes that no one in the room reacts to his last statement at all, clearly unlike what he was expecting.

“The blueprints and food would help, but we can get those from other cities as well,” Claire says only to shake her head. “But we have no use for such devices as the Undying Magician can already clear the miasma himself.”

Antonio blinks, a stunned look on his face as he utters, “What?”
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Antonio barely stops himself from gaping at the woman at her words. Because there shouldn’t have been a method available to someone as supposedly young as the so called prince to remove miasma. Not unless he has death mana.

And no one can have more than one affinity of magic.

Are they bluffing? They have to be bluffing.

As if mocking his thoughts, the miasma in the room slowly begins to fade away. But despite it happening, Antonio can’t see anything other than a very faint flash of black and purple light coming from the Undying Magician’s direction. One that he can only assume is a magic circle but can’t prove in any way.

They can… they can really remove miasma from the air?!

The lower class woman across the table from him simply smiles without any real difference now than in her previous smile. But despite that, he can’t help but feel like she’s mocking him on the inside now.

And that realization alone makes him clench his fists in rage beneath the table where no one can see. He almost attacks her point blank right now even, only barely managing to hold himself back when he sees the crimson eyes of the vampire behind her glaring into his own blue eyes.

It isn’t until nearly half a minute passes that Antonio realizes he had fallen silent without getting any answer to his question, leaving an awkward lull in the discussion.

“But I’m sure even if you are capable of removing the miasma from an area, wouldn’t having our technology help make the process more efficient?” Antonio states despite knowing that he’s grasping at straws at this point.

The infuriating woman shakes her head with a regretful smile and responds, “I apologize, but we have no use for the devices.” Then her smile grows friendly again as she asks, “Aside from the knowledge on the elements, do you have anything else that we wouldn’t be able to get from trading with others who are already within the inner ring? Because as you well know, trade with closer neighbors would be more lucrative for us.”

Antonio grinds his teeth at the woman’s remark but outwardly remains calm.

This puts our entire plan in jeopardy! If he can already clear the miasma in the city, then we can’t bug the place or poison it!

A few seconds pass in silence as he tries to figure out something else to trade with the Undying Magician, only for his eyes to suddenly widen as a possibility comes to mind and he asks, “What would you think about a way to communicate with the world outside of the Kingdom? We could get you in contact with the Republic should you desire. In an exchange, of course.”

Antonio finds his diplomatic smile once more in place, feeling assured of his offer.

Until the Undying Magician shakes his head, personally answering instead of using the lower class woman this time, “No need.”

Antonio finds himself freezing up again as he waits for clarification on why the Undying Magician doesn’t care about contacting the Republic. But then he remembers the current situation in the Republic and berates himself for even offering that solution.

Who the fuck would want to go back to a nation that’s in an all-out-war against Class S magicians?!

The magician furiously searches for things he could offer the Undying Magician and the Undying Caverns that could set up a relationship of any kind with them, but no matter what he can’t think of anything.

So he eventually gives in and says, “We would like to trade with you knowledge on the fire element and any other element you currently need in exchange for the Undying Magician’s assistance.”

This time the Undying Magician steps forward up to the woman’s side with his arms crossed as he asks, “Would this agreement be of the mercenary sort?”

“Indeed, it would,” Antonio states, barely making it out through his gritted teeth.

“Then let’s negotiate the terms,” the Undying Magician speaks with a slight quirk to his lips. One expressing his amusement with the situation.

And that amusement alone almost pushes Antonio over the edge into his usual rage. But he once more holds himself back because he isn’t suicidal. He knows that he wouldn’t stand a chance against the Undying Magician even if he is a better magician than him.

Because no Class C or even Class B magician alone can stand up to the undying.

“Let’s,” Antonio eventually says with a nod of his head.

At this rate I won’t be able to get into the Undying Caverns at all, much less plant a bug or sabotage the place. Which’ll mean a change of plans entirely from the Lord’s previous plans.

He grimaces at the thought.

It also means I’ll be punished when I get back.

Antonio isn’t entirely sure what the punishment will be, but he knows it’ll be coming regardless. And he knows it won’t be pretty.

Even if the current events aren’t his fault, since no one could’ve expected that the Undying Magician could somehow cleanse miasma.

I still can’t figure out how he’s doing it… can fire mana really cleanse miasma?

He internally frowns at that thought as he negotiates with the woman across from him, the Undying Magician having returned to his spot behind her once more. But no matter how hard he thinks about it, he can’t think of any other possible way for it to have been done.

The possibility that he’s gotten a second affinity is impossible to even think about, so fire mana being able to cleanse miasma is the only possible way for him to have done it. Which means we’ll have to put in more research on fire mana to figure it out ourselves.

Despite his conclusion though, he can’t help but remember the flash of purple and black light from before. The colors of death mana.

But he pushes that thought out of his mind, deciding that it was just the result of the miasma being cleansed.

Now if I can just get through this negotiation without any more troubles popping up, I should be able to reduce my punishment just a little bit.
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I tap my finger against my wrist, my hands held behind my back as I watch the negotiator scramble to get something out of our negotiation. Something likely meant to establish a deeper connection between us and the outer ring.

They really want to spy on us, don’t they?

Although I have to admit, the look on his face when he heard I could already clear out miasma was perfect. Worth taking time out of my experiments to check out this negotiation.

Also, Claire really is a good negotiator. I’m glad I got her working under me.

She makes managing this little budding settlement easy for me. Mostly because she’s the one who really manages it. I just say yes or no to some big decisions and make a few rules.

A rather nice way of ruling a place.

Have someone else rule it in my stead and instead just sit there and veto any decisions I don’t like.

Claire aside, this magician across from me has been very strange the entire time he’s been here. I can literally smell his anger and hear his heart beating loudly. Smell and hear his pulse rising along with his blood pressure.

But despite all of that, he hasn’t shown much if any anger throughout this entire negotiation.

A rather impressive feat, if I’m being honest.

The two continue negotiating back and forth, but the guy never really gets much out of us. So in the end all we make in terms of deals between us is a simple trade of my mercenary services for knowledge on fire magic, along with the magics of everyone else at the base.

I would’ve had Claire get knowledge on time and space magic too, but there’s never been a time magician before, and the only space magicians are either long dead or are currently terrorizing the Republic.

So there aren’t many if any magicians who even have knowledge on the elements in question.

Which is both a pity and not at the same time, considering how dangerous those elements are.

On the other hand, I realized that I don’t actually need their knowledge of death magic, and that asking them for it might make them consider whether I can use death mana or not. Even if it’s public knowledge that people can only have one affinity.

I can just have the skeleton teach me what he knows about death magic. A better idea overall for more than just secrecy, considering that it’s firsthand knowledge instead of knowledge he probably gave to the nobles in the first place.

After a few more minutes of the rather pitiful looking magician trying to get some sort of deal that will let him develop an actual tie to my Caverns, he finally gives up, sends Claire a glare, and leaves with his soldiers. And I notice Claire smirking at his back when he does so.

Those two really get along, don’t they?

I smirk slightly in amusement at the thought before turning to Claire and telling her, “Good job.” Then I turn around and leave myself in the direction of my lab without giving her the chance to respond.

With that nuisance out of the way, I can go back to studying my death magic spells. And then I can spend some more time familiarizing myself with fire. Something that’s made a lot easier when I can just burn myself to familiarize myself with it.

My understanding of fire has already progressed a good amount due to this over the time I’ve been on this continent. Even if some of it wasn’t on purpose and was instead due to failed experiments.

From what I remember in class, understanding of your affinity comes in several stages. There’s a basic understanding, an intermediate level of understanding, advanced level, master level, and a perfect level of understanding of your own elemental affinity.

Generally though, only Class S magicians ever reach a perfect level of understanding, and even amongst them, I’ve only heard of two to have done it. Both of whom are dead now.

Even the doctor supposedly only has a master level of understanding, same as the skeleton.

And with every level of understanding comes a threshold that you have to break past to get to the next level. Some sort of difficult sort of inspiration or whatever that you need to get that basically improves the quality of your mana in your body along with your ability to manipulate it. It also partially merges your element into your body itself, making you partially immune to your own element. Or at least resistant to it.

My understanding of fire is only still at the basic level, even if I feel it’s getting close to the intermediate level.

It probably would’ve taken longer to get this close to the threshold if I wasn’t immortal though. Since I can experience fire firsthand whenever I want and the pain doesn’t even bother me anymore.

I nod my head to the guards standing guard at my lab before walking inside and heading to the back where I was previously experimenting with death magic. Basically killing a bunch of plants as my test subjects, testing just how lethal death mana is when it touches something with varying amounts of mana.

So far my experiments have led me to reach a rather obvious conclusion.

Death mana is dangerous. It basically has the same effect as necrosis, killing off the living cells of whatever it touches. Although it doesn’t have any direct effect on non-living things like fire mana does.

Death magic is probably the most dangerous magic to a living being in existence since it directly kills the cells it touches. Even just a tiny little spec of death mana, less than a single arc, will kill quite a few cells.

That said, the only way to affect a non-living thing with death mana same as miasma, is to have enough of it that you can use it as a concussive blast. But death mana, unlike miasma, can pass through armor and clothing on an atomic level, so it is probably the most dangerous type of mana in direct combat with another magician or living person.

Then there’s the whole ‘can’t die’ thing for someone with a death magic affinity. And while I’m not sure if that includes me or not considering that I can use death mana, it doesn’t really matter since I can’t die anyways.

Anyways, I sit down at the end of the table lined with potted plants and resume my experiments.
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“Let me get this straight, you were unable to construct any sort of a binding deal with the magician and yet you still dare to come back here without something to show for it?” Baron Henry Cavendish states rather slowly as silver chains slowly snake across Antonio’s body. “Give me one reason why I shouldn’t just demote you right here and now.”

Antonio grimaces, purposefully not reaching for the chains that are starting to choke him since it would only anger the baron further as he exclaims, “Because I have intel on some of their capabilities!”

The chains stop in place after tightening a tiny bit more, not relaxing or tightening further afterwards.

“Speak,” Henry states from his place seated on his throne.

“The Undying Magician has a way to remove miasma from the air!” Antonio croaks out, the chains squeezing his throat ever so slightly, making it difficult for him to speak. “He’s also wary of us from what I’ve seen!”

Henry scoffs at that and says, “Of course he’s wary of us. He’d have to be stupid not to be.” He frowns. “But being able to remove miasma from the air… have you seen it yourself?”

Antonio hurriedly nods his head and croaks, “Yes! I have!”

“Then we might have an issue on our hands…” Henry mutters while rubbing his chin slightly, relaxing the chains a little in the process. “And what other news did you bring?”

“I sent out a telepathic pulse after the negotiations and determined the number of magicians they have!” Antonio continues, no longer having to croak out his words.

“And?” Henry prods.

Antonio immediately continues, “I also tried a subtle mind attack on the Undying Magician himself, but the man wasn’t affected by it in the slightest. He didn’t even seem to notice it happened.”

Henry finally grimaces at that news.

Immune to mind attacks? Guess he really is like an undead in some ways.

The baron quickly scratches off several of the possible directions for Tier VIII spells he and the other barons were planning on making to handle the Undying Magician. Since if they aren’t going to work then there’s no reason to waste years trying to develop one.

At the same time, if even mind attacks don’t work on the magician, then that severely limits their possibilities.

Their original plan was to develop a Tier VIII mind spell meant to turn a magician into a drone who follows the orders of their master absolutely. A spell only possible because of Baroness Elara Nightshade’s special affinity in soul magic to bind the magician’s soul, his own affinity in metal magic to bind his blood, and Baron Cedric Whitmore’s affinity in suppression magic to suppress the magician’s mind and magic.

Now the necromancer’s plan will be useless in this, and we’ll have to find a different way to capture the Undying Magician.

He would normally consider still developing the spell just to mind control all of the Undying Magician’s subordinates, but that would be years of time wasted just to mind control some subordinates once and never be able to use the spell again without the help of the necromancer. A major deficiency common in multi-affinity spells.

They require more than one magician to cast regardless of how powerful the magician may be.

And that’s not even considering the chance that the Undying Magician might not even care about those subordinates. A rather high chance considering the outlook of most magicians.

Especially since the man seems almost dead inside from what Henry has seen.

Which means they’re limited to physical and magical restraints with nothing to affect the Undying Magician’s mind and stop him from revolting. So the man very well might outlive them all if their experiments don’t bear fruit and could take his revenge in the future.

Damnit, this is going to be harder than I expected.
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Well that’s interesting…

I frown as I study the result of my experiment. One meant to combine fire and death mana in a spell.

The spell that I had in mind when designing it was meant to be a bolt of mana that I send flying at the target with a layer of fire mana on the outside and death mana on the inside. Fire mana to deal with armor, weapons, and other non-biological things, and death mana to directly deal with the biological matter. A good combination.

But when I actually tried it out in practice…

I stare at the strange black flame floating in the air above my hand.

This was not what I was expecting.

Instead of the fire and death mana remaining separate as I had expected, they merged into one. Something that shouldn’t have been possible from the magic theory that I’ve learned.

Is it because both of the mana affinities come from me? Something about that making them able to merge into one?

Out of curiosity, I reach out to touch the black flame with my left hand. And immediately lose my left finger.

Interesting.

My finger grows back and I reach out to touch it again, watching the process more carefully.

Then I realize that the black flame burned my glove over my finger too. Not just my finger.

And it was honestly more of a simple devouring than a burn. There was no smoke, no reaction in the air, and no ash from my bones. Just plain vanished within the black flame.

Like the flame devoured it.

Interesting. Reminds me a little bit of that uncontrollable void element but far weaker.

On that note, I try to alter the spell in order to give me a bit more control over the flame through a constant feed of input that lets me change its trajectory midflight. But when I try to do that, I find it… rather difficult.

Looks like whatever this flame is, it really doesn’t want to be controlled.

Guess I have another thing to add to my list of topics to research.


Chapter 17
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“Sir, we now have all of the citizens evacuated from the Undying Caverns,” Claire says, making me nod my head in appreciation.

“Thank you, Claire,” I tell her without taking my gaze away from the door that leads into the main lab and testing area of the old owner of the lab hidden deep inside of the Undying Caverns. Where that life magician is still being used as a battery for the monster inside of it. “Now you should leave as well. This could get dangerous.”

Claire quickly nods her head and heads back, leaving me in the silence of the lab.

Up till now I had no way of guaranteeing that I’d be able to kill the monster inside of here. Since according to their notes and the brief glimpses I’ve seen of it, the monster is a lot stronger than the other ones. Maybe even closing in on the level of a Category B monster. One that normally needs at least three Class B magicians to take it down.

And considering how it’s been using that life magician as a battery for who knows how long, it might be even stronger at this point. Which is why I’ve just left them down here for a while.

After all, there wasn’t anything I could do. Except try to deal with it and possibly get all of the people in the caverns killed along with setting a powerful monster loose on the surrounding cities.

While I’ve definitely grown a lot colder over the time I’ve been here, I’m not going to just leave someone down here to be tortured all that time while I casually live my life up above. That would be plain cruel.

And even if I can’t deal with the monster just yet, I should at least be able to kill the magician inside to release him from that torture.

Something I know he wants just from the few times I did open the door, making the man immediately scream out to kill him.

Then again, if this plan works, I might just be able to kill them both.

There really isn’t a way to save the life magician though. And from what I’ve seen he really doesn’t want to be saved anyways. Just wants to die.

A rather pitiful existence.

I glance down at my hand as I clench it into a fist before focusing on the door again.

If it weren’t for that discovery I made recently about what I’m now calling death flames, I wouldn’t even be trying this. But that discovery gives this a slight chance at succeeding.

If it doesn’t succeed? Then at least I got the people away from the caverns. And from what the skeleton said, this monster in particular would rather vomit than capture me. Considering that I’m full of death mana while it wants life mana.

Well then. Time to get started.

I take a deep breath before letting it out, raising one of my hands to the door, and cracking the door open with my other. The man’s screams immediately fill the part of the lab I’m in, along with the writhing sounds of the plant monster as I stick my hand into the room and quickly open a spell circle on my palm, running the spell script inside of it. And soon enough I feel both my death and fire mana draining at a rapid pace as black flames shoot out of my hand rather rapidly.

The man’s screams continue, but this time are joined by the screeching sounds of the plant monster as it no doubt tries to block my attack. But since I’m kind of behind a door it makes it hard to see what’s actually going on.

So I just continue running the spell, completely uncaring of the burning going on around my right arm or the vines trying to wrap around it only to burn rather quickly.

The spell continues sending black flames into the room. And continues. And continues.

I don’t stop the spell until I run out of mana entirely and have to pull back out of the lab, with the magician’s screams having gone silent while the monster’s screeches haven’t.

Looks like it’s still alive.

My attack seems to have stopped it from retaliating though, considering that I didn’t hear anything slamming into the door.

I wait for a while as the screeching noise continues echoing from inside of the room before eventually slumping against the door in exhaustion. Magical, exhaustion. Considering that I can’t feel physically exhausted anymore.

Several minutes pass with the sounds of the screeching plant echoing past the sound-proof door and into the part of the lab I’m in. All while I just lie here staring up at the ceiling, my arm having long since healed by now.

Considering that I can’t hear the man’s screams, he’s probably dead. Which means that even if my plan doesn’t work and the monster doesn’t die by my filling the room to the brim with death flames, it’ll still starve eventually. Considering that he was its food source.

And when it does die, I’ll get access to that part of the lab!

I feel the very start of a smile begin to stretch across my face at the thought.

According to the notes of the previous owner of this place, there should be some rather nice equipment set up inside of that room. Assuming I didn’t just burn it all.

But considering that it’s equipment for experimentation and spell crafting, I doubt it’ll be susceptible to a Class C magicians’ magic. Otherwise I’ll be very much judging whoever made it.

The screeches continue to echo throughout the lab for a long time, never ending.

Eventually I let out a grunt and stand up before stretching a little despite not needing to. Then I glance at the door one last time and begin walking towards the exit to the lab.

Guess I should let the people back inside of the Caverns again.


Chapter 18
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“Is it…” Claire asks after I leave the caverns.

“No, it’s not dead yet,” I tell her with a light shake of my head. “But the magician it had captured is dead, so if my flames don’t kill it then it’ll starve.” I shrug. “So either way, it’ll be dead soon enough.”

Claire lets out a sigh of relief as I add, “Keep to the normal rules until I’ve confirmed its death. No entering the tunnel leading deeper into the caverns for anyone in the base. And even after it’s dead, you can only expand until the spiral room. After that is the lab.”

The magician nods her head and turns around to relay the news to everyone. Meanwhile I just look around at the thousands of people who are now living in the caverns.

It’s certainly grown over the past months.

And it’s only going to continue growing as well.

I blink in surprise when everything around me suddenly fills with a black and green fog before I find myself flying through the air towards the Dark Forest.

Guess the skeleton wants to see me.

Probably to check out my new death flames.

I just let the skeleton carry me through the air with his magic until I pass into the Dark Forest and then all the way through it to his giant undead treant. Then he unceremoniously drops me mid-air, to which I catch myself by grabbing a branch and performing a flip with it to land on my feet on the ground.

Rude.

I walk into the tree with a scowl on my face to find the skeleton walking down the stairs as he says, “Nathan! Show me the death fla-”

He cuts off as I send a wave of death flames straight at him, making him just stand there and take it without showing a single scratch on his body. Actually, I swear his bones look healthier now than before.

Oh. Right.

Death magician whose body runs on death mana.

My death flames probably just fed him.

“Thank you, son,” he says with a nod, making my eye twitch at his calling me son. Then he turns back around and leaves, saying, “That’s all I wanted to see.”

I grit my teeth before shouting, “If you’re going to drag me out here for nothing more than that then at least give me something in-” I cut off with a grunt as I feel something slamming into my gut, making me look down to find a folder. Then when I look up again, the skeleton is already long gone.

Seriously?

Didn’t even bother saying anything.

Then again, I’ve come to expect that at least a little bit by now. He is a magician through and through after all.

Experiments come first before all other matters. A common law amongst magicians.

I stand up again while wiping down the dead sticks that got stuck on my armor before raising the folder to my face and opening it. And I almost immediately feel my irritation draining away, replaced by glee.

Finally! Blueprints for new weapons and armor!

The specific weapons include a pistol, sniper rifle, sword, and an assault rifle. All stuff I had asked about before but couldn’t get anything out of him for.

All brand new models straight from the Republic of Arcania.

And the same goes for the armor. Brand new armor blueprints straight from the Republic.

With this we should have an advantage in technology over the Barons, even if they have the advantage in magic.

Although…

I turn to look back up towards the hallway that the skeleton had left into. The one going towards his lab.

…why would he give me all of this just for using one attack on him? Are my death flames even more revolutionary than I thought?

I know no one has ever merged elements before, but to give me the blueprints to four different weapons and an entire set of armor for technology leagues above the Kingdom of the Fallen just for using one spell on him… it feels a bit much.

How much could he even see from that one unexpected attack anyways?

I dwell on that thought for a while, wondering how long it’ll take for me to reach his level in terms of experimenting and spell crafting. Then I eventually sigh and turn around to leave the treant.

Benjamin is going to be very happy about these blueprints. He’s been bugging me for a while now to get updated weaponry and armor for the enforcers at the caverns.

Out of all of the subordinates I’ve gathered, he and Claire are probably the only ones who have absolutely no fear of me anymore. At this point Benjamin treats me like a regular superior officer, but a friendly one. Even though he’s decades older than me and is military to the core.

I do find his and Claire’s arguments amusing though, since they often have differing opinions on the layout of the caverns.

He wants a more militarily defended layout, she wants a more practical and efficient one.

Although…

I frown down at the blueprints as I walk through the Dark Forest.

It’s too bad the armor won’t really do anything for me. Considering how often I go through armor.

Best not to waste the armor on me when I’m not expecting it to remain in one piece.

The weapons will be really nice though. And the blueprints for the sniper rifle include magical bullets for the rifle as well, which will make things a lot easier on me in combat.

I don’t have to save bullets anymore.

It might even make dealing with those Barons easier if I can just assassinate them.

I might have to take some lessons on how to do that efficiently with the skeleton though, considering that I don’t exactly have any experience with assassination. Especially against Class B magicians.

There’s a strong chance that they’ll have spells set up to deal with that sort of thing after all.

I sigh at that as I continue walking through the Dark Forest back to the base.

Wish he would’ve just sent me back to the caverns himself…

Intermission 2
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Doctor Leodmir Archeron floats high in the air near almost half a dozen other Class S magicians as they all surround a single man. One whose appearance makes Leodmir clench his fists slightly, feeling an ounce of emotion. Something he doesn’t feel often.

Emotions of anger at the skeleton in front of him who stole his experiment away from him.

Unlike what the subject himself and the death magician likely assume, Leodmir has already figured out that the Kingdom of the Fallen is surrounded by a barrier made by the death magician in front of him that blocks Leodmir’s search. But Leodmir can’t do anything about it. Not while he’s fighting the nations of the continent.

And not with the death magician in front of him.

Leodmir glances at all of the other Class S magicians, starting with the unnamed fog illusionist magician who has long since gone insane, followed by the enhancement magician Edgar Brodnax, the fire magician Juan Sequani, the ice magician Archibald Winters, and the poison magician Dorothy Umbra. And none of them appear amused by the laughter coming from the abomination at the center of them all.

He returns his gaze to the death magician as he asks, “Why are you here, King Adalwolf Giese?”

The king lets out a cackle of amusement before the skeleton tilts his head, making his hood fall off of his head while the snow falls down all around us. And without even bothering to look at the other Class S magicians, the death magician asks, “So you aren’t going to complain to me about your little former subject? What a pity that is.”

Leodmir ignores his taunt, knowing that the skeleton is just trying to stir up trouble amongst the Class S magicians. Instead he says, “Explain your reasoning for being here and leave.”

“Before that,” Archibald raises his voice, bringing both the skeleton’s gaze and Leodmir’s own towards him in the process. “I would like to know why the good doctor never told us about your continued existence before now.”

The doctor in question holds back a grimace at the question, having been mostly expecting it the moment the death magician arrived and killed thousands of soldiers to catch their attention.

“Oh, the conflict begins! But let me go ahead and tell you why I’m here before you start fighting amongst yourselves, okay?” King Adalwolf says while spreading his arms out slightly, floating a little higher in the air, and raising his head. “Rejoice, for I am here to announce the eventual return of the Kingdom of the Fallen to the nations of the world!”

All of the Class S magicians show some form of reaction, whether it’s tensing up or simply frowning. Or in the unnamed one’s case, cackling.

But Leodmir simply scowls.

“But don’t worry, I won’t be the one leading it,” King Adalwolf says while lowering his head to look at the doctor. “It will be the Crown Prince of the Kingdom of the Fallen leading the charge.”

Then King Adalwolf Giese turns into nothing but miasma and is blown away by the wind and snow, leaving silence in the Barren Pass.

No one says anything for several seconds before all of the Class S magicians turn to look at Leodmir. And with the sole exception of the unnamed one, all the Class S magicians make it clear by the looks on their faces that they require an explanation.

Leodmir sighs and answers, “I went to the Kingdom of the Fallen a little over half a year ago and found the King having just recently been released from his seal. However, he soon blocked off the Kingdom, so I decided it was unnecessary for me to inform you all.”

Archibald stares at him for several seconds before eventually saying, “I will be leaving the forces to take my family out of this conflict.” Then he turns into snow and flies away on the wind with the rest of the snow, not leaving behind any explanation.

But Leodmir already knows the reason for it.

Because the man has always cared more about his family than the war and should the King of the Fallen arrive on the mainland, he will bring death with him.

Leodmir doesn’t say anything, simply turning to look at the other Class S magicians. And just seconds later, Juan Sequani finally scoffs, the man’s shoulder-length hair falling into his face as he shakes his head and mutters, his accent on full display, “I shouldn’t ‘ave believed a foreigner.”

Then he too disappears.

The rest of the Class S magicians stay silent, with the exception of the unnamed one who is still cackling.

“Am I to assume the rest of you are staying?” Leodmir asks, and when they all nod their head, he continues, “Very well. We shall have to fill in the holes in the operation to finally take down Artorius.”

Each of the Class S magicians nod their heads in agreement.

“Then since we lost our most powerful offensive magicians, I’ll have to pick up the slack personally along with Edgar,” Leodmir states while glancing at the man in question, finding him nodding his head to his words. “The operation will commence in three months’ time as originally planned. If no one else has anything to say then let’s depart.”

After seeing no one raising any objections, Leodmir glances in the direction of the Kingdom of the Fallen once more and then makes a portal that he walks through, reentering his base. Then he continues through the base until he makes it near the subject’s family and stares at the door where he hears them talking on the other side.

Seconds pass before he proceeds onwards, deciding that doing anything to them now would be pointless.

Best to keep them safe and healthy as hostages until he returns to the mainland.

The doctor continues walking through the base until he reaches his own laboratory and stops in front of a large cylindrical glass container at the center of the main lab. A container filled with a blue and white liquid.

As long as this works against the anti-magic magician, the plan should work.
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I stand on top of a cliff looking out over the large city below along with the entire army of enemy soldiers standing around it, and the magician standing atop the walls next to several other magicians. All of whom have tense looks on their faces that I can make out from here thanks to my enhanced senses.

The magician in charge of this city has been harassing the Undying Caverns’ supply lines for a while now, thinking they wouldn’t face any consequences. Meanwhile a lot of the soldiers down there have been recorded attacking the supply lines themselves.

So after being bothered by Claire and the others, I finally decided to leave my experiments to deal with this nuisance.

But it’s still a pain.

I sigh, lightly shaking my head with a mostly indifferent look on my face.

At the very least it should work as a test for my latest spell. One that was a massive pain to create.

Literally.

I let slip a small amount of my control over my bloodlust, making my eyes flare crimson and the black veins stretch across my face. Then I take a step forward, falling straight down the cliff to land on the ground with a small fire accelerator spell shooting out beneath my feet the moment before I land, lessening the force of the fall.

Silence fills the small stretch of trees I’m in as I walk, all the way till I leave the forest into the plains between me and the city whose walls surround it all the way around.

I exhale lightly at the sight of the army looking at me.

Almost all of them look terrified. Meanwhile the ones at the front of the army simply appear angry. Like they are itching to rip me apart.

If I had to guess, the ones who look terrified very clearly don’t want to be here. But the angry ones… they genuinely look like they want to kill me.

Not that they’d be able to do that.

I pat the pommel of my sword as I walk towards the army, briefly closing my eyes as I do so. Then I create several dozen large spell circles around my body to begin performing the first multispell I’ve made. A single spell that is spread across multiple spell circles.

Soon enough a thin layer of self-replicating death mana begins to layer itself across my entire body.

I take in a deep breath, then I let it out. Then I take in another breath and let it out again.

Finally, I open my eyes and begin moving faster towards the army with the death spell activated.

The magicians on the wall raise their weapons with the center one – the asshole I came here to deal with – raising his voice, “March on! Capture that magician!”

I look up at him with a raised brow before sighing and shaking my head, too annoyed at this point to even care about him beyond dealing with the problem and going back to my experiments.

So I continue walking as the army marches straight at me, with many of the soldiers firing at me and others raising swords to attack. But I just ignore the bullets currently peppering me as I walk.

Once the army gets close enough they stop shooting at me, likely to not have any friendly fire. Then they all bring out their blades, many of whom are using bayonets and others just simple swords or knives. But I ignore those weapons as well, instead focusing briefly on the angry people who are wielding them.

I simply cross my arms and scratch my chin slightly as the death mana coating my body travels along their weapons and immediately begins to eat away and cause necrosis over the attackers’ bodies. A process that doesn’t exactly look very pretty, but is a process I’m used to by now just from seeing myself getting injured from my experiments. Especially the experiments with my death mana.

They all scream in pain while backing away, spreading some of the death mana to the people they back into in the process. Then the process repeats again as they fall down until the death mana that had traveled to them runs out. Meanwhile the death mana coating my body replenishes as normal and I simply continue walking without even a break in my pace.

Most of the soldiers back away after seeing the necrosis attacking the soldiers directly near me, along with all of the cuts they did across my body simply regenerating without leaving any damage. Other than the damage to my armor, that is. But by now I’m used to not having any permanent armor.

Just means I’m going to be replacing this armor.

Might just take some armor from this base after I deal with the magician.

Anyways, I don’t even bother unsheathing my sword as I walk past the soldiers, leaving them be since they’re just following orders. Except the people at the front who were affected by my spell.

Which worked well as test subjects.

I glance down at the spell before frowning when I find a couple areas of the spell having less mana in them than others.

Guess a live battle test was worth it after all. Looks like I’m going to have to fix that.

I frown as I walk, once again ignoring a couple idiots who don’t seem to get the picture that attacking me is not the smartest thing to do, following which they start screaming too from the necrosis.

What could be causing the imbalance… maybe an inaccuracy in the math to calculate the spread of the mana? But it could also be a misuse of the variable holding it…

I continue walking through the army, none of the enemies attacking me anymore, all the way till I reach the wall and have to look up from my pondering when several spells begin raining down on me.

Oh, right. Almost forgot I was on a battlefield.
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The spells don’t really do anything other than make a mess of my armor, not even affecting my weapons thanks to the Arcadian Metal that they’re made from. So I glance at the wall, then at the magicians above the wall blasting me with spells, then at the wall again.

Alright, so I didn’t really think much about what to do from here.

How do I climb this wall…

I frown before eventually shrugging and walking up to it. Then I simply punch the wall, finding a thin barrier covering it that blocks my attack.

Okay, barrier magic of the ice element.

So with that in mind, I grab a flask of blood from my spatial storage before downing it and putting the flask back inside as I feel the effects of the blood flow through my body. And without hesitation, I pull my fist back, activate a fire spell meant to cover my fist in flames that don’t actually burn my fist itself, separating the flames and my fist by a tiny little pocket of space, before slamming my fist straight into the barrier.

The barrier cracks in an instant as the flames from my spell explode into the barrier, setting the ice mana within it ablaze.

I pull my fist back again and slam it back into the barrier again, shattering the barrier entirely.

That works.

I glance up just to find a large shard of ice slamming into my face, crushing part of my skull inwards and making my mind blank for a moment. Then I come to on my knees, blinking in surprise before climbing back to my feet again and brushing my knees of mud, water, and ash that had clung to my pants.

Well that was annoying.

I always black out when my brain is destroyed, and it’s a lot more annoying than any pain I might feel from the attacks. Thankfully it doesn’t last long though.

Anyways, the people up there look rather surprised. And so do the people who I find having started approaching me from the army before they froze the moment I got back up.

Probably thought I died when my skull was crushed by that ice.

Doesn’t really matter.

I turn back to the city wall and begin climbing it, forcefully digging my fingers into the stone to make my way up. And at some point spells begin falling down on me again.

So I put up a barrier spell directly around me and another floating a meter or so above me that moves along with me.

The two spells block a lot of the attacks, but some of them still manage to make it through.

I ignore them as well. So long as they don’t knock me down from the wall.

Because it would be annoying to climb up again.

Would probably just blast my way in and walk up the stairs if they knocked me down.

I continue climbing as spells rain down, but eventually my shield begins to crack, which has me frowning. So when I feel my shield is about to break, I simply smash my fist into the fortress wall. Then I do it a few more times until I come tumbling into the wall itself. Afterwards I look around with a frown, trying to find my way to the stairs.

Stairs…stairs…stairs…where are the stairs…

After walking around for a bit, ignoring the commotion I can hear going on outside likely due to my walking around their fortress wall, I eventually find the stairs. And, unsurprisingly, it’s guarded by some soldiers.

The soldiers run when they see me though, so I ignore them.

Smart soldiers.

I walk up the stairs. And up. And up some more.

Eventually I realize I’m in an illusion, so I cover my fist in flames again before smashing it into the wall, making the air around me fracture like glass. Then I continue walking up the stairs again, actually finding it to be working this time.

I let out a sigh as I walk.

This is a pain.

The noise from the outside of the wall slowly gets louder and louder as I get closer to the top floor, and soon enough I begin to see light from the end of the stairs.

I smile when I finally reach the end of the stairs, following which I find myself on top of the wall. So I turn around to find the magicians all facing me from several dozen meters away on the wall, proving how far I’ve gotten after climbing the stairs.

Took long enough to get up here. That wall was honestly more of an obstacle than the army down below it.

I sigh again at that thought before beginning my trek across the wall. And fortunately, since we’re at the top of a massive wall, there isn’t really many places for them to run to. Unless they chose to run away and search for a staircase.

But I don’t see any staircases past them, so they’re probably stuck up here.

Once I get close enough, I can’t help but complain to them, “Why did you have to make this such a pain?”

The eight magicians all look surprised by my words, but I continue venting with a frown on my face, “It was a pain getting up here. If you’re going to make me come, at least make it less trouble.”

At this point the magicians look shocked. Although I’m not sure if it’s because of what I’m saying or the fact that I walked past everything they set up.

Either way, I let out another sigh and begin approaching them again.

They finally regain their composure and start sending spells my way, but I ignore them as always and begin sending my own fire and death spells back as I begin to run instead of walk.

In all honesty, the only one I particularly care about dealing with is their leader. The others can run if they…

Five of them throw a rather large spell at me made of fire and water, making a massive amount of steam that covers my vision. And by the time the steam clears, those five are all gone, having run away, leaving the other three behind.

…want.

Okay, didn’t actually expect them to run, but whatever.

Time to deal with the idiot.
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“You cowards!” The leader shouts in a rage, but he doesn’t have any time to deal with them as I continue walking up to him while casually sending out death and fire magic spells at him. And as one spell circle after another appear around me, and bolts of black death energy and red flames shoot out at them, they all create one large barrier to stop my attacks.

I narrow my eyes before raising both hands in front of me and creating a large spell circle, out of which a large spear of black flames emerges. Then I raise my hand, bringing it above my head as the three magicians’ eyes follow, only to toss the thing straight at them. And the spear, while it does have some trouble at first, manages to shatter their barrier.

Right when it looks like my spell is about to vanish completely, its momentum having been spent by the shield, I snap my fingers, activating the cue for the spell within the multispell holding the black flames into one shape to cancel. Sending all of the black flames within it raining down to burn everything around us. Including myself, but I ignore it as the other three magicians scream in pain.

I step through the black fire rain before stopping in front of the idiot in question, ignoring the other two magicians next to him.

Then I realize I don’t even remember his name. Just the picture that my soldiers took of him.

Huh. That’s awkward.

Anyways, I reach down to grab him by the neck, only for him to activate a spell that sends a large icicle straight at my face, crushing my face and making me black out for a single moment. Then I regain consciousness before dropping to my knees, following which I continue reaching down and grab his neck.

“Could you not? It’s annoying,” I tell him with a frown on my face while walking over to the edge of the roof, dangling him over it while looking at the soldiers down there as the man grasps at my hand gripping his throat. And, without paying any mind to his attempts to punch me to get me to weaken my grasp – which is probably a bad idea considering how I’m holding him over the edge of the wall – I raise my voice while amplifying it with a spell to talk to all of the soldiers, “Everyone, I have gotten what I came here for. So I’ll be leaving now.” My eyes narrow. “Do not try to stop me for I won’t hold back anymore if you do.”

Any noise coming from the army down there comes to a grinding halt, leaving everything silent. Except the choking man in my grasp that is still hitting my arms and even attempting to attack me with spells. Spells that I ignore, only feeling mildly annoyed by the further damage they’re doing to my armor.

“Fine, if you want to fall that badly…” I mutter, making his eyes widen before he finally looks down and realizes where I’m holding him.

But it’s too late as I let go, making him scream as he falls down. And I just stand in place, watching to make sure that he dies.

The screaming continues for a little bit until a loud crash sounds despite his desperate attempts to save himself with his spells. But the man clearly didn’t work on any spells to save himself from a fall like that. So I turn my gaze away from the corpse down there as I glance at the other two magicians who stood with him. And what I find are both of them convulsing on the ground in pain from the necrosis dealt about by my black flames.

Hmm. Yeah, they aren’t my targets. And they aren’t dead yet.

No reason to finish them off.

I turn back around to the wall, climb over it, and jump straight down to the ground, ignoring the pain of my legs shattering and repairing after doing so. Because it’s still a lot less work than climbing down myself.

Much faster too.

It does appear to have spooked the remaining soldiers down here though. But they don’t bother me even with that. They just watch me as I walk by them towards the cliff.

After making it all the way through the plains towards the cliff I started on, I cancel my spell and begin making my way through the forest back in the direction of the Undying Caverns. But after finding another army on the route to the Caverns – one seemingly heading in West towards another city, likely to attack it – I take a bit of a detour. Heading through the Dark Forest instead to go home.

At least I managed to get some live testing on my latest spell. And that really was some good testing.

Also, death mana really is a cruel way to die.

Out of nowhere, I feel a very… strange aura. One that for some reason makes me feel like going to check it out.

So I deviate from my path, heading towards the direction of the aura that I can for some reason sense. I’m not even sure how I’m sensing it. I just know it’s there.

Eventually I arrive at a cave opening within the Dark Forest. Something I didn’t realize was possible.

Since when were there caves in this forest?

Without even waiting at the entrance or considering the danger, I feel my feet walking on their own into the cave. But when I enter it, everything becomes pitch black, and I can’t see a thing.

Despite that, I can sense the cave filling up with black flames everywhere. Black flames that I should be the only one able to make.

What’s going on? And why can’t I stop myself from walking forward? I don’t even know where I’m going…

I continue walking for who knows how long until the black flames suddenly spike in size and intensity, following which some very small amounts of light shine into the area.

And I find myself face to face with another cage. This one being a bird cage.

But instead of a normal bird in it, there’s some sort of strange bird that seems to naturally emit black flames.

What the hell did I just stumble onto?
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“The first being to see me in a millennia is a special one,” a female voice echoes out within the cave, making me quickly look around in an attempt to locate its source. But it continues without me being able to pinpoint anything about it, “I can tell that even from within this infuriating cage.”

I blink in surprise while turning to face the cage and the black flame bird inside of it.

“Wait, the voice belongs to… the bird?” I can’t help but mutter out loud. And the black flames in the seemingly pitch black cave with nothing but the single cage suddenly burst outwards.

“You will not call me a simple bird again, is that understood?” the bir- err, creature says. “My name is Incendia, and I am the last phoenix.”

Oh.

My jaw drops open after a few seconds of processing what it said.

“Wait a fucking second, did you say phoenix?!” I can’t help but shout. “As in, the extinct fire birds?!”

“Who are you calling extinct?!” the fire bird in question shouts, the black flames seemingly flaring with her – I’m guessing it’s a female considering its voice – anger and burning my legs. But I ignore the flames, even as they begin to lower again, no longer hurting me. “My apologies, child. I lost my… temper…?”

The self-proclaimed phoenix trails off after noticing that my legs are perfectly fine after having regenerated.

“Very special indeed…” she mutters before raising her gaze to meet my eyes. And the red flames that occasionally flicker out of her pitch black eyes almost seem to come out faster as she asks, “Just who are you, child?”

I stare at the self-proclaimed phoenix for several seconds. Then I come to a decision and begin walking away.

I’ve learned my lesson about opening cages for sealed powerful beings. I’m not doing it again.

“Child, at least tell me your name before you start walking in circles,” she repeats.

Since it doesn’t hurt, I go ahead and answer as I’m walking through the pitch black abyss that is what should be a cave, but I’m getting the feeling might not be, “Nathan. Nathan Fox.”

Not sure what she means by ‘before you start walking in circles’ though. And I’m not sure I like the sound of it.

I continue walking for a few seconds before she continues, “So how did you end up here?”

Once again, since it doesn’t hurt and I have nothing else to do as I walk, I answer, for some reason feeling a little comfortable talking to her. Almost like I see myself in her somehow.

“Well, it all started when I went out to do some mountain climbing to clear my head…”



An unknown amount of time later

“You poor child…” the phoenix says as I continue to walk through the endless abyss of darkness that I’ve been walking through for who knows how long without end. Far longer than it took to enter this abyss in the first place. “…you really are just like me.”

That has me pausing before turning back, only to blink as I realize that I’m still only a dozen or so meters away from the cage.

Huh? Wait, what? Why am… huh?

“Oh, right, I almost forgot to tell you,” the creature – who at this point is probably a phoenix since I don’t know of any other talking birds in existence, much less birds that are several meters tall – says, “when one with death and fire affinity enters this place, there is no leaving.”

I stare at the bird for several seconds before muttering, “Now she tells me…”

Actually, now that I think about it… “How come you believed me right away about the whole ‘immortal’ thing?”

She blinks in surprise and answers, “Well, you didn’t die by my death flames. Which means you have death flames of your own. Which means you’re immortal.”

We stare at each other for several seconds in silence.

“What’s with that jump in logic?” I can’t help but ask.

The phoenix answers as if beginning a lecture, “To know this, you must understand how death flames work. They’re a manifestation of the fire and death element, and will burn the life force of the user along with the one they use the flames on. So to be able to wield them without dying, you need to have a type of infinite life force. Which in your case is that your life force infinitely resets no matter how much you burn away.”

Huh. That… actually helps me a lot with my research.

“Thank you for that,” I tell her. But then I add, “Although, how did you know about my life force being reset?”

I didn’t even know that.

Then again, most people can’t see the life force of others. Generally only Class S magicians with a perfect understanding of soul or death magic can. And it’s not like there are any of those left in the world.

That thought gives me pause as I remember the myths about phoenixes. Birds of flame that are the only truly immortal being in existence. Hence why they managed to last far longer than the other mythical creatures of the past, all of whom are now extinct.

Everyone thought the phoenixes were as well, despite the irony of it. Since no one had seen one in all this time.

People just assumed they found some way to die out or that they left our world somehow.

“Because all mythical creatures can see the souls of other beings, regardless of our control over mana,” Incendia answers, her voice calm and with a hint of motherly affection in it. “It was something I could do even before I had an affinity for the death element forced onto me.”

I blink at that as realization sets in.

“You…” I begin, only to shake my head and continue, “…you’re just like me, aren’t you?”

The phoenix nods her head and says, “That I am. Now that you’ve explained your life story, I’ll explain my own.” She pauses for a second. “If you don’t mind, of course.”

I definitely prefer her over that bag of bones.

“Go ahead,” I tell her.

So she begins her own life story.
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So, as it turns out, the black flame phoenix was also turned into an experiment by a death magician a long time ago. And by long time ago, I mean eons ago. Long before the Republic or this Kingdom were even established. Long before the bag of bones was even alive.

Back in a time when mythical creatures were more common, she was exiled from the phoenix clan after they gained a new leader. One with a deep seated grudge against her.

She then ended up captured by over a dozen Class S magicians working together as soon as word reached them that a mythical creature was exiled from her clan.

Then they conducted experiments on her for years, trying one thing after another in an attempt to determine the source of a phoenix’s immortality. And when nothing worked, they decided to try and see if they could steal or even destroy said immortality.

Which resulted in her being infected with death mana, making her some sort of hybrid phoenix with death and fire mana instead of just death mana.

A lot of the exact details of what happened to her went over my head though as I’m pretty sure they are too advanced for modern day magicians to even come close to understanding. Something that implies a sharp decline in magic’s advancement since the mythical period.

Silence fills the… whatever we’re in after she finishes telling her story.

Both of us have experienced the same hardships, and we’re both immortal.

I never actually expected to find another immortal, much less a mythical creature. So I’m not entirely sure how I feel.

Although…

“I wonder, do you know if the death magician watching over this forest knows you’re here?” I can’t help but ask after the silence stretches on for a while.

Incendia looks vaguely surprised as she asks, “A death magician watches over these lands? What is his name?”

“Adalwolf Giese,” I answer while crossing my arms and glancing at the darkness around us.

“Sounds like he is a descendant of the death magician who locked me away in this cage after realizing he couldn’t kill me or take my immortality…” she mutters while looking down at the ground. But then she raises her head and looks me in the eye as she says, “It’s unlikely that he knows I’m here. At best he might have heard tales of my existence passed down his family or something along those lines, but no one should be able to sense this location.”

I point at myself as I comment, “I did.”

It’s hard to tell, but I think she smiles at that. But once again, hard to tell with a phoenix who doesn’t have lips.

“That’s because our mana is resonating with each other,” she answers, confusing me slightly. “Which brings me to the only way for the two of us to get out of here.”

I frown at that, focusing on her words.

“This place was made as a trap for anyone who is willing to save me, mostly other mythical creatures,” she continues, not really surprising me all that much with her words. “It is made of two separate barriers. An interior barrier that is the cage around me that doesn’t let any sort of mythical creature pass through, nor anything without the death element. And an exterior barrier that is blocking you from leaving and only allows the creator and the source of the barrier to pass through.”

Source of the barrier…

“Then you’re the source of the exterior barrier?” I ask, quickly arriving at the simple conclusion.

She nods her head, “Correct. So there is only one way for the both of us to leave this place. And if you were anyone else, then I would never even consider this as an option.”

My frown grows deeper at that.

“Explain,” I state, wondering what this method is.

“Have you ever heard of a contract between a mythical creature and a human?” she asks, but I just shake my head. “Well they used to be a commonly sought after thing for rulers to have back in the mythical era. A mythical creature and a human forming a contract with each other, binding each other’s lives together along with their mana. Making it so that the mythical creature can use the human’s mana and vice versa.”

Oh.

Interesting.

“But as you can guess, most mythical creatures would never form a contract with a human,” she says. “Mythical creatures are born with far superior lifespans than humans, and humans tend to be far greedier than we are as well. So not only would a contract only weaken us and shorten our lifespans, but it would bind us to a greedy being in the process.”

Humans do tend to be terrible creatures.

“Far more than that, however, is that the mythical creature and human must share a special bond with each other,” she finishes. “And we have that bond already in our shared experience.”

Ah. That’s where she was going with this. Not all that surprising considering her bringing it up in the first place.

“But how would that help us with getting out of here?” I ask while glancing at the exterior and then interior barriers.

“With the help of the contract, I’ll be able to escape the interior barrier using your mana,” she explains. “And then vice versa with the exterior barrier, having you use my mana to escape.”

I purse my lips before scratching my chin a little and glancing between the two barriers. And after several seconds of consideration, I turn back to the phoenix, looking her directly in the eyes and finding not a hint of insincerity in them. Something I’ve grown used to seeing in others, making me rather good at detecting it in people.

Doesn’t hurt that almost everyone I see has at least some of it in our messed up world.

Eventually I uncross my arms and ask, “Alright, how do we form this contract?”
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The moment the words leave my mouth, I feel a very strange sensation. Almost like my mana arcs are trying to stretch out of my body only to rebound right back into me over and over again, making me drop to the ground with a grunt. But then I feel something even stranger. Some other, foreign mana arcs seem to stretch into my own body from outside before connecting to my own. Then the arcs vanish, and everything returns to normal.

Just seconds later, I feel something touching my shoulder, making me look up through squinted eyes to find a much larger flaming bird than before standing in front of me. A bird that is relatively thin like a hawk but standing at nearly four meters in height.

“I’m sorry for that unpleasantness,” Incendia says, and I can truly feel the regret both from her voice and through… something. Some sort of connection between us. “I didn’t know your condition would affect the bond like that.”

I shake my head and begin to stand up straight while saying, “It’s fine. Don’t worry about it.” After I reach my feet, I look up at Incendia’s face and ask, “Did it affect the contract?”

It’s clear that the contract is in place, considering that she’s out of her cage and I think I can feel some of her emotions coming through to me somehow. But if it affected the contract…

“Don’t worry, the only effect of it was the pain and discomfort you felt,” she says with a sad look in her eye.

That’s good.

“Well, do you want to head back to my place?” I ask her while tilting my head at the phoenix. But then I frown. “Although that might prove difficult with your appearance.” I reach up and begin rubbing my chin in thought. “Maybe I could sneak you in?” Then I just purse my lips and shake my head, “No, everyone’s already trying to get me anyways, adding another oddity to me wouldn’t hurt me. But it might hurt you…”

My thoughts come to a halt when the Incendia suddenly begins shrinking down to only a little over half a meter in height.

Oh.

“Yeah, that’ll work,” I mutter as she jumps up into the air before landing on my shoulder, surprisingly light in weight.

Incendia chuckles at that. Then I turn around and begin walking out of the cave. And this time, unlike the last time, I end up passing through the darkness in moments before arriving at the entrance again.

After getting out of the cave, I stretch a little before glancing at Incendia, who is still letting off black flames everywhere.

“Are you able to tone that down a little bit?” I ask her, feeling hopeful that she may be able to. And without a word, she quickly tones it down to just some small black flames let off by her tail-feathers and her hair and eyes. “Thank you.”

“Feel for the bond you most likely sensed between us,” Incendia suddenly says, making me frown for a second before just going along with it and feeling for the bond. “Now think something while directing your thoughts at me. As if you want me to hear.”

I blink at that before shrugging and doing just what she said once more.

‘Hello?’

‘Hello,’ I get a response, surprising me.

That’ll come in handy.

‘You said that your power was significantly decreased, right?’ I ask as I begin to walk through the Dark Forest just like I was before arriving here in the first place. Heading back towards the Undying Caverns. ‘That your power was sapped by the death mana during the merge? How strong are you now?’

‘I’m… not sure,’ she answers, making me glance at her for a second without pausing in my walk. ‘I haven’t been able to use my magic much at all since it happened, but if I had to guess, I’m probably around as strong as a Class D magician.’

Hmm. Not as strong as I was expecting.

‘Your flames feel a lot stronger than that to me, but we’ll get you stronger in no time,’ I tell her while reaching up and patting the side of her head.

‘Thank you, Nathan,’ she says, sounding genuinely happy.

It’s honestly nice to have someone to trust again.

Trust is something I’ve lacked in anyone for a while, except Aidan and the others. But they aren’t anywhere near here, and if I tried to go find them, I’d just be ruining my life due to the doctor. Probably ruining their lives too.

They also probably think I’m dead.

I frown at the thought only to shake my head as I continue walking through the Dark Forest towards the Undying Caverns.

That’ll be annoying to clear up.

At least my parents know I’m not dead. Although they’re in danger, so I don’t know if I should be happy about that or not.

‘Nathan, I’ll help you get your revenge,’ Incendia suddenly says. ‘We’re now contracted for life. Remember that.’

That has me pausing for a second as I glance at her, only to smile and continue walking.

‘You’re right,’ I send, my smile growing slightly.

I’m really not alone anymore.

For some reason my steps feel a little lighter while I walk, all the way back to the Undying Caverns. Meanwhile the guards who I find at the border house around the cavern entrance look more than a little shocked at the sight of me. Or rather, at the sight of me smiling with a flaming bird on my shoulder.

None of them say anything about it though, instead giving me a respectful salute as I walk past them into the caverns.

‘So this is your ‘Undying Caverns’?’ Incendia mutters through our bond while curiously looking around, still surprising everyone we pass by.

I nod my head without a word at that as I continue walking.

She doesn’t say anything for a few seconds before saying, ‘It’s not bad considering everything else we passed by on the way here.’

Hmm, yeah, guess that is an understandable reaction.

This kingdom is in shambles after all, especially considering what the nation was most likely like before she was sealed away.

I continue walking through the caverns until I arrive at my lab, after which Incendia hops off onto the bench.

‘Alright, I think now would be a good time to test out your power,’ I tell her.

And I almost immediately feel a wave of excitement coming from the bond that’s pretty damned infectious.

Intermission 3
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Baron Henry Cavendish taps his finger against his chair’s armrest as he takes in the information the scout had collected for him. Information that surprises him quite a bit.

News that the Undying Magician had a monster as a pet. One with the same black flames he was reported using against some of the other inner ring forces.

The first thing the Barons all thought was that the Undying Magician had made a monster himself using his strange magic. Magic of an affinity no one has been able to parse yet. Even when the barons sent sacrificial pawns to the inner ring to find out.

But all those pawns managed to bring back was a large number of casualties and several broken magical items. Other than the news that he could, in fact, damage magical items like that in the first place using the black flames.

Some of the barons, particularly the necromancer, theorized the possibility of him using more than one element and merging them, but all of the magicians on the continent knows that’s impossible. That the more likely assumption is that the Undying Magician has some sort of never-before-seen Special Class affinity.

Just that the special affinity is similar to fire and death mana in its components and output.

An affinity capable of erasing both the living and nonliving material on a person. Both their armor and their body.

But now Henry can’t help but feel their theories may’ve all been wrong. Because if he is capable of creating a monster using the affinity as well, then it must be even more special than they all first thought.

The baron continues tapping his finger on his chair’s armrest for a long time, wondering how this’ll affect their plans for the Undying Magician. Because at this point, they keep having to update their plans as new details are found out about the immortal that ruin any plans they’d already come up with.

And now that he has a companion by his side…

They could always try targeting the companion monster, but that would require the Undying Magician to have a certain level of compassion for the creature. And most magicians don’t have that compassion for a monster they’ve created.

Another thing he can see them trying is to capture the monster while it’s away from the Undying Magician’s side and enslave its soul. Since they can’t do that to the Undying Magician himself.

But they’re not sure about whether or not the monster has the same qualities that make the Undying Magician immune to mental and soul based magic.

They’re not even sure what it is about the man that makes him immune. If it’s his vampire-like nature, his immortality, or his affinity itself. Since all magicians know that some affinities can change a person’s body on a fundamental level.

Just looking at their own King for example.

The more he thinks about this development, the more irritated the baron gets. All the way to the point that he begins clenching his fist without even noticing it.

Eventually he calls the others, making a hologram of each of the other barons appear in his office. However, only one of the holograms actually has anyone in it, bringing his mood even further down.

So he closes the other two holograms and focuses on the hologram belonging to the necromancer as he asks, “Did you get word, Baroness Nightshade?”

Baroness Elara Nightshade nods her head with her brows furrowed as she says, “About the bird? Yeah. I doubt it’ll be a problem.”

That surprises Henry, but it also makes him more than a little suspicious. So he quickly asks, “Why not?”

“Because,” she answers with a slight smirk, “all monsters are incredibly weak to soul magic. No matter the type of soul magic.”

Henry blinks at that before frowning.

I didn’t know that. Better make a note of that for when our truce comes to an end.

Of course, Henry knows very well she could be giving him false intel right now. But he also doubts it.

That’s just not how this crude woman does things, and he knows it.

For as long as Henry has known her, she has always been straight forward in her methods. Never using manipulation to get what she wants, instead using brute force. Oftentimes involving an army of undead.

“Don’t you worry about that little birdy of his, Cavendish,” she continues while leaning forwards slightly with a grin on her face. “It’ll be eating outta the palm of my hand within a week.” She leans back again. “You just finish making a plan that’ll actually work to capture the immortal brat.”

Henry unclenches his fist and resumes tapping his finger on his office chair before eventually sighing and stating, “Very well, but your plan better succeed.”

“Of course it will,” she says, still smirking even as the hologram disappears. Leaving Henry once again alone to his thoughts.

If she can deal with the monster and even bring it under her control, we can use it against the Undying Magician, even if just to trap him. But the plan will only work once. And more importantly…

He glances at where the hologram was just at.

…I would have to trust her to do her job right. And that’s not something I’m willing to bet all of our plans on.

In the end, he decides to leave any plans of making use of the monster till they actually have it under their control.

Because he is sick and tired of changing their plans every time something comes up.

“At this rate, we won’t even have made so much as an attempt at capturing him for years…” Henry mutters, feeling exhaustion beginning to build up again from this situation.

But it’ll all be worth it to him once he gets his hand on the immortal.

Immortality will always be worth it.
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Over the course of an entire week, Incendia and I test her power, spending most of our time in the lab. To the point that my subordinates occasionally drop by just to check on me. And from what we learn during this time, Incendia is weaker than she was before being sealed a way. A lot weaker.

But we already expected that.

What we didn’t expect was that she still has incredible control over her death flames.

We didn’t expect that since she didn’t really have them before being sealed away. She just had regular flames.

She can do some pretty great things with them.

More importantly though, she doesn’t need a spell circle to use them.

Apparently a benefit of being a mythical creature.

Which also means that I have myself a teacher for understanding my fire mana more. And eventually, for learning to manipulate my mana completely without a circle. Something that is required to become a Class S magician in the future.

The main issue Incendia has right now is her mana capacity. Since she doesn’t have all that much mana at her disposal right now and will have to build it back up again.

I was rather surprised to hear during our testing, but apparently even mythical creatures like her have talent. Just like us humans.

Hers wasn’t the highest though. Her talent was four out of five. Which is still high, but not the peak.

Higher than mine actually. What with me having a three out of five for my talent.

Not that it’s ever stopped me from growing my magic.

Ignoring that I kind of cheated with that device the skeleton gave me.

Right now Incendia can mostly use a lot of attacks with death flames. And she has complete control over the flames to an extent, so a lot more combat capability than me in that regard. Other than her lacking mana capacity that she can just train up again.

During our time experimenting, we also do some experiments in regard to our bond. Speaking to each other through it, seeing how far away we can speak through it, sharing mana through it, sharing pure intentions without actual words through it, and even using one of the other’s senses through it at a time.

A lot more than I expected.

I would’ve experimented more though, if it weren’t for the distraction we’re heading to check out right now.

That thought has me frowning as I walk through the last stretches of the entrance tunnel into the Undying Caverns. And once I step through the barrier of flames blocking the entrance and out of the entry building, I find myself face to face with a bald man who does not look very happy right now. With a bunch of soldiers behind him along with my own forces between us.

The man isn’t someone I recognize, but I was at least told by Claire that he’s the leader of a nearby-ish city. One who has been – until now – avoiding us entirely. Only for him to suddenly arrive demanding to see me with a large force of soldiers with him.

Overall, a major pain.

After a second of the bald man looking me over, he says, “Not as impressive as I was expecting.”

I can’t help but raise a brow at that.

Does this man have a death wish? I’m pretty sure he’s only a Class C magician like me… so why is he acting like he owns the place? Especially when he should know how unkillable I am…

“Tell me what you want and then leave,” I tell him, deciding not to even bother being polite if he can’t do the same to me.

My words seem to piss him off, following which he shouts, “Fire!” And all of the soldiers behind him begin to open fire on me, not even bothering with my soldiers. And I can’t help but wonder if this guy is an absolute idiot or what.

I let out a sigh, only to briefly notice that they’re firing on Incendia as well, who is perched on my shoulder. In fact, half of them seem to be focused on her.

Not that she cares. She just ignores the rapidly healing wounds just like I do.

Then something unexpected happens. Some sort of strange purple net is thrown from one of the magicians on their side before landing on both me and Incendia. And immediately passing through us to land on the ground.

I glance down at it as the gunfire comes to a halt, only to look up again at the bald guy to find him looking shocked.

“W-w-why didn’t that work!?” he shouts while pointing at my feet. “The Baro-”

His words are cut off when his head is blown up from a sniper shot coming from somewhere in the trees. And immediately after that, the other soldiers under him run for their lives, only to be mowed down by my own soldiers.

All while I’m wondering what the fucking hell is going on.

I watch as my soldiers run forwards at Benjamin’s command, capturing the wounded but not dead soldiers and making sure the dead ones are dead. With Benjamin himself checking on the leader of the settlement who was shot in the head to see if he has any sort of explosives on him or anything.

Meanwhile I narrow my eyes to look into the trees around us for the sniper, but they’re either too far away to spot, or they’re already gone.

There are a couple of conclusions I can come to from what just happened.

One possibility is that the Barons went ahead and are making a move. They’re turning other factions in the inner ring against me and tricking them into attacking me somehow so that they can test me for any sorts of weaknesses. Not that they’ll find any.

They could also be testing Incendia to see what she can do.

‘These people… did they come here to die or something?’ she asks through our bond, sounding completely serious.

And after thinking about it for a few seconds, I slowly nod my head and respond through our bond, ‘Yeah. They did.’

Then I turn around and reenter the Undying Caverns.

Well, back to my experiments again.
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Over the course of nearly two months, one group after another attacks the Undying Caverns directly. Each one being a lesser but still tyrannical power within the inner ring, and each one walks right up to us and asks for me to come out. Then they attack.

As if they have no idea what happened to the last group who attacked. Or the one before them. Or before them.

Each one attacks with a different type of magic or method of attack. Some use their own magic. Others use a bunch of different types of magic combined. Some focus their attack on me, others on Incendia.

And I’m getting fucking sick of it.

It’s almost as if they’re testing me just to see what weaknesses I may have.

Actually, I’m certain that’s what they’re doing.

‘Those Barons really want you, don’t they?’ Incendia mutters as I step outside of the caverns once more with a glare cast towards the latest batch of idiots.

At this rate I’ll have wiped out all of the other forces in the inner ring by the end of the year.

But more importantly, they’re interrupting my experiments way too often.

Over the course of the past two months I’ve only managed to make two new spells.

“The Undying Magician, oh how I’ve waited to battle with-” the man at the front of the five or so dozen soldiers standing in the tree line – a tree line that I have to say is slowly getting further and further away from the caverns – all armed with rifles and other guns they shouldn’t be able to have.

But I interrupt the guy with a simple, “Shut up and do what you’re going to do.”

The man stops, acting surprised before nodding his head and stating, “Very well. Open fire.”

Immediately after he says that, all of the soldiers begin to open fire on us. But this time they seem to be shooting spells instead of bullets.

It doesn’t matter though. I don’t even have any soldiers stationed out of the caverns anymore since the idiots began attacking them instead of me at one point during their attacks. About halfway through the two months.

So I just activate the death flame barrier spell that I finished just a few days ago, covering my body with death flames as the spells all hit me. Which leads to a bunch of the spells being devoured by the flames.

I let out a sigh.

All of the weapons they’re using only have the power of a Class D magician. So they aren’t very powerful.

It’s like they’re just trying to blast me with as many attacks as possible.

And all that would do is waste my clothes.

Guess they’re testing out how many attacks I can take.

Almost as if on cue, thousands of soldiers, maybe even tens of thousands, all begin to leave the forest. And all of them are armed with the exact same mass-produced spell-guns.

I let out a sigh before stepping forwards into the clearing in front of the caverns. A clearing that didn’t used to exist before I came here.

‘Best step away from the building,’ Incendia agrees with my actions, making me nod my head as she continues to perch on my shoulder despite the attacks flooding me from the initial soldiers.

Even as the attacks from the newcomers barrage me, completely blocking my sight due to their sheer number, she still just stays on my shoulder.

It doesn’t take long before my barrier is shattered, following which all of the attacks begin tearing both me and Incendia apart. But neither of us make so much as a peep about it.

We just sit here and take it all without a word, waiting for them to run out of ammo.

Fortunately the storage device I have is strong enough to take these weak blows. So I’ll just bring out new clothes after they’re finished.

I can’t even see right now anyways, much less the enemies.

And soon enough my body begins to wear away until it’s nothing.

But even then I just continue to wait.

Time passes and eventually I black out entirely. Then I regain consciousness again almost immediately after.

Or at least, it feels like it’s immediately after losing it to me. But it’s more likely that a long period of time passed instead. Just that it only feels like it’s been a short period of time.

And when consciousness returns, I find that I’m just a floating head with the rest of my body slowly reforming again. Meanwhile the enemy soldiers are all staring in shock.

I indifferently reach down to grab my storage device after my body fully reforms before activating it to summon the portal. Then I reach in to grab my clothes and begin to put them on while the soldiers all appear exhausted from having wasted their mana.

Then, after fully dressing again, I begin to walk forwards while waving my hand, sending a wave of black flames straight at the soldiers. And at the same time, Incendia jumps off of my shoulder and begins throwing waves of black flame at them as well, having been spending most of her time retraining her mana arcs during the past two months.

All of the soldiers begin trying to flee, but since they’re so slow, more end up being devoured by the black flames than would’ve otherwise.

Neither me nor Incendia are Class B magicians though, so we’re rather lacking in overall power and can’t actually deal with most of the army.

Nor do I really care enough to bother, considering that most of them are just pawns sent here to test me anyways. So there’s not really much point in bothering.

I honestly wouldn’t be surprised if a lot of them end up becoming refugees in my own settlement in the future, ironically enough.

So I let the majority of them go while focusing my attacks on the magicians amongst them.

Eventually the army mostly disperses, with most of the forces escaping.

And right around that point, I end up running out of mana as well. And so does Incendia.

Our attacks stop and the other soldiers continue running.

I let out a sigh before glancing at Incendia when she lands on my shoulder, and turning around to head back inside the caverns again.

Leaving behind an even larger clearing than before behind me.

This is really becoming a pain.

I’ll need to deal with those barons sooner or later.

Intermission 4
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“So? You’ve been running one attack after another against them for months now, you must’ve figured out something by now,” Baron Cedric Whitmore asks while tapping his finger against the armrest of his throne. One of three thrones located within the hall.

But Baron Henry Cavendish merely grits his teeth and answers, “Nothing. There were no results to the test, other than he has no weaknesses that we’ve managed to find.” And a complicated look crosses his face. “Even that bird of his doesn’t seem to be able to die.”

“Right, I heard bout that,” Baroness Elara Nightshade says while tapping her chin. “Something about a force of magicians who went to attack the black and red flamed monster while it was away from the Undying Magician, only to find the creature regenerating from all of their attacks and plain ignoring them as it went about its business.”

Cedric looks increasingly more alarmed by everything told to him by the other two barons before he exclaims, “Are you bullshitting me? It’s been how many months now since the brat was discovered and we still haven’t learned anything about how to deal with him?”

Henry grits his teeth, not entirely sure how to respond to that. Meanwhile Elara just twirls her hair with one finger, not seeming interested in her honor at all.

“Damnit,” Cedric mutters, seemingly angry enough to almost slam his fist into his throne’s arm rest. But he holds back. “At this rate I might as well go deal with the child myself.”

Both Henry and Elara share a glance before Henry turns back to Cedric and says, “I wouldn’t suggest doing that unless you have a surefire method of capturing him.”

Cedric stares at the two, looking back and forth between them for a few minutes, his gaze shifting through an array of emotions until he finally breaks and says, “Damn you two and your ‘surefire methods.’” Then he stands up from his throne and begins to step down the dais, heading towards the entrance of the hall while waving his hand behind him and leaving only a few more words, “I’ll be taking the brat for myself from now on. You two can do what you want.”

And without another word, the doors shut behind the man.

Henry and Elara share another look before Henry eventually opens his mouth to speak, only for Elara to cut him off by saying, “I know, you’re going to need more time to make a new plan for capturing the Undying Magician now that we’ve lost our suppression magic user.”

The man’s mouth closes again.

“Thought so,” she says while leaning back in her throne with an irritated look on her face.

Silence fills the hall for a little while.

Then Henry finally speaks again with a slightly intrigued tone of voice, “Well, at least we can see how the Undying Magician handles a Class B magician.”

Elara glances at him for a moment before nodding her head and muttering, “Yeah, you have a point there.”

The silence returns once again.



Adalwolf’s Dark Treant
Year 2850 | Month 8 | Day 25

King Adalwolf Giese watches from atop the enormous, undead tree as events play out all across his kingdom. As the lowest of the low nobles begin to grow rowdier, one even finally beginning to go on the offense against his successor. As the successor in question continues making progress in the child’s understanding of fire and death magic, partially thanks to his tutorage along with the strange bird who Adalwolf believes might be a sort of phoenix. And as the war begins to pick up outside of the Kingdom of the Fallen thanks to Doctor Leodmir Archeron’s loss of his most powerful offensive attacking Class S magicians not too long ago.

Everything’s playing out rather swimmingly so far. I just hope things continue moving along at this pace.

The skeleton was rather surprised by the discovery of the assumed phoenix, but quickly decided that it would be a benefit to his kingdom if his successor was taught equally in his understanding of fire as well as death. Because a disbalance in anything is generally not a desired outcome.

Adalwolf watches as the baron – he believes the man’s name was Cedric or something – leaves the meeting hall located in the middle of the three baronies and begins to head towards his own capital city. All while discussing plans with some of his most trusted aides.

One issue Adalwolf will have to deal with personally is to protect the inhabitants of that Undying Caverns his successor has made. Because he feels like his successor has no real attachments to it and may simply leave it behind if things come down to it.

And he can’t have that. Not when a successor needs a kingdom of subjects to rule over after taking the reins.

Adalwolf casually taps the treant beneath him as he sits at the edge of one of its branches, making the branch begin to lower him towards one of the treant’s entrances. Then he enters the creature and home and begins to walk towards his lab.

His life has been a lot more entertaining ever since his lovely successor fell into his treant.

Never would he have imagined the magical anomalies that have wrapped their way up inside of the boy so strongly that they’ve become a part of him being possible, much less happen on accident while someone is out on a hike of all things. Nor would he have imagined that mutagen he had on hand turning out to be useful after all.

Especially when he was sealed away and unable to test it on anything.

Adalwolf continues walking through his lab until he finds what he’s looking for and begins to head out of the lab towards a different wing of the treant, where the beginnings of a residency area can be seen in development.

And now he can’t help but wonder just what that boy will do next.


Chapter 27

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

The Assault



Nathan
Year 2850 | Month 9 | Day 4

More time passes with the attacks continuing one after another, every single day.

Until, all of a sudden, the attacks stop.

And I couldn’t be happier.

I just keep working on my experiments without interruption now, trying to start the initial foundation of my next spell. One that’s meant to devour just the air and nothing more.

A rather interesting spell I saw one of the nuisances over the past months trying when they made the air disappear in their little attempt to suffocate me. Which, as expected, didn’t do shit to me. Other than make me a little uncomfortable that is.

What it did do was inspire a better spell than the previous one I came up with to devour oxygen.

Mostly because I figured out a script meant just to devour a certain substance, using it as fuel for the death flames. And to funnel that substance into the flames instead of just letting them naturally eat away at it.

A much better spell this time around.

Even Incendia started going through her own experiments, trying to use her flames in different ways and reexpand what she’s able to do with them.

And eventually, the time finally comes when we’re interrupted again.

But this time around, it’s not due to some idiot trying to test me.

“An… army?” I mutter with a frown directed at Claire, who is standing at the entrance of my lab with an oxygen mask on her face to make it breathable in here. Considering the fact that I’m currently experimenting with the spell to devour oxygen and all, making the lab more than a little lacking in that.

She nods her head before speaking, the microphone in the oxygen mask playing her voice outside of it, “Yes, sir. It would appear as if an army is marching into the inner ring as we speak. Heading straight towards us.”

My frown grows deeper, and I look down for a moment. Then I glance at Incendia and tell her through our bond, ‘I’ll be heading out for a minute. Then we’ll be leaving to deal with this problem.’

I get a hum of acknowledgement from her, the death phoenix not even pausing in her current experiment. Which is why it’s growing hard to talk in here.

Since I kind of still need oxygen to speak, even if I don’t really need it to live.

So I step out of my lab, shutting the thick vault door behind me before turning towards Claire.

“Should we mobilize our military to intercept?” she asks with a serious look on her face. “From what we’ve been able to gather, this army belongs to and is being led by a baron. Baron Cedric Whitmore to be exact.”

So one of them is finally going to attack me? I wonder if they actually figured anything out from all of those annoying tests.

Other than the fact that I don’t have any weaknesses.

In fact, even I myself have learned some new things about me from their test attacks.

Like the fact that I’m apparently immune to mental magic. Which, according to the skeleton, is a side effect of me being a vampire.

And I guess I am a little thankful for that. Because they definitely would’ve tried to mind control me or something if I wasn’t immune to mental magic.

“No, I’ll go alone,” I tell Claire with a shake of my head. “No reason to sacrifice lives of the denizens here when I can handle this nuisance on my own.”

She frowns and says, “All due respect, sir, the baron is a Class B suppression magician. Don’t you think it’s a little risky to take him on alone?”

That gives me pause for a moment. But after several seconds of thought, I shake my head and tell her, “No, not when I have Incendia with me.”

I turn around and reopen the door to my lab again to let out Incendia, who just finished her experiment and is currently flying straight to the door. And after she passes through, I close it again and begin walking through my home with a quickly moving Claire behind me trying to catch up.

“Please, at least let us follow you with some of the magicians with the Caverns,” she says, still trying to convince me even after I made my decision.

Not sure why though, considering how every other attack has ended up.

But I guess it’s fine.

“Do as you please,” I tell her with a wave of my hand, deciding that I don’t really care much at this point.

If they want to protect an immortal, they can do it.

It’s their time they’re wasting after all.

She looks rather pleased about that before she instantly begins getting to work gathering the magicians of the base. Which have grown in numbers over the time the Caverns have been here till the point it’s at now, with a few dozen magicians amongst our number. And in the end, she decides to leave about five behind to help protect the Caverns while we’re gone.

Then we head on out, traveling through the inner ring until we arrive on an open plains where we find the large army of about twenty thousand soldiers. Amongst them I spot a few hundred wearing officer outfits, likely all magicians.

I go ahead and tell the others here to wait in the forest before I proceed to walk out onto the plains with Incendia on my shoulder as my eyes scan over the enemy forces.

It’s certainly a much bigger army than the inner ring forces could put together.

But it’s not really going to amount to much despite that.

I continue looking over their forces as I walk towards the midway point of the plains, and I can see a lot of different magicians setting up support and enhancement spells over the other soldiers. Meanwhile a single person stands at the front of every one of the other soldiers.

This person looks a little older. Maybe in their mid-forties to early fifties. And he seems to be the impatient type of person.

Because the moment I stop walking, he gives his soldiers the word to attack, not even bothering with talking to me.

Well, time to see how strong a baron really is.
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Almost immediately I feel a strange pressing sensation all across my body. Like everything suddenly became harder to move. Like my mana grew sluggish and my muscles heavier.

‘Suppression magic,’ Incendia says without any hesitation, making me nod my head as I find the baron standing with his hands in his pockets and a very large magic circle behind him. One filled with scripts going through it faster than I can read them.

But his spell is obviously only affecting me as all of the twenty thousand or so soldiers are rushing at us without slowing down in the slightest.

I spread both of my arms out and begin forming a large spell circle of my own behind me, along with two more to my sides. And after filling in the spell circles to my sides, making black flames begin dancing across my skin and clothes just barely not touching my clothes or skin in the process, I begin filling in the large one.

No time like the present for some experimentation on my new spell. With some added measures just to make sure.

And in an instant, a large wall of black flames shoots up around me, drawing in all of the air in the surroundings before flaring outwards, ignoring the people and flora to devour more air. Then I raise my arm, giving Incendia a push off of me to fly up into the air before she sends out a large amount of black flames that forms a large dome around me and a portion of the enemy soldiers.

The enemy soldiers look frightened and worried at first about what’s going on, but when they realize our attacks aren’t hurting them, they push forwards until they’re almost on me, firing their rifles and other guns along the way.

Only a few of them seem to notice how difficult it is starting to be to breathe.

Soon enough the enemies reach me, all panting in exhaustion already because of the rising heat in this little dome. But I completely ignore them as they cut into me with their swords and even more guns. Killing quite a few of their own in the process thanks to my death flame barrier spells.

The only thing I find particularly annoying right now is that the suppression of that baron’s spell seems to be growing stronger, making it harder to keep up my own spell.

It doesn’t seem to be affecting my healing in the slightest though, so there’s that.

Guess even suppression magic doesn’t affect my condition.

Not that I expected it to.

Anyways, I continue ignoring the enemy soldiers attacks – there being around one and a half thousand of them in the dome – until they finally run out of air in the dome and begin collapsing. With many of them reaching for their remotes to contact the soldiers on the outside of the dome.

Which obviously doesn’t work when they are out of air and can’t talk.

Eventually the dome is left in silence, and I cancel my spells. And Incendia does the same before flying down as the dome collapses to land on my shoulder again.

Once the dome is fully gone, the two of us along with the thousand five hundred corpses are all revealed to the rest of the army and the baron. But they’re also revealed to me, along with the feeble attempts they were making to break down the dome that awkwardly ended when it just vanished on them.

‘How much mana did that cost?’ I ask Incendia as I take in the shocked and fearful looks sent our way by the soldiers. Not to mention the surprised look on the baron’s face.

‘I can do that a dozen more times,’ she answers, surprising me with how much her mana has grown again.

‘In that case, let’s see what happens next,’ I tell her while focusing on the baron. ‘It all depends on what the baron does.’

I feel her sending a wave of agreement through our bond before she too focuses on the man.

The baron seems to go through a wave of emotions including his initial surprise, some anger, then mere irritation. And finally he settles on something that looks like smugness.

Probably thinks I’m running low on mana or something.

Then I feel the suppression growing twofold. To the point that my knees wobble and I almost drop down to a kneeling position. Meanwhile it feels a lot harder to direct my mana.

Well if there’s one thing I’m learning from this battle, it’s that suppression magic is annoying as hell.

The baron quickly waves his hand again, sending the army forwards with more forces than the last time, making me realize the first attack was just a test. But just like the last push, I raise my arm to give Incendia a push into the air while activating my spells. This time focusing on just making a barrier around my head to block them from cutting through my brain. Seeing as that would stop my spell. What with no one to direct it.

My only real weakness in combat.

Which isn’t even much of a weakness since it just means I can’t attack back or use spells during the time my head’s regenerating.

And after setting up the barrier, I quickly use my spell again to devour the oxygen in the area. Oxygen that hadn’t even fully replenished in the first place.

Meanwhile I see the baron’s forces all shooting at Incendia as she flies into the sky, looking a little sluggish herself. Probably under the same suppression magic effects as I am.

But she still reaches her position and activates another dome right as the enemies all reach me, leaving nearly five thousand in the dome this time.

And just like the last time, we end up suffocating the force of enemies.

Unlike the last time though, I find that it costs a lot more mana to do so now.

Then, when we finish, I finally collapse to my knees, the baron’s suppression growing too powerful.

Even Incendia has to fall down to land on the ground, not even making it to my shoulder.

But I still raise my head to glare at the baron, who also looks rather pissed.

Probably because I’ve massacred almost half his army by now.

What will you do now, I wonder?
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By now the suppression is too strong for me to use that spell again. I can use much simpler spells, but not that one. It’s too high tier and takes up too much mana.

And my mana currently feels incredibly sluggish. Too sluggish for the script to accept it as input for that particular spell. Since it needs a certain amount at a certain speed.

To my surprise, the baron grabs a megaphone and begins speaking into it, his voice echoing across the plains, “Boy, just stay down and I’ll take you in nice and easy. Keep causing a fuss like this and I’ll have to get nastier.” His eyes narrow as they turn to look at my subordinates who seem to be readying spells in the trees. “Or I might just wipe out your little caverns after I’m done with you if you’d prefer.”

Before I can even consider answering, a bunch of spells begin flying straight at the remaining soldiers. Most of whom aren’t magicians but many of whom are. And in their initial surprise, even the magicians amongst them don’t manage to raise a barrier fast enough, ending with them getting pummeled by the spells. Causing massive casualties amongst their number.

Apparently the baron wasn’t expecting that either as he grits his teeth and shouts, “Take the Undying Magician and kill the rest. Now.”

The soldiers quickly recoup with their magicians finally setting up the barriers to block attacks, but by now they’ve already lost another several thousand with the initial volley. Leaving them with only about six or seven thousand more soldiers remaining.

I manage to barely stay standing, albeit on one knee, as I prepare several simple spells around me. Each of which either shoot out death fireballs or make full-on death fire flamethrowers that begin clashing against the enemy barriers and killing the outliers amongst their forces.

Now the baron is starting to look a little warry despite his previous blustering. An expression that only grows as more and more of his forces are eliminated.

None of his forces are able to focus on me since they’re being attacked by my thirty something magicians and they could easily die if they let up their defense and attack on them. But they can’t focus solely on them either since I’m still here attacking.

Which is leaving them in a rather bad position since they can’t take me out at all. And if they try to focus entirely on my magicians, most of whom are hiding or in hard to attack locations like behind or above a cliff, they’ll lose far too many of their soldiers.

Despite this little stalemate though, they are managing to take out some of my magicians. I can see it out of the corner of my eye.

At least three of my magicians have been killed, with another two injured.

Because despite us being at the advantage here, they still outnumber us overall by a large margin.

And I’m pretty sure the baron started suppressing my magicians too. Which is leading to less attacks from them, so less pressure on the soldiers. And more casualties amongst my magicians.

I grit my teeth as I finally push myself to my feet, feeling the suppression growing a little bit laxed around me. Likely due to the baron’s focus going to my magicians. Then I decide to go all out with my next attack.

So I stop all of my other spells, startling the soldiers and the baron in the process. And I quickly follow it up by clapping my hands, making a spell circle appear between them before I spread both of my hands to my sides, making the spell circle grow much larger while also rotating it to face the enemies. Then the spell circle continues to grow as I feed it massive amounts of mana.

All of my remaining mana along with a bunch of Incendia’s mana.

Meanwhile all of my magicians quickly begin activating barriers and even digging themselves underground, clearly recognizing the spell from when I tested it a while back, leaving a dead crater near the caverns. And from my earlier instructions as well. On the other hand, the enemy magicians quickly make their own barriers. Some of which are around the magicians and only the magicians, ignoring the soldiers. But others include soldiers with them.

Which, while morally the correct choice, isn’t the correct one at the end of the day.

And the reason why quickly becomes evident when a flood of black flames comes pouring out of the black and red spell circle like a tidal wave. One that quickly engulfs everything around us before crashing into any barrier set up.

The spell itself is meant to wipe out everything and destroy any flimsier barriers. Ones spread out across a wider area.

It is a spell targeting largescale battlefields after all. So best to target those trying to protect a large number of people instead of themselves.

And just like designed, the spell quickly engulfs and shatters the barriers made to protect the soldiers, killing both soldiers and magicians alike. But it leaves all those who made a personalized barrier around themselves alive and unharmed. Both on my side and the enemy’s.

My spell continues flooding the area for a while as I completely ignore the fact that I’m burning alive and being completely devoured and regenerated repeatedly as I casually walk out of the clearing. Because I know I’ll be out of mana by the time the spell ends.

Which means it’s best to create some distance. Maybe get away for a bit to recover my mana.

Then I find myself surprised when a powerful suppression field covers everything around us, beginning to suppress my flames along with the barriers of those closest to the source of the suppression. Which, fortunately for me and my men, doesn’t include my magicians. Since they’re far away from the baron.

And in less than ten seconds, the entirety of my spell is snuffed out, revealing the barren crater with only a few dozen barriers scattered throughout it belonging to the surviving enemy magicians.

With the baron standing with a glare on his face directed straight at me.

Well that’s annoying.
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Baron Cedric Whitmore glares at the immortal magician, feeling more than a little regretful at the waste of manpower he’s spent here today. And at how little progress has been made.

He can sense from here that the Undying Magician is nearly out of mana, but he can also tell that the strange monster isn’t.

His eyes narrow, briefly taking in the survivors from the attack. To which he quickly finds that pretty much every one of the important magicians amongst his forces are still alive and succeeded in defending themselves.

After a few seconds, his lips quirk upwards ever so slightly. Because he realizes that the pains that he’d been wanting to get rid of not too long ago were all wiped out in the attack.

All the ones who ended up dying by trying to protect the other soldiers even while under the attack of a Tier IV spell.

I guess this isn’t a terrible outcome after all.

There has been a large problem building up within his barony over the past few years. Some upstarts beginning to grow confident enough that they could overrule his, as they put it, ‘tyranny,’ and protect the non-magicians under his rule.

He couldn’t deal with them very well himself otherwise the other barons would take advantage of the chaos it would cause to cleanse his magicians.

But this way he doesn’t have to deal with the problem. And the non-magicians are replaceable and therefore of no consequence, so nothing of great importance has been lost during this altercation.

Cedric lets out the pent up breath he had taken in before slowly stepping forwards while signaling his magicians to all stand up as well. And since none of them were the troublemakers, they all ignore the deaths around them and focus on the enemy magicians hiding in the woods outside of the clearing. Then he sends them all orders, having two thirds of the magicians deal with the Undying Magician’s forces while the other third joins him to deal with the Undying Magician himself.

Now, however, instead of just having them all attack, he stops approaching several dozen meters away from the Undying Magician, who is finally beginning to stand up again, pushing against his suppression. And with a frown on his face, he finally asks, “Brat, what was your name again?”

The Undying Magician brat glares at Cedric for several seconds before glancing at his subordinates, who are currently fighting with Cedric’s own subordinates. With both sides losing one magician after another, but with Cedric’s side coming out on top.

Until the Undying Magician finally shakes his head at them, and his forces begin to retreat, surprising Cedric.

So the brat thinks more along the lines of those troublemakers, then? Surprising to find a supposedly true immortal magician who still cares about his underlings. But a pity nonetheless. A waste.

Cedric nods his head at his forces as well, prompting them to pursue the Undying Magician’s forces. Meanwhile the Undying Magician himself turns back to Cedric and finally answers his question, “My name is Nathan Fox.”

Nathan Fox… right, he was from the Republic. An outsider who was adopted by the dead king.

He and the Undying Magician make eye contact, standing in silence with the only sounds being the explosions and other sounds coming from the battle between subordinates.

“I am Baron Cedric Whitmore, and I acknowledge your power,” Cedric eventually declares, deciding that the Undying Magician’s power is real and not just a fiction concocted by the weak fleeing from him. “So I will give you a choice. Surrender now, and I will spare your subordinates and even let you become my own subordinate. As long as you agree to become my test subject and do whatever it is I tell you to.”

Cedric glances up as the strange bird coated in black flames flies into the air before rushing and landing on the Undying Magician’s shoulder. But he doesn’t pay it any more mind as he waits for a response from him.

Seconds pass in silence. Then the seconds turn into an entire minute, making Cedric’s eyes slowly begin to narrow.

“Brat, you have ten seconds to answer before we take you in by force,” Cedric states, feeling more than a little irritated by the brat’s stare.

But then he notices something.

A very faint sensation, but definitely a spell circle.

One directly beneath them all.

“You fucking brat!” Cedric shouts while jumping backwards, only for an entire eruption of black flames to shoot out of the ground all around them, enveloping the other magicians he has with him and killing each one of them. Along with the Undying Magician himself.

But by the time the eruption fades away, the Undying Magician and his pet monster are both left standing without a shred of clothing or armor on. With the sole exception of his storage ring, from which he quickly takes out a shirt and pants to put on.

Then he pulls out a rifle and a sword, holstering the sword on his waist as Cedric clenches his fist, feeling true anger this time around.

How?! A mere Class C magician should never have been able to create a spell circle without my noticing, much less get so far into casting the spell that he very nearly caught me! Especially while under suppression and with very little mana remaining!

He focuses on the Undying Magician’s mana pool, which is very nearly empty. Then he looks at the bird, his eyes narrowing further as the rage turns to surprise and contemplation.

That bird… its mana is nowhere near where it was before… could it be the one who fueled that spell? But… how?

Cedric fails to wrap his head around what’s happening, and as his mind’s going at a hundred miles per hour trying to figure it out, the Undying Magician fires his rifle straight at Cedric. A shot Cedric only manages to block through the suppression barrier around him decreasing and then deflecting most of the impact.

“Fine then,” Cedric declares, any possibility of taking the man to be a subordinate having vanished from his mind now, “if that’s how you want to play, brat, let’s play.”
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Nathan
Year 2850 | Month 9 | Day 4

Hmm. Well, he looks mad.

Guess he didn’t care much for me shooting at him. Or killing all of the magicians he had here.

At this point I’m pretty much out of mana, so I can’t use any spells.

‘How’re you doing?’ I ask Incendia as the baron in front of us spreads his arms out, manifesting a massive spell circle beneath him that spreads out to the entire clearing.

‘Enough mana for a couple more attacks, but after that I won’t be able to fly anymore,’ she says, reminding me that she can’t fly without mana. Since she needs to put some towards making sure the death flames radiating from her body don’t mess with the wind and air pressure around her, sending her flight into a fit.

‘In that case…’ I begin, my eyes narrowing as the suppression grows exponentially. ‘Let’s get a taste.’

She glances at me, then at the remaining corpses around us. Or rather, at the blood covering the ground in some locations.

‘Right,’ she says, short and simple.

Then I quickly grab a bottle of blood from my storage ring and down the thing, feeling my body growing stronger from that intake. Even if the boost from stored blood isn’t as strong as fresh blood.

And without hesitation, I break into a sprint straight towards the spilt blood as Incendia does the same in a different direction, confusing him. Both by my strength being enough to even run and by the fact that we ran in the first place.

The spell circle beneath us continues to grow with a lot of script running through it, slowly building up the suppression until I have to grit my teeth as I run. But I manage to make it to the blood, where I pretty much inhale it before raising my head and letting out a roar, the usual black veins spreading along my face as I jerk my head towards the baron.

One major subject that these idiots clearly have forgotten in their direct charge.

This baron isn’t setting up defenses against anything other than magic and bullets.

And he’s clearly so certain of his victory. That absolute arrogance on his face, even if it’s clouded by anger.

He still genuinely believes he’ll be able to suppress me with that magic he’s casting and bring me in.

“The arrogance…” I growl out, my eyes flashing once before I break apart the ground as I burst into a sprint straight towards him.

The man’s eyes widen in shock, then in realization. And he quickly begins to cast more spells, likely trying to prepare for my superstrength.

But Incendia sends a large wave of black flames straight towards both of us from the other blood spatter, the death phoenix growing stronger from blood the same as me.

If it were just me, or just Incendia, this baron would’ve clearly had the upper hand. I wouldn’t have been able to take on both him and his magicians without Incendia’s higher mana capacity, and Incendia wouldn’t have the mana left remaining to do anything lethal to him.

With us both here together though, and her attack as a distraction, I push straight through her death flames with my sword drawn before piercing straight through the weakened barrier he had set up.

And impaling his heart.

Every spell in the clearing cuts off in an instant. Except for the remaining black flames being thrown here by Incendia.

But even those flames finish up sooner rather than later, revealing the baron as he kneels on the ground, his body charred but not completely burnt. Nor is he dead just yet.

He is clearly dying though.

So I kneel down next to him and tell him, “You forgot about something crucial.” His hate and shock-filled gaze slowly turns towards me despite the dead look in his eyes. “I’m not human anymore.”

The man stares at me for a few seconds before barely managing to grunt out through what must be a lot of pain – albeit not much compared to what I’m used to – “Va… vampire…”

One major weakness of most magicians.

Magic.

They are all obsessed with magic. That’s all they ever think about. Growing their own skill, their own understanding, and their own ability to use magic. Their mana arcs, their body’s affinity with it, and their spell repertoire.

Sure they also use some weapons like guns and swords, but even then they’re mostly using magic for major attacks. And even the guns and swords are enchanted magical technology that can use mana for certain enhanced attacks.

What a magician would rarely consider is rushing straight up to someone and cutting them down with a simple sword swing without any magic involved.

Especially since most magicians don’t have the enhanced strength of a vampire.

I pull my sword out, making the baron’s corpse fall apart in the process, creating naught but a pile of ashes on the ground. Then I rise to a standing position and glance to the East, where I previously sensed people watching us.

Most likely the other barons and baronesses.

They’re not gonna make the same mistake again most likely. They’ll plan for my physical strength next time.

I turn away from the other barons and baronesses, feeling a lot freer now that the suppression magic is gone. And after a brief stretch, I begin running in the direction that the other magicians went.

It doesn’t take me that long to find them, and when I do, all of the battling comes to a complete halt as the enemy magicians realize that if I’m here, that means their leader is dead.

Unsurprisingly, they don’t mourn about that. Instead they all break out into cheers and try to make a break for it while doing so, leaving my magicians there without them being able to do much. Seeing as they look like they’re on their last thread.

My eyes narrow slightly at some corpses belonging to the magicians under my watch.

They killed my subordinates… and are now trying to run away?

That’s not gonna happen.

My eyes flare once more, the crimson light shining in the darkness of the trees as I sprint after them.

Feeling my bloodlust rising in the process.
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The King



The Clearing where the others were left
Year 2850 | Month 9 | Day 4
Moments before Nathan arrived

Claire feels no regret as she fights against the magicians who are working for the baron who had attacked. None at all. Not even at the losses they’ve suffered so far.

Because all of them owe their lives to Nathan. Because he took them all in without a second thought.

Even if the man is often apathetic about it all himself.

Claire and the other magicians continue sending one spell after another while blocking the enemies’ spells. But no matter how hard they fight, they slowly begin to lose one magician after another.

At least we’re taking out almost as many of them as they’re taking of us…

The second in command of the Undying Caverns grits her teeth as that thought runs through her head. As her comrades are dying around her.

One magician after another on both sides dies. And with each one, she fights that much harder.

Until a branch snaps from nearby and a terrifying presence enters the clearing, making everyone stop fighting to turn and look. Only for everyone to find a man standing there with glowing red eyes shining through the night.

Eyes that are glaring coldly at every one of the enemy magicians in the clearing.

Some of the enemy magicians freeze up while others immediately start cheering and running away, clearly both frightened of the Undying Magician and happy about seeing that the baron no doubt being dead.

Since Nathan being here has to mean the baron is dead.

The Undying Magician’s eyes flare, glowing even brighter red in the night as black veins spread across his face.

Then he vanishes from his spot, moving in a blur to grab one of the frozen magicians and lift him up into the air by the throat. And without any hesitation, rip his throat out with his bare teeth.

Claire feels herself staring as the Undying Magician simply drops the man’s corpse to the ground and rushes at another one, tearing out his throat with claws that she didn’t even realize he had. Only for him to jump to another right as the magicians begin sending one spell after another at him. Not doing any damage due to his immortality.

And just as quickly as they started attacking him, they run for their lives alongside the other ones.

Claire finally relaxes a little, feeling the strength in her legs giving out as she drops to her knees.

He’s here… he’s saving us again…

She watches as the Undying Magician tears one of the magicians apart after another. And once he’s dealt with all of the magicians in the clearing, he glances at them all and moves in a blur next to Claire, the blood empowering him. Then he pulls out several vials of blue liquid, likely holding potions inside of them, and he hands them to Claire.

And just as quickly, he rushes off again to chase after the rest of the enemy magicians.

Seconds later, Claire hears screams echoing out from the forest. Only for the screams to cut off again soon after.

Then the process repeats again. And again. And again.

Claire feels goosebumps running across her skin at the sounds, but she quickly gets up after snapping out of it. And she quickly grabs the potions and moves to give them to the wounded magicians on their side, healing their injuries enough for them to survive at the very least.

As she gives out the potions, she hears more and more screams echoing out from the forest in the night. And they only cut off completely a few minutes after she gives the last wounded magician a potion. In the end saving several of the magicians she had thought were already dead or dying.

Then she turns to look at the forest where Nathan had gone, collapsing onto the ground again with a sigh of relief.

Even though he didn’t want us here, he still came to save us…

She smiles slightly at that thought.

For as long as she’s known Nathan, he hasn’t shown them much interest. Even if he’s helping them, letting them stay with him under his protection, and even letting them bother him. He has never shown them much interest beyond the bare minimum.

But now… as she remembers the look he had on his face when he entered the clearing and saw all of them…

He was truly angry. For their sakes.

That was the first time she has seen him angry. She’s seen him show plenty of emotions, mostly annoyance, but never real anger.

If he feels that emotion, she thought he just never showed it to them.

But he was genuinely worried about them.

Or at least that’s what it looked like to Claire.

A few more minutes pass before she gets up again, only to find Nathan finally reentering the clearing with blood on his chin and more on his face and sleeves. Almost like he wiped his face of blood. Meanwhile there’s more blood on his clothes, splattered about it.

And a lot on his neck, likely from him drinking the magicians’ blood himself.

Claire meets his crimson eyes, finding that the black veins on his face are gone now as he steps up to her.

But despite the scene they had all just seen, none of the magicians around her look scared in the slightest of him. And Claire doesn’t feel afraid either.

Some of the magicians under him even begin to kneel down and bow to him.

“The battle is over,” the Undying Magician declares, his voice echoing around the clearing in the dark with a cold tone of voice. One far colder than normal. “The baron and his forces are all eliminated.”

Claire watches him for a bit before faintly smiling again and kneeling herself. Then the others all join her in kneeling.

Both the ones who didn’t truly believe in him as a possible king for the Kingdom of the Fallen and those who did.

Our new ruler.

All while the Undying Magician himself stares out at them with his crimson eyes still glowing in the dark.
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Nathan
Year 2850 | Month 9 | Day 4

I’m just gonna act like these people aren’t kneeling in front of me, treating me like I’m royalty. For now.

It might take me a few months to get used to that.

I can’t really tell them not to do it though because I do plan on becoming the royalty they are kneeling before. If for no reason other than to get their power backing me against the Republic and the doctor. And their knowledge to increase my own understanding of fire and death magic.

“Return to the Caverns and recover,” I order them all, ignoring their gazes. “And tell the inhabitants of the Caverns about what happened. Let them know of the danger so that they may leave if they don’t want to stay in such a dangerous position.”

They all look a little surprised by that, only to grow even more fervent as they declare, “As you wish, Your Highness.”

Then they begin to rush off. And when I say rush off, I mean limp off in a lot of their cases.

Since potions or not, they’re still injured. Even if none of them are dead.

I watch them walk away for a few minutes before turning around to look in the direction of the gazes I feel directed at me again. Only for the gazes to vanish once more, leaving me narrowing my eyes at them.

At the spectators who simply sat by and watched.

The other barons and baronesses targeting me, which, judging by the gazes, should be around five or so.

No doubt the next battles against the barons and baronesses will be tougher. Since they’ll most likely be working together, and they’ll know to account for my physical strength. And for Incendia. Whose strength they were previously unaware of.

Now they have the intel on me, and they know it’s possible to capture me.

That said, there are still upsides. This baron’s plan only worked so well because of his particular magic.

Suppression affinity special magic.

One specifically made to capture and suppress others.

And now the barons and baronesses don’t have anyone with that magic anymore. I’m pretty sure most of them have directly combat related magics, other than the necromancer baroness.

So they’ll have a much harder time keeping me pinned down than he had.

Honestly, I might be fortunate that this baron went ahead of the others to attack me. Since if they had worked together with him it may’ve caused me a lot more issues than before. In fact, I may’ve been defeated and captured in the end.

I was only able to win this time around because he was alone and he let his guard down, letting me attack him physically.

‘Incendia?’ I ask through our bond while looking up at the sky, only for her to fly down and land on my shoulder, still looking like she’s struggling to fly a bit. ‘Thanks.’

She nods her head, seemingly too tired to talk.

So I just turn around and begin to walk away, only briefly glancing at the corpses I’ve left behind. But since they don’t really have any valuables on them, I don’t really pay them much mind.

I did check their pockets, but there wasn’t much in there.

And spatial storages for the few who did have them aren’t really easily broken into. Not without the same mana as the one they had. Or spatial mana.

So the only ones I could get into were the few with fire mana.

I do take the baron’s storage item though. Even if I can’t get into it.

Because he’s a baron and a Class B magician. Meaning he most likely has plenty of good stuff in it for me to take.

I just need to figure out how to get to the stuff inside it.

Which shouldn’t be too difficult. Just a rather annoying process. One I’m not willing to go through for all of those other magical storage devices.

The process is actually a rather straightforward one for hacking into one of those devices. Just need to figure out what the coordinates are that the device sends whatever is sent through the portal to.

Then I can make a device that uses neutral mana to break through into the plane and to those coordinates.

And while the process is very annoying, long and drawn out, and tedious in general, it isn’t necessarily a difficult one.

Unless the spatial device in general has really tough security measures set in place. Which is entirely possible, but I’m gonna hope and dream that it’s not the case.

Push comes to shove, and I can bribe the skeleton to crack it open for me in return for a favor.

Although I am not looking forward to having to convert some of my arcs to neutral mana arcs for this and then back. Because ouch. The one form of pain nowadays that does still bother me.

Even if I have gotten used to it a little.

Anyways, I look down at the device in my hands as I walk, pondering over what might be inside the magical storage, or rather, planar storage of a Class B magician.

Hopefully enough to be worth the hassle of getting to the stuff.

I put the thing away before continuing my slow trek back to the base, deciding not to move too quickly for Incendia’s sake. Because while we’re both immortal, my immortality is through time and space magic resetting me. Hers is not. Her immortality is through death magic.

So she still gets exhausted, unlike me.

And when we arrive at the base, I surprisingly find not a single person leaving.

Unless they left beforehand?

More important than that though is the sight of quite literally hundreds of people kneeling in front of the Undying Caverns’ entrance.

Oh.

I glance at Incendia, but she’s just on my shoulder acting like this is normal.

So I turn back again.

This is going to get old fast, isn’t it?
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A Clearing Several Dozen Kilometers from the Battlegrounds
Year 2850 | Month 9 | Day 4

Baron Henry Cavendish taps his fingers on his arm, his arms crossed in front of him as the other barons all stare off in the direction of the battlefield. The Undying Magician having already left.

None of them have said much since the battle, merely lost in their own thoughts while trying to figure out a way to pin down the Undying Magician.

But Henry knows none of them are going to figure out a way on their own. It’s why he invited them all here to watch.

To convince them to work together in this endeavor.

But even Henry felt surprised when he saw the battle. Because Cedric wasn’t the only one who had forgotten the physical advantages of a vampire.

Henry and – judging by the looks he saw on the faces of the other barons – the others had all forgotten as well.

They were all too stuck in the mindset of magicians. Where magic is everything.

And this battle has snapped them out of it.

I need to put in more research on vampires to prepare for our assault.

Henry’s eyes narrow slightly at that thought.

What he remembers about vampires generally comes down to a few facts.

Vampires are naturally physically stronger than humans. They have to feast on blood to survive, but also grow stronger when they do drink blood. Natural and fresh blood works better for them than older previously shed or artificial blood. And vampires don’t age.

He disregards the last one due to the Undying Magician’s immortality, and he also puts the ‘needs to feast on blood to survive’ out of his mind as well. Unless that’s just a method for him to regenerate.

His eyes narrow at that thought.

Feast on blood… wait, maybe that’s how he regenerates from anything? Maybe he has to have a certain amount of blood… but where would he get that blood?

Henry marks that as something to consider in the future, but not a likely fact. Since he hasn’t heard of anyone disappearing from the Undying Caverns without notice. Or anyone feeding him their blood willingly.

The only thing he’s heard is about some people donating some of their blood and putting it in vials for him. But the amount he heard they give him shouldn’t be enough to sustain a vampire.

But after thinking about it for a bit longer, he shakes his head and steps forward, turning around to focus on all of the barons and baronesses around him. Each of whom turn to look at him at his movement.

Then he says, “I think we’ve been brainstorming for long enough. Does anyone have any ideas on how to capture the Undying Magician?”

Silence fills the clearing as all five barons, including Henry, stay silent. Not a single one having figured out how to capture the Undying Magician on their own.

Henry waits for a several more seconds before stating, “Then do you now agree with me that we must work together to capture him?”

“I agreed from the start,” Baroness Elara Nightshade says with a shrug, making the other three grimace.

But they all nod their heads afterwards.

“I’ll admit, it doesn’t look like we have much choice,” Baron Crall Vorsh says, the poison affinity magician narrowing his eyes through his black cloak’s hood. “I will work with you.”

“This one agrees,” Baroness Dotty Helmuth says, the illusion affinity magician speaking in third person as she always does.

Then the four turn to focus on the last baron of the group. Baron Val Crimson. A fire affinity magician, and the most powerful of the barons.

The closest one to being Class A.

Henry watches in silence as the man wearing a set of crimson metal and artificial fiber armor continues to stare off in the direction that the Undying Magician had gone. Then, after several seconds of silence, he turns to look at Henry and says, “I’ll see you again soon.”

And without another word, the man turns around and begins to leave the clearing while coating his entire body in flames with a spell, allowing him to move faster than should be humanly possible.

The four remaining barons and baronesses stare in silence at the trail of flames the man left behind him. But none of them are too surprised by the turn of events.

Because Val was always an oddity amongst the barons.

The group turns to look at each other again, not mentioning what just happened. Since if he said he would see them again soon, it likely means he’ll be working with them.

“Do you have any ideas for capturing him with all five of us working together?” Baron Crall asks with a frown.

Henry nods his head, saying, “I do. But we’ll need all five of us to pull it off.”

“The reason you informed all four,” Baroness Dotty says while staring blankly at Henry with that emotionless gaze of hers. Her purple eyes unnerving Henry ever so slightly.

But the baron nods his head anyways, “You’re correct. We’ll need your illusion magic to pull him into a trap. Baron Val’s fire magic to suppress his own. And Crall’s poison magic to make a spell together with my own metal magic.”

Baron Crall’s eyes narrow ever so slightly at the mention of his directly working together with Henry.

A few seconds pass in silence before Baron Crall says, “Very well. I will assist.”

“This one will as well,” Baroness Dotty declares with a nod of her head. Then light pink and purple spell circles appear around her before shattering, making her form blur, the illusion she was using to cast her image into the clearing fading away now that the spell is gone.

“I was already planning to assist so long as our time with the boy is split up equally,” Baroness Elara says while folding her arms and looking over in the direction of the Undying Caverns with a sick smile on her face.

“Then we have an agreement,” Baron Henry declares. “We will work together to capture the Undying Magician.”
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Nathan
Year 2850 | Month 9 | Day 18

The next two weeks pass by in a rush, with me barely getting any time to experiment throughout it. All because the Undying Caverns is being absolutely flooded with refugees. All people who were from the lands of the baron I killed along with his subordinate magicians lands.

Which is honestly rather annoying.

Apparently the barons have quite a bit more land outside of the ring than there is land inside of it. And when I killed the baron and those magicians under him, it left all of his lands practically barren of any sorts of real defenses and leadership.

Making the surrounding lands narrow in to attack, the other barons and baronesses attempting to claim his land for themselves.

Except five barons and baronesses, that is. Five that all seem eerily quiet from the intel I’ve been able to gather from the refugees who fled from the now-war-torn lands.

So the current situation most likely has the majority of the nobles busy with that turf war while five nobles in particular are planning on how to capture me. Which should take a while.

I can’t see anyone figuring out any sort of way to capture me using those affinities. At least not without making new spells to do so.

And it can take a while to make new custom spells.

Although, I have to admit, I am a little curious to see if they’ll actually manage to capture me. Because I can’t really see that happening when they can’t kill me, and I’m quite a bit stronger than them physically.

Not when they don’t have any sort of affinity for a magic to bind me.

They have fire, soul, illusion, poison, and metal.

The fire magician could prove a little bit of a problem depending on his understanding of fire. Simply because he could be partially immune to my spells.

Or rather he would be if I was using regular fire.

Death fire should be fine against him.

The soul magician isn’t a problem since that sort of magic doesn’t work on me.

After all, the doctor already tried that.

I shiver as I remember those experiments in particular.

Doesn’t work, but still very much not pleasant.

All it does is cause pain. Because, according to the doctor, soul magic largely works by slowly stretching the soul until it rips. Then doing whatever they want in those rips whether that’s altering their soul or just tearing it apart more.

But my soul just instantly restores itself before it can even fully rip.

Meaning just a lot of pain with no actual progress.

The illusion magician might be the easiest of the bunch to deal with.

After all, as they say, the way through an illusion is pain.

I just have to cause a lot of pain to myself, and I’ll snap right out of an illusion so long as I realize I’m under the effects of one.

And for poison… well, I’m a vampire. So he’s gonna have to test his poisons on vampires instead of humans to get them to really work.

I’m not actually a human anymore after all. Human poisons won’t work on me in the way they were meant to.

The only real problem will be the metal affinity magician, who I’ve heard is the ring leader.

I let out a sigh as I walk through the halls of the base.

Such a pain.

There are, of course, ways to get out of any sort of restraints the metal affinity magician might try to put on me. Like chains or sealing me up in metal or handcuffs and the like. I just have to break my arms or hands to get out of handcuffs, burn my way out of being sealed away along with myself in the process most likely, or break my way out of chains.

But if there’s one thing I’ve learned from all of this it’s that whatever happens, it’ll be painful. Very painful.

I let out another sigh before reaching the barrier at the entrance of the Undying Caverns. Only to hear some shouts on the other side, following which someone casually walks through my barrier. Someone I don’t recognize and am pretty sure shouldn’t be able to walk through it.

He’s also being shot at by the people on the other side and is ignoring them them without hurting anyone in the process as the bullets just incinerate upon getting too close to him.

Which is odd.

The man stops walking after making it through the barrier and looking at me. He is wearing a set of crimson metal and artificial fiber armor and has rather vivid red eyes. A sign of being pretty far in his understanding of fire.

His hair is also rather red, but that doesn’t have anything to do with a person’s understanding of fire. And the armor he has looks very fancy.

Lastly, I recognize the crest on his armor’s chest plate. That of one of the five barons that are planning on attacking me.

Baron Val Crimson. The fire affinity magician.

But… he isn’t killing my men even when they open-fired on him. He doesn’t look like he’s trying to capture me.

And he actually looks rather interested and friendly as he’s staring at me right now.

So… what’s going on?

We stare at each other for several seconds, just looking the other up and down, judging them. Then he meets my eyes and says, “Hello. I came here to speak with the Undying Magician, and I believe it’s safe to assume that would be you?”

I don’t say anything for a few seconds before eventually answering, “Yes, that would be me.”

“Good, then I have some details that I would like to discuss with you,” he says with a nod.

I meet his gaze for a bit until I decide that I don’t feel any sort of malice from him. Both through my vampiric instincts and his own gaze.

Which only makes things more confusing.

Then he says something that shocks me.

“I think we can work together to get rid of those other pesky barons, don’t you?”
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Nathan
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The months begin to fly by without much action from the barons, with all of them focusing solely on making a spell that’ll capture me. Although the intel I’ve got suggests they aren’t being too successful on that front.

Beyond that whole fiasco, the war for the baron’s territory finally settles down. And the baron who managed to claim it in the end turns out to be some ice specialized magician of the water affinity. A variant magician. Who also, from what I’ve heard, doesn’t tend to deal with the other barons very often. Just keeps to himself and his territory.

He’s been a surprisingly good neighbor to me as well. Hasn’t done anything to attack me and has even kept the other barons out of his territory and therefore out of mine around the inner ring bordering his turf.

I’ve also heard he’s a pretty okay guy too. For a magician of the Kingdom of the Fallen.

Which is to say that he’s not actively murdering people for tiny slights against his reputation.

I narrow my eyes ever so slightly, my thoughts coming to a brief halt as I reach a particularly difficult part of the spell I’m currently crafting. The one I’ve spent the last three months working on.

This one is actually a counter for a couple of the affinities I’ll be facing when I go up against the barons and baronesses. A spell that isn’t aimed at the enemy, but instead damages me. Blows me to smithereens and takes those near me out as well.

Mostly meant to snap me out of any illusion or traps I’m stuck in.

Should work well against those metal chains or other metal spells. And it doesn’t cost anywhere near as much mana as it would normally cost for a spell of this magnitude.

Simply because I’m using more than just mana to make the spell. I’m using my own flesh and blood too.

Something some people call black magic. Also a type of magic no one ever uses because any damage dealt by black magic can’t be healed without time magic. And a magician would never sacrifice a part of their body permanently. It just wouldn’t happen. That’s why black magic isn’t even taught at the academy.

But that’s not an issue for me. Considering my body’s state.

I even tested it out on a fingernail, and it reverted fine just like it always does. Then I tested it out on more and more of my body just to make sure. Increasing the amount each time until I blew my entire body up.

Only thing I noticed was that it seems to heal a tiny bit slower. But not much slower. Like a few seconds slower at most.

Although even if the black magic decreases the cost of mana, it still costs a good deal of mana to use the spell. So it’s not a permanent ‘get out of capture free’ spell or anything.

It’s not even finished, actually.

And…

I grit my teeth as I test out the spell again, making my body implode before I regenerate a few dozen seconds later without a scrap of clothes on within my lab.

…it hurts and is annoying to test out.

Can’t exactly wear anything of importance when I’m testing it since it would just be blown up along with me. Other than my storage device, of course. Which is special. Along with my weapons.

Holster for my weapons isn’t in the same boat though, unfortunately.

I walk over to the protective panel on the other side of the room before voicing out, “Open.” Making the panel open to reveal a screen that I quickly press play on to watch how the spell occurred.

One of the other major issues with making a spell like this.

It’s kind of hard to see the results of when I’m blowing myself up and going unconscious for a few seconds.

No one is allowed in this room while I experiment though. For more reasons than one.

Seeing as I’m not exactly dressed for visitors, and they probably don’t want to be blown up either.

Doesn’t help that I also made it so miasma is produced in the blast. So this room has more than a little miasma in it.

Might end up killing a normal human just from staying a few minutes in the place.

I continue studying the explosion on the screen before remembering back to what was happening before it. When my body from the center outwards was turning into pure mana, just disintegrating into those blue particles.

The issue with the explosion this time was that it took up too much mana. And it was also focused in one direction more than the others.

So it wasn’t balanced.

Although I guess there is one bright side to making a spell like this.

The entire point of the spell is to cause me pain along with the others so that I can snap out of an illusion while breaking free from a trap and attacking at the same time. So messing up the spell doesn’t matter whatsoever.

Since exploding is the entire point of it in the first place.

So that’s nice.

But I still want the spell to be perfected. And it would be nice to figure out a way to not leave me naked after use, but that isn’t an absolute priority. Definitely a major plus, but not being captured and imprisoned is far more important than my modesty.

Besides. I’ve already been completely erased and then put back together in front of quite a few people at this point.

No matter how unpleasant that was.

I look blankly up at the ceiling, wondering just what’s happening with my life.

Then I sigh again and close the panel before walking up to the center of the room.

And once again activating the spell, making my mana and flesh go wild as the spell circle forms inside of my own stomach. Then a loud spurting sound echoes out along with a very strong flash of pain.

And just like with the last usage, everything goes dark after that. Only for my senses to return as I’m reforming again.

I better not get any flak from that skeleton for making a spell like this.

Either he’s joking, or he just can’t get it through his thick skull that I don’t enjoy this pain.

He’s annoying regardless.

I begin walking over to the panel once again.

Ready to take more notes.
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After I eventually finish up experimenting for the evening, I go ahead and clean up the miasma in the lab, pull my clothes out of my storage device and put them on, then proceed to open the door to the lab. Exiting the place to find Incendia outside sleeping on a perch I had made for her in my room.

She opens her eyes as I glance around my room – a rather barren place without much furniture or decoration and just a perch for her and a bed for me with a sofa placed somewhere – then I focus on the entrance. Where I find the screen showing the outside of my home’s front door with a rather unpleasant visitor.

Ugh. What’s she doing here?

If there’s one person I hate more than the skeleton, besides the doctor, and besides the barons, and besides… okay, besides a lot of people, it’s this lady. And not because she’s a bad person or anything. She’s just so. Fucking. Annoying.

“Helloooo?! Nathannnn?! I know you’re in theeerrree!!!” Viscountess Rachel Blake says while waving at my camera. And I have half a mind to ignore her.

But I know that if I do that she’ll just disintegrate my door with her destruction magic special affinity.

A rather pesky affinity, but not one that actually affects me in the slightest. Since it can’t trap anyone. Only destroy people.

And it doesn’t work on me. I had her test it out.

Not that it’d be much of a problem, considering how the girl always acts. She’s probably the only noble with a noble title to be expelled to the inner ring by the other nobles collectively. Although not the only noble in the inner ring.

Katie Elmwood for example – that nature affinity magician who started working for me not too long ago – came here of her own accord. The daughter of one of the two dukes ruling the outer ring of the Kingdom of the Fallen. The only Class A amongst the nobles.

Then again, most of the time she just heals people in the Caverns. Not really much of a fighter, that one.

But Rachel… she’s definitely a fighter.

And she has an unhealthy interest in vampires for some reason.

I shiver as I remember when I first met her not long ago. How she showed up when one of the other barons had sent a delegation towards me only for the delegation to end up insulting me in the end. And for her to happen to arrive in front of the Caverns at the time.

Apparently she wasn’t happy with that. So she erased the person from existence with a destruction magic spell.

As for her progress to Class A, she’s even closer to Class A than Baron Val Crimson.

I think back on that moment again before reclassifying her.

Never mind. Not really a good person after all.

More of a psychopath with two modes to her. If you don’t cross her, she’s a very overly friendly and excitable sort. If you do cross her, she erases you regardless of who you are or what the consequences are.

It’s why I tend to have everyone in the Caverns avoid her like the plague when she arrives.

That said, she’s pretty much insane and extremely unpredictable. Sometimes getting in the way of my plans and other times helping.

Which is why she’s so annoying.

And she’s very touchy and has no understanding of personal space.

I tried to send her flying with a punch once only to lose my hand though, so I kind of ignore her whenever she comes now. But she wasn’t angry. She was more interested in how my hand regrew afterwards.

Then again, don’t think she’s ever been angry at me before.

Probably a good thing.

No need to go making more powerful enemies after all.

And destruction affinity is rare. She may be the only person alive with it.

She can’t be reliably used in a plan against the other nobles. She’s too unpredictable.

For all I know, she would just stop in the middle of the plan to admire my regeneration.

‘Better go deal with her,’ Incendia says while flapping her wings and moving to land on my shoulder. ‘Don’t want to make your people rebuild your door again.’

“Yeah,” I mutter with a sigh. Then I begin walking through my personal home until I reach the front door and open it with a clearly unamused expression on my face.

“Nathan! You’re here!” Rachel exclaims with a wide grin on her face before sending a bolt of destruction magic at me. But I’m too fast and dodge her, with Incendia jumping off of my shoulder at the same time.

A benefit of being a vampire.

Incendia lands back on my shoulder after I’ve made some distance between me and her.

“What’re you doing here, Rachel?” I ask, feeling exhausted already.

“Do I really need a reason to visit?!” she exclaims while puffing out her cheeks. Despite being about the same age as me and a noble with a perfect level five talent.

“Yes, you do,” I tell her while crossing my arms and frowning at her. “Why are you here?”

The woman – and I hesitate to call her that considering how other than her figure, nothing about her is like an adult since she acts like a child half the time – puffs her cheeks up even more at my words. She has long black hair with red eyes that show just how far she is in her understanding of the destruction element. Eyes that actually match mine to some extent.

Might even wonder if that might be one of the reasons she’s so interested in me. Other than her obsession with vampires.

She’s been trying to figure out how to turn herself into a vampire apparently. With little success, considering her lack of death magic.

And I guess in her original attempts to get me to turn her into a vampire, she grew to like my immortality as well.

So she’s been testing it without even hiding her intentions.

Which has been a real pain. Since she’ll just slaughter my people without much issue if they try to stop her.

“Fine, spoil sport,” she says while folding her arms. “I just wanted to tell you that I saw Crimson’s forces preparing to move. That’s all.”

He’s moving already? That was faster than I expected.

Unless…

I feel myself startled when the girl rushes forwards and stops right in front of me with her eyes flaring red before rushing away before I can push her off me. Then she just laughs and begins walking away with a carefree stride and her hands held behind her back.

She really is going to be a problem in the future.

But that’s a future problem.

For now she’s being of some help, even with the nuisances of dealing with her, and I have to start the plan.

I turn around and reenter my home, closing the door behind me.


Chapter 38

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

Preparations



The Dark Forest
Year 2850 | Month 12 | Day 15

Adalwolf’s flaming eyes dim as he focuses his senses on the distant edge of the Inner Ring, where he senses multiple forces moving about. Each setting up their own things.

One force belonging to the Baron Adalwolf saw as the one with the most potential out of the nobles besides the destruction magician, one belonging to the metal affinity magician, and lastly, one belonging to his own son. Nathan Fox.

He can’t help but feel amused as he watches the three skirt around each other, two of them just barely not making the third aware of their presence. As Baron Crimson’s forces slowly go about setting bombs scattered through the valleys marking the border of the inner ring. And while the forces belonging to Nathan place small black devices in the ground that makes Adalwolf’s amusement grow all the more.

This is going to be fun to watch.

Adalwolf taps his bony finger on the throne he’s sitting on within his dark treant. Then he focuses on the forces belonging to Baron Cavendish, who are simply setting up defenses on the border of the inner ring. Likely preparing to place the war there instead of within either the inner or outer rings.

Which doesn’t surprise Adalwolf in the least. Because them picking a spot for the war to occur is to their benefit rather than directly attacking Nathan head on.

But at the same time, it also makes it so that the nobles’ forces can’t take Nathan’s people hostage to be used against him.

Not that Adalwolf would let them. His successor needs people to rule after all. And he can’t have all of them being slaughtered.

This way it also means that Adalwolf won’t have to interfere.

Although if his successor is captured in the end, he will likely have to free Nathan’s parents from the cranky doctor. Otherwise he’ll never be able to see them again before they pass away from old age.

And he doesn’t want a broken successor.

Adalwolf continues tapping his throne for a bit before looking at the kingdom as a whole.

From what he can sense, Baron Cavendish isn’t the only noble making their own preparations right now. There’s also Baroness Nightshade, who is currently preparing a mass summoning spell. Seemingly attempting to set it up right beneath where the battlefield should be.

Adalwolf studies the spell for a few moments and soon figures out that it’s meant to turn the dead fallen there into undead.

Then there’s Baroness Helmuth, who is also setting up a large spell around the valleys. An illusion that hasn’t been activated just yet. A dormant one.

The King of the Dead feels a little surprised when he sees Baron Cavendish arriving personally though. Since the man arrives and quickly begins to build entire fortresses straight out of the ground and foundations laid by his forces using his spells. Pure metal fortresses with nothing else within them.

But the last of the five barons doesn’t appear to be doing anything. Baron Vorsh, the poison affinity magician.

A basic affinity that the king has little interest in due to its lack of any sort of effect on the dead. Like his successor.

Adalwolf continues watching, soon resting his face on his bony fist, feeling a little excited about watching this war go down. Because either side could win.

But Adalwolf still feels confident in his son to win this war.

There are only two ways he currently sees that could lead to his son’s defeat.

One being that the destruction affinity magician or one of the other nobles decides to join the fray.

The other being that the spell the barons concocted so quickly actually manages to trap his son. Which he doubts, but could theoretically be possible.

He continues watching as all of the players in this war make their own preparations, some making preparations for betrayal and others even meeting with others behind the others backs.

And to make the situation even more interesting to the king, all of the other nobles are paying attention to this. Not a single one isn’t focusing on it.

Some are jumping in themselves to turn the tide one way or another, meddling in some way. Others are just watching in silence to see what happens.

Some want to see what the fuss is about and to see if the immortal truly is immortal or not.

And a few even want to use this to get rid of the barons.

Adalwolf wishes he could grin, but he doesn’t have a face to grin with. Even so, he knows he won’t be taking his attention off of this war until the moment it ends.

For now though, it’s only just beginning.

So he takes his attention away from the last minute preparations everyone is making to focus on the events going on in the outside world. Away from the Kingdom of the Fallen, on the mainland.

Where the war over there has reached a critical point. One shifting from a battle of attrition using the soldiers of the two forces to focusing solely on Class B and higher magicians.

The magicians who didn’t flat out refuse to work with the leaders, that is.

To no one’s surprise, much less Adalwolf’s, the people started revolting against the leaders at some point. With the magicians joining the sides of the Class S magicians who had already left the conflict. Using them as their protection against the leaders of the conflict.

But despite all of this, the war over there doesn’t appear to be ending any time soon. Since both Artorius and Leodmir are still using their hit and run tactics, each trying to catch the other off guard instead of doing full frontal assaults.

Adalwolf genuinely wonders if Artorius is right in the head. Since the man completely ruined any chance he had of raising the Republic to further power.

Instead he’s ruined the nation, bringing it down nearly to the levels of the other nations on the continent.

The king continues tapping his fingers on his throne for a few minutes before deciding to wait for the right moment to free Nathan’s parents from the doctor.

But he won’t tell Nathan that.
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Days pass since we start to begin our preparations. And finally, I get word from the scouts telling me that everything is ready.

I grin from within my lab at that before getting dressed and leaving, speaking through the communication device on my wrist in the process, “Then let’s get this underway.”

“Roger that, sir,” one of my magician subordinates declares. Before backtracking and stating, “I mean Your Majesty.”

That wipes the grin from my face, but I’ve given up on correcting them. In fact, I was told not to correct them and to just let them call me that.

Helps for morale. And it’s not like I’m not already planning to become their king. Sorta.

All things considered, if this plan works out, I could very well end up taking control of the inner ring and calling it my own territory. Just officially instead of technically.

I step out of my home with Incendia quickly catching up and landing on my shoulder. Then I proceed to let the guards lock my doors as I head straight down the hall towards the main administrative offices of the Undying Caverns.

Everyone I pass by along the way either kneels down or bows at my passing. But I don’t pay them any mind as my own mind is focused solely on the upcoming plan.

It can’t fail. Because if it does, I might end up spending decades locked in a lab being experimented on, never being able to see Mom or Dad again in their lifetimes.

Assuming the bag of bones doesn’t save me, that is.

I clench my fist as I proceed to move faster. Then I arrive at the office where I find Claire buried under a pile of paperwork.

The moment I step inside of her office, she shoots to her feet and salutes me, placing her fist across her chest as she practically shouts, “Your Majesty!”

“The preparations are ready. I’m going to be heading out,” I tell her while stopping a meter in front of the doorway, inside her office. “Make any last minute preparations you have, because whether for good or for bad, the war will be over within a week.”

Her eyes widen at that before narrowing again with a look of determination crossing her face. Then she nods her head and says, “Yes, Your Majesty! Right away!”

I nod before turning around and beginning to head towards the entrance of the Undying Caverns.

She’s been a lot more formal with me since that whole ‘everyone deciding to call me Your Majesty’ thing. Treating me like an actual king, or in some cases, a prince. Since there are still the rare few who remain steadfast in their loyalty to the bag of bones.

It makes me feel weird. In more ways than one.

Weird because I’m not used to being treated this way. And weird because I actually miss being treated like a normal person.

Right now, despite how bizarre this is, the only person who acts ‘normal’ around me is the bag of bones and that psychopath. The destruction affinity magician.

Neither of whom are good conversation partners.

Then again, I have Incendia now at least. And she’s more important than them by far.

She’s my partner after all.

I reach up to scratch her under the chin for a moment as I walk down the final stretch of the Undying Caverns. Then I step right on outside and begin leaving.

All while soldiers begin running around wildly, preparing to move out as well.

But I’m moving out first.

I was originally against having them fight alongside me for this war. But they ended up convincing me to let them.

And it wasn’t even very difficult for them to do that.

All things considered, they basically just made the argument that if I were to be captured, they would die. Because the nobles won’t let them stay alive after being ruled by me. And even if they did, the other powers of the inner ring – which don’t really amount to much anymore – would swallow them up and treat them rather poorly.

Assuming they didn’t just kill them to take what I have here.

So they’d end up dead or wishing they were dead if I lose anyways.

Why not let them help with that in mind?

Was a very easy decision after that argument.

I clench my fists so hard that I cause my palms to bleed. Only for the blood to be pulled back into my hands as the damage is reversed.

This plan better work.

I shake my head at the thought, trying to put away any doubts of whether it will work or not.

The plan has been in the works for months now. Every single meticulous detail of it, working and working and working during this time.

And technically it isn’t even just starting now. Parts of the plan have been in the works, occurring throughout these months hopefully without the enemy noticing.

This may just be the most thought I’ve put into a single plan of action.

Because I can’t let myself get captured here.

I need to reach Class A to have a chance of beating the Class S magicians back on the mainland. Much less Class B.

At the very least I should be able to freely manipulate mana without a spell circle at Class A. I’ve already started trying to figure it out, even if I haven’t had any success.

And that’s the bare minimum I’ll need to win. Against the Class S magicians of the Republic and the doctor.

My eyes narrow.

Although, that might not help against Artorius.

But he isn’t my priority.

To win against the doctor. Or at least pull one over on him to free Mom and Dad.

And this battle?

This plan?

I feel my bloodlust beginning to go wild as I slowly start to run through the forest towards the edge of the inner ring. Running faster than a human being should be able to. Running even faster than a vampire should be able to, just with my muscles tearing along the way and regenerating.

This is just a stepping stone towards that goal.

An old, rotten tree trunk I need to step over.
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It takes about a day to arrive at the valley border of the inner and outer rings. And when I arrive, I stop right at the edge of a high cliff looking out over the valley. Then I spread my arms out a little and close my eyes, taking in a whiff of everything in the valley.

One scent after another enters my nose as I let my bloodlust out. The black veins spreading across my face all the while.

I smell the metal from the devices we stashed all around the valley’s edges on this side. Particularly the cliffsides on the valley.

Although, while everyone calls this a valley, it’s more like one really long albeit not too deep ravine. Just surrounded by cliffs on most sides, with only a few slopes going up to the different sides.

It’s part of why the Kingdom is separated into two rings in the first place.

One side of the ravine and the other.

Other than the devices, I also smell people. Most of whom are in the rather large fortress made solely out of metal I see on the cliff opposite the one I’m on, in the Outer Ring. But there are some people in the ravine as well.

Then there’s the hints of fire and poison I smell in the ravine. Along with a lot of blood in one particular area. Blood that makes my bloodlust grow a little stronger.

It’s not that hard to ignore the blood though.

Unlike what they believe, I’ve got a really strong tolerance against my bloodlust. I don’t even need blood to survive thanks to my immortality. And my bloodlust never grows beyond a certain degree.

So there is no chance I would ever lose myself to it.

I blink before turning towards the ravine to the South, where I smell more people suddenly appearing on the cliff. Then they walk over towards the fortress.

Hmm. Illusion magic no doubt covering them when they enter the ravine.

Interesting.

It’s clear they’re purposefully hiding the people and the blood. But they aren’t hiding the blood’s smell, likely implying that they know about my sense of smell.

Except they don’t seem to know just how strong my sense of smell is.

All as the intel said.

I lower my head again while opening my eyes. Then I cross my arms and turn to look over my shoulder as the wind changes, blowing from behind me. And along with the wind are the scents of humans marching this way.

My own forces, which are arriving not long after I myself arrived.

Okay. Everything’s going well so far.

When I look back, I find Benjamin Anderson – the former leader of my enforcers who now leads my army – marching right along the frontlines. The man is the only Class B magician amongst my forces, and he was also not present during my battle with the last baron.

He was dealing with his own issues and wasn’t at the Caverns during the attack, and since I didn’t want the members of the Caverns helping me, no one ever got him back during the attack.

But now he’s here. And he was rather upset when he was left behind during the last attack.

The man in question nods his head when he sees me, his eyes glowing with an electrical-golden glow in the light due to his lightning variant magic. Meanwhile his shoulder-length blond hair blows in the wind.

I glance behind him to see the forces under his control. A force that grew quite a bit since our last battle with the baron I killed.

People were inspired by the fact that I actually managed to slay one of the barons. A noble. And in direct combat.

In a war. A full battle with all of his forces in open combat.

So one by one, over the course of just a few months, my numbers grew from just two thousand soldiers and fifty magicians to ten thousand soldiers and one hundred magicians.

And unlike with the last battle, I’m bringing them with me this time.

I turn around again to face the other side of the ravine. But at the same time, I feel a flash of pain hit my head, knocking my head to the side before a very brief period of unconsciousness hits me. But I regain my senses again before I even begin to fall, turning my head towards whatever hit me as I still see blood returning to my head in the corner of my vision.

Then I spot the culprit. A man on the other side of the ravine with a sniper rifle aimed at me.

They raise their rifle and smile, giving me a salute. Then the man turns around and begins walking away.

Seriously? Couldn’t have found a better way to signal me and the enemies?

I almost click my tongue in irritation, but I don’t.

Instead I focus on the other side of the ravine as magicians begin to flood out of the fortress. Then a vast number of soldiers follow them and station themselves behind the magicians who form a line along the cliff.

The enemy magicians seem to number in the several hundreds, meanwhile their soldiers number in the couple hundred thousands. And with them all lined up along the cliff, they look more than a little intimidating.

But that’s all.

Nothing more than intimidating.

To me at least, because I see some of my own forces behind me shaking in fear as they arrive and begin spreading themselves out along the cliff as well.

I wait for several minutes as everyone on both sides of the ravine gets their forces in place. Then the general of my own forces walks up to me and whispers into my ear, “Everything’s ready, My King.”

Good.

I nod my head before waiting for what I know to be coming.

And I don’t end up waiting for long, because after just two more minutes, the horn sounds, echoing all across the valley.

Marking the true beginning of this conflict.
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A few seconds of silence pass after the horn is blown, following which a loud voice echoes out across the entire ravine. Saying exactly what I’m expecting it to say.

“Undying Magician! According to the Fifth Article of the War Declaration of the Kingdom of the Fallen, you are hereby asked to bring up to two advisors with you as you meet with our delegates within the center of the ravine. Please search for the flag raised high within the ravine and arrive within three hours. Failure to comply will result in direct open fire on all your forces.”

There it is.

I glance at the general beside me before nodding my head and jumping right off of the cliff to land on broken legs that quickly revert to normal. Then Incendia lands on my shoulder and we begin to head in the direction of the marked location. A location that’s not hard to miss considering the significant height of that flag stretching far into the air.

Their strategy is a rather complicated one and I’m honestly quite impressed that these nobles are all willing to work together for this. But it won’t succeed.

Not unless I’m betrayed, that is. Then things won’t go so smoothly.

Even then though, it should be fine. Probably.

I continue walking forwards until I leave the tree line and enter the large clearing within which a single table is set up with a canopy above it and a large flag. Meanwhile next to the table are three people, all of whom are nobles from the enemy forces.

My eyes glance at Baron Crimson before focusing on Baron Cavendish. The man who is spearheading this whole ‘capture the immortal magician’ hunt.

He’s still wearing that same golden armor clearly belonging to the old Republic. He has light gray hair, a very gruff looking appearance, and appears to be in his sixties.

Also, he doesn’t seem to be very happy. For obvious reasons.

After him I turn to look at the third person in their group. The illusion magician.

She has long blond hair and pale skin, with an appearance of a young girl who has never worked for a moment in her life. But I know that it’s just an illusion.

I’ve already been warned that she rarely ever reveals her true appearance to anyone. Always has an illusion up over herself, changing her appearance to look different.

And it’s never the same illusion twice either.

Always a different one.

I turn my attention away from the illusion magician as Baron Cavendish motions for the table and says, “Please, have a seat Undying Magician. Let’s chat.”

That has my eyebrow twitching for a moment, but I walk up to the table anyways. Because I might as well hear out what they’re going to say.

And I’m curious as to how Crimson will act here.

So far he hasn’t said a word, just keeping up that stoic façade of his. A façade I can’t help but wonder how long will last.

I refocus on Henry Cavendish as the three barons take their seats with me on the other side of the table from them.

Then Henry gets straight to the point, “I know you’ve worked quite hard for this and have gathered a large number of forces. But be real, you have no chance to win, and you know it. So if you surrender now, we will promise to set you free after we either die of old age or we succeed in copying your immortality.” He frowns slightly as he pauses to add, “We would’ve offered you the same benefits Cedric did, but you ruined that chance when you killed Baron Whitmore in your earlier display.”

He goes silent for a few seconds at that before his frown grows a little and he asks, “How about it? Will you consider working with us and surrendering?”

I narrow my eyes at him and answer rather bluntly, “No. I won’t. Is there anything else we need to discuss? Or are we done here?”

None of the three look surprised at that. All they look is disappointed and slightly judgmental. As if they were hoping I’d just make things easy for them.

Or, at least, the illusion and metal affinity magicians look judgmental and disappointed. Crimson keeps up his stoic façade, not showing an ounce of emotion on his face.

“Very well,” Baron Henry Cavendish says with some of his disappointment leaking into his tone. “Then let us decide on terms for the post-war outcome.”

All still going as I expected.

The four of us then begin to hash over details, particularly about each of our own forces should we lose.

In the end, it generally comes down to a rather simple agreement.

Should I be captured, the forces who fought alongside me will be allowed to flee. And should any of the other barons or baronesses die, then their territory will be evenly spread between the surviving barons of this war.

None of them even so much as consider the option of me winning, which has a hint of a smirk stretching across my face as Henry asks, “Is that all?”

“No, we still have terms for one last outcome to set,” I state, making him grow even more judgmental of me. Likely because he already knows where I’m leading this and doesn’t believe it’s necessary or possible.

He can’t just ignore it though.

So I state, “I would like full rights over all of the fallen barons and baronesses lands should I win this war. Their lands, their resources, and everything within. I would also like the barons and baronesses titles to be fully revoked, taking it away from any blood relatives they may have. And I would like this to be written down for your descendants to read after the war.”

Even Baron Val Crimson looks surprised at this, clearly not having guessed at what my terms would be. But he doesn’t say anything, leaving the other two to glare at me.

Neither say a word though. Instead Henry simply says, “Very well.”

Then these terms are added to the contract in between us all. One that is on a special paper and is written down on seven different copies.

Seven because of the two barons who are absent. But it’s obvious that all of these decisions were made by the barons and baronesses beforehand.

Considering how the documents already have their signatures.

The only addition to the contract are my terms.

And to ends things off, the four of us sign the contract. Then we each take a copy.

“The war will begin in two hours,” Henry declares, sending a cold glare at me before he walks away.

I feel the corner of my lips quirking ever so slightly upwards as I turn around and begin walking as well.

But not before seeing the slightest shift from Crimson, pointing towards a particular location on the cliffs.
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After seeing that, I focus my senses in that direction as I walk. And I continue walking through the valley for a few minutes until the barons are out of sight.

Then I count down from ten and continue walking, albeit slowly.

When I get down to five, I jerk my head backwards a bit.

Then at four a loud explosion echoes out from the other end of the valley and I act like I trip, making a powerful wave of heat, humidity, and a loud ringing sound pass right by my head.

At three I hear another explosion while at the same time seeing a large cage made of metal appear in the corner of my eye.

And at two, I turn my head to see the explosion while climbing back to my feet again, giving me a clear view of the massive force sent high in the sky. Like a nuclear explosion but only going upwards and not to the sides, and with a massive metal cage at the center of it all.

Then at one I jump far backwards to land on one of the mines we placed in the valley, blasting me high in the air along with the help of my own fire magic as a massive metal cage stretches out from the ground all around the meeting point including where I was just standing. But it seals itself beneath me right before I land on top of the cage and turn back to see the barons gaping at me from far away.

All of the barons except for Baron Val Crimson.

A man who is grinning widely at me, showing his true colors once again.

Just like when we met three months ago.



Three months ago

“I think we can work together to get rid of those other pesky barons, don’t you?” Baron Val Crimson says with a grin on his face that surprises me more than a little bit. Since from what I’ve heard of his reputation, he wasn’t the sort to do that. To show a face like that.

He’s the stoic type of person who rarely shows his emotions or thoughts on his face.

“And how exactly am I supposed to trust you?” I ask while crossing my arms and scowling at the man. But I still raise a hand to stop my forces from firing on him. It’s not really doing anything anyways, considering how his barrier – one I can’t even see – is just incinerating every bullet that gets near him. “You’re one of the five barons plotting against me, aren’t you?”

“I mean,” the man says while motioning towards all of my soldiers, “I left your men alive, didn’t I? Even as they were firing upon little ol’ me. Isn’t that enough?”

“No,” I bluntly state, my scowl not changing. “Just means you’re tricky.”

“Then how about this,” he says with a smile. “Listen to my heartbeat. To my pulse. To my breathing. You should be able to tell if someone is lying as a vampire, and you know a fire magician can’t block your senses or hide anything from you. That should be enough.”

I scowl at him for several seconds before sighing and focusing on listening to his breathing and pulse. His heart.

Then he says, “I do not mean you any harm and would rather you not be captured by a bunch of idiots. Or anyone, for that matter.”

He’s… not lying.

Why…

“You’re probably wondering why, so I’ll just tell you,” he says with a shrug of his shoulders. “I’m not like those self-deluded old men and women. I know that even if we managed to shake your method of immortality out of you, there is no way we’d be able to reproduce it ourselves in the little time we have left. If it’s even possible to remake in the first place.” The man crosses his arms and smirks at me. “But I also know you’re a fire magician. And I want to see just how far your understanding and merging with the fire element can go as an immortal who will never die. Just how powerful you can become. Even if I won’t be alive to see it myself.”

That… huh.

Sounds reasonable. And he’s probably the most logical and least self-deluded magician I’ve met in the Kingdom of the Fallen thus far.

Even if he looks a little crazy with that smirk of his.

“Tell me your plan first then,” I tell him, deciding to give him a small amount of trust. “But first, let’s head inside before anyone sees you.”

He nods at that, and we head inside of the Undying Caverns towards a meeting room. Then my top officers and leaders of the Caverns join us as he begins his narration of the barons’ current plans.

“We haven’t fully finished each spell yet, but our plan begins with the usual pre-war agreements with the war occurring in the valley between the Inner and Outer Rings,” Baron Crimson begins, confusing me until Claire fills me in on what those are. Which also leads me to understand that Baron Whitmore didn’t do those despite legally being required to. “But they do not plan to uphold the two hour intermission after the agreements. Our plan is to attack you with a special spell bullet shot from our side of the valley. One that is infused with my fire magic to help suppress your own, Henry’s metal magic to seal you in a cage, and Crall’s poison magic to spread the metal through your body before it hardens, creating a cage on the inside of you as well. Then Henry plans to activate another cage beneath your feet, locking you and your monster pet inside so that we can deal with your forces while you’re attempting to escape. Likely using up all of your mana in the process.”

My eyes narrow slightly as the others in the room write down everything he says.

That doesn’t sound especially pleasant.

“So I suggest we turn things around on them,” he says, grinning like a madman. “What d’you think? You in?”

I stare at the man for several seconds, only briefly blinking when Incendia’s voice enters my ears, ‘He has not uttered a falsehood. I swear upon this with the phoenix blood that runs through my veins.’

Then I reach out my hand and state, “You have a deal.”

Trusting in Incendia’s word and her lie detection more than anything this man could ever say.
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"TRAITOR!” Henry shouts, feeling overwhelming fury filling him from head to toe when he sees Val laughing like a maniac after burning the illusion magician to a crisp using a trap to keep her contained. And he recognized the particular spell he used, since it’s a spell Val is largely known for. The only fire magic spell that affects the mind amongst every magician within the Kingdom of the Fallen.

It was the spell he was going to be using on the Undying Magician during the plan.

And it’s one of the few spells that cannot be falsified by illusions, because an illusion cannot mimic a human mind.

Henry quickly turns to look at the cliffs as the many illusion spells across the valley and cliffs dispel themselves. Revealing dozens of artillery stations built into the side of the cliff aimed at the other side of the valley, where the Undying Magician’s soldiers are. It also reveals the thousands of soldiers scattered across the valley that were hidden, as well as the lake of blood that doesn’t seem to be having any sort of effect on the Undying Magician despite his vampiric nature.

What the hell is going on?!

He turns back around to face the Undying Magician, who dodged both of their ambush attacks and is standing on top of the cage. Then he narrows his eyes and makes a large wall of metal appear right next to himself, blocking the wave of flame that is sent at him by Val. And right after that he proceeds to send chains of metal straight at the Undying Magician, inputting his current location into the spell and making sure to use as powerful metal as he can possibly use.

The chains manage to lock onto the Undying Magician despite his attempts to flee, chaining him to the cage.

Damn everything!

Henry turns around and activates the microphone on his collar before shouting as loudly as he can, “OPEN FIRE!!! ACTIVATE THE-”

His voice is cut off when dozens of explosions echo throughout the valley. Explosions he sees clearly from his spot originating right above each and every artillery station within the valley, bringing the cliff down onto the artillery stations. Destroying the stations and killing everyone inside in mere moments.

Meanwhile the soldiers stationed above the cliffs are brought down as well, killing a large portion of the ones closest to the cliff’s edge.

Henry sees red in his rage before he turns his bloodshot eyes towards Val, who is laughing like a maniac as he blasts the metal wall Henry made with spells made entirely of explosions.

Everything… everything is going wrong… all because of Val…

The reason Henry first invited Val to join this battle was because he believed they needed a fire affinity magician to suppress the fire magic of the Undying Magician. But now, because of that decision, their entire plan has fallen apart.

Henry himself was already planning on killing half the other barons by the end of the fight himself, betraying them. But he was only going to do that after they’d already captured the Undying Magician. Not before.

For some reason Val’s attacks stop coming, leaving a strange silence filled only by the shouting and screams of soldiers on the Outer Ring side of the valley. Along with gunfire from the Inner Ring side, coming from the Undying Magician’s forces, who have already started firing.

The baron feels confused and slightly disturbed by the sudden quiet, only for him to make a peek-hole in his wall for him to see through.

And what he sees only confuses him further.

The sight of Val running away towards the Inner Ring side, making distance between himself and Henry, along with the Undying Magician.

What is he doing? Is he fleeing? Did he give up on trying to take me out? But that doesn’t make any…

His thoughts trail off when he turns towards the cage, remembering the chained up Undying Magician. But what he sees surprises him.

Because the Undying Magician is currently staring straight at him with black flames bursting out of his eyes and a faint smirk on his face.

Then the black flame begins to leak from underneath his skin as well. First starting at a small amount, then it grows more and more until the man is completely on fire by the black flames.

Henry feels a chill run down his spine as he feels the heat from where he’s standing. And for some reason he feels a strong desire to run.

So he follows his instincts and begins to run far away from the caged Undying Magician. Only for a ringing sound to echo from behind him, followed by a loud explosion that rocks his ears.

And at first he feels he’s managed to avoid the explosion. But after he glances behind himself once, he spots a wave of miasma and death flames shooting out from the center of the explosion all around the cage.

A wave that is coming directly at him.

He grits his teeth and begins running even faster while pointing both of his hands behind him. And after forging a spell circle, he quickly makes bolts of metal shoot out from behind him to grant him a boost. Meanwhile he also makes bladed skates on his feet to move as fast as he possibly can away from the miasma.

But despite his efforts, the miasma and death flames chasing after him manage to lick at his heels, making him shout out in pain.

Henry grits his teeth harder and harder at the pain of his own flesh dying before he finally manages to get away, the black flames and miasma stopping right around the edge of the valley, at the cliff wall.

He then glances at the damage done and grimaces at seeing the torn apart armor on his calves and the dead flesh covering the outer parts of his skin. Even the metal plating he had created as secondary armor with a spell while running is nothing but scrap now.

Then he raises his head to find the entire valley near the explosion wiped clean of anything living as the source of the explosion dresses himself at the center of it without so much as a shred of emotion on his face.

And it’s now that the baron finally feels true fear towards the Undying Magician.
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Alright, so that worked out rather well. Even if the spell still misfired in the end.

It was supposed to be an instant explosion, and it wasn’t supposed to have any death flames in the explosion. Although I should probably make it so that it does.

But the death flames and miasma mixed a bit in that explosion and lessened the effect.

Probably would’ve killed that baron asshole if that didn’t happen.

Both with the delay and the weaker blast.

If either didn’t happen he’d be dead.

And that’s not all. There was supposed to be a spot that I inputted into the spell that would be left alone by the resulting blast. One meant for a certain fire magic using baron.

But that spot didn’t exist. If I had to guess it was messed up when my brain went caput right after the spell was cast.

Probably for the best that I forgot to mention this spot to the baron. Otherwise he might be in a rather unpleasant situation right now.

He ran for the hills at least.

I glance at the cliff to find him still laughing while standing right at the bottom of it, not too far out of the edge of the blast.

Literally, by the looks of it. Sorta.

Cliffs count as hills, right? They do. I’ve decided they do so that the metaphor works one way or another.

Anyways, Baron Cavendish looks genuinely afraid now as I meet his gaze again, having just put my clothes back on. Meanwhile gunfire continues echoing from above us from one cliff to the other. Although most of the shots are being fired by my forces, since the barons’ forces are all in chaos.

Whether it’s due to the betrayal from Baron Crimson’s forces and the baron himself, with his forces shooting at their own, or due to the traps set up across their cliff that took out their artillery. The enemies just aren’t in any shape to attack.

Then there’s the fact that Baroness Helmuth is dead. Something that surprised even me.

Wasn’t expecting Baron Crimson to take advantage of their initial surprise to off one of the others. Or rather, wasn’t expecting him to be able to off them. Since an illusion magician – from what I’ve heard – is generally a pain to deal with.

Many of them like to set up illusions over themselves to alter their visible location or visible form and make attacks miss due to it. The stronger ones even tend to make fake illusion copies of themselves. But from what I’ve heard, those are very hard to program as a spell. Since they need to make a perfect illusion of themselves and have it completely consistent, never glitching out or vanishing, and being level perfectly with the ground and with its animations.

That’s also not considering the distance factor, where the magician has to be close enough to activate and keep the spell activated. There’s the issue that the further away they are the harder and more mana intensive it is to keep up the perfect copy, and their spell circle itself if flashy and hard to hide, which makes the illusion kinda pointless.

So they have to be strong and skilled enough to be far away while the illusion is up. Not to mention have enough mana to keep the spell up at that distance.

Overall, most can’t do it. Only a Class S would be able to.

But no magician can fake a mind. Making Tier VI spells their weakness.

I just didn’t realize he had a Tier VI fire spell. Not many fire magicians can make one.

Makes me want his help when making one later on.

Anyways, I look up at the cliff to find rather large spell circles beginning to form. Including a purple one and a black and white one. No doubt originating from the poison affinity magician and the soul magician. The two nobles who didn’t participate in the contract signing.

I’m glad I thought to put that contract in my storage device, now that I think about it.

Along with the soul spell, all of the dead soldiers on both sides of the war begin to rise, with the dead on my side of the valley attacking my soldiers. Meanwhile the dead on their side jump down into the valley and then begin charging towards my side.

Well that’s annoying but to be expected from a necromancer baroness.

On the other hand, the poison spell circle is making large waves of poison flood out straight towards my forces. But the magicians on my side manage to erect barriers to block it, sending them into the valley.

I narrow my eyes at the many attacks, some of which targeting Crimson’s forces and others attacking my own. Then I spread both my arms out and begin to make spell circles of my own.

It’s clear what the remaining barons’ objectives are. They’re targeting my forces and are no doubt trying to isolate me. Probably so that they can attack me again at a later time without any forces on my own side then. Trying to take out any allies I may have.

My gaze turns towards Baron Cavendish, who is currently moving up onto the cliff with his metal magic making a rising platform. But it doesn’t look like he can move much on his own, even with some spells making a metal brace for his partially dead legs.

Then I focus on the several spell circles I’ve been making before raising both of my hands and clapping them together, merging all of the spell circles into one and amplifying the effect of the spell.

This guy has been a major pain for long enough.

The man in question turns his gaze to me right as I narrow my eyes and activate the spell.

Making all of the spell circles spin a few times while activating, the scripts running at breakneck speeds while thick waves of black flame shoot straight out of them to blast into the cliff right where the baron is.

Wiping him from existence in one fell swoop.
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I begin to make my way back towards the Inner Ring side of the valley while keeping an eye on the aftermath of my spell. Just to make absolutely certain that the man is dead. And after it fully clears up, I find the cliffside completely ripped apart. Leaving not a single thing behind.

Good.

That’s two of the four enemy barons dealt with.

I glance up at the other side of the valley as I run towards my forces. Trying to reach them so that I can support them with barrier spells.

Since death flame barrier spells work quite well as I’ve come to learn.

“Go ahead of me,” I tell Incendia, and she quickly jumps off of my shoulder and begins flying towards the cliff. Then she starts casting death flame barrier spells ahead of me to block both bullets and incoming spells.

They’re especially good against bullets as I’ve learned. Because the bullets are all devoured entirely before reaching the other side of the barrier. Even if they do break through.

I grit my teeth as I run across the valley until I reach the cliff. Then I climb up to the top and quickly move over towards the general of my forces who is barking out orders like a madman.

Once he sees me he immediately stops and shouts in question, “My King, how did it go?!”

I give him a thumbs up before getting close enough to speak and saying, “Two of the barons are dead. The necromancer and the poison magician are all that remains. And Crimson is having a blast killing his former allies.”

Which doesn’t speak well of his character, but I can’t really say anything on that since he betrayed them to help me. So whatever.

Incendia said that he was telling the truth when he said why he was helping us. So he genuinely does want to see how far I can get in fire magic.

Although he also apparently mentioned later on that he wanted to learn about my death flames, even if he couldn’t use them. But I haven’t taught him any so far.

And a phoenix can detect lies perfectly. Something to do with them being mythical creatures.

Which is very helpful.

“Good,” the general says, turning his gaze towards the other cliff as more explosions ring out. Many of which come from attacks originating on the other cliff. Attacks by Baron Crimson’s forces. “It certainly looks like they’re keeping them busy. And the explosives around the cliffside took out the artillery, just like he said.”

“Yeah,” I state while raising both of my hands and sending spell circles out to make barriers every time movement is detected in the air heading towards us. The barriers will activate on their own after the movement is detected a certain distance away from the barrier’s position, drain a portion of my mana, and set up the barrier to block the attacks.

They’re also designed to try to minimalize the mana I spend too. Simply by making the barriers cover less area while using the size of the projectile to determine the size of the barriers.

I’m pretty proud of the spell. Even if it was one that the skeleton helped me design.

“Casualties?” I ask without taking my gaze away from my spell and the spell circles. Trying to make absolutely certain that no defects enter the spell.

“Out of the ten thousand one hundred and eleven forces under your command, two hundred and ten have died thus far,” Benjamin answers, sounding rather impressed by those numbers.

And I understand that perfectly.

While two hundred and ten deaths are a lot, it’s the middle of a battle. One where the enemy forces have at least two hundred thousand.

So just two hundred and ten casualties in a war of this scale is astonishing at this point.

“The number of casualties should decrease now that Incendia and I are here,” I state without looking back at him as I briefly glance away from my spell to look at Incendia running her own exact same spell. But hers is covering the other half of the cliff, far from here.

I return my attention to my spell again as dozens of small walls of death flames appear, devouring the bullets and spells sent our way. But some of the spells break past my barrier. The magicians amongst my forces block it with a barrier of their own though, so it doesn’t do much if any damage. And there aren’t any deaths from the spells that break through.

In addition to that, my spell doesn’t shatter just from one barrier breaking. Although it does cost me more mana to replace that barrier, since the spell works on making a wall of inactive barriers that are set to active when the projectiles get close.

And one barrier breaking destroys it completely and requires it to be recreated.

Unfortunately, in a battle with this many magicians on both sides, a Class C magician like me is nothing but a basic fighter in the war.

At least, in terms of magic.

My eyes narrow as my barriers counter one spell after another bullet. Slowly draining down my mana reserves until – thanks to the explosion from before – I run completely out of mana.

Then I lower my hands and quietly tell my general, “It’s time for the next phase.”

Benjamin pauses for a moment as my barriers in the sky all shatter and my spell circles vanish. Then he says, “Understood, My King. We will continue our work here.”

I nod my head without turning to face him.

My bloodlust slowly returns as my eyes flare a glowing crimson and black veins start to stretch out of my eyes across my face.

I may just be a regular every day fighter in a war of magicians, albeit one that can’t die, but when it comes to close combat…

Without hesitation, I jump down from the cliff and begin sprinting towards the other cliff across the valley.

…no human fights like a vampire.
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As I’m running, I grab a bottle of blood and down the thing, ignoring the flavor that fills my mouth in the process. Not to mention the invigorating feeling I get from it.

And right after doing so, I feel my speed increasing two-fold. Making me move across the valley at breakneck speeds. Speeds almost to the point of being nothing but a blur to human eyes.

My boost from the blood doesn’t last for long since it’s not fresh blood though. So as soon as I reach the other side of the valley, I jump straight to the halfway point of the cliff. Then I quickly climb up the rest of the way and target the closest soldier who is not wearing Crimson’s symbol.

The soldier lets out a short shout before I cover his mouth and begin drinking blood right from his throat. And as soon as I get my fill, I snap his neck and move on to the next one, snapping necks and ripping out hearts left and right. Only occasionally being blocked by a powerful barrier before I move around it or change directions.

And it doesn’t take long for my actions to get the attention of the higher ups amongst their forces.

But they aren’t much of a problem right now since most are already busy fighting either my own forces or Crimson’s forces. With the poison magician baron fighting against Baron Crimson himself in a rather destructive display several kilometers away down near a fortress.

Slaughtering more than a few of their own soldiers in the process.

To the point that a lot of their forces are moving far away from them.

I continue my own slaughter, killing one enemy soldier after another along with any magician I can get my claws on. Because the fewer magicians they have, the greater the chances of our victory will be.

Even the two fighting barons are avoiding taking out their own magicians at least, regardless of their uncaring attitude towards their soldiers.

It doesn’t take me long to enter a frenzy, killing every single soldier I see who isn’t marked with Crimson’s mark. Completely losing control of myself for the very first time since becoming a vampire.

Just slaughtering the humans without a care. With nothing but red in my vision.

Until I feel a powerful force impacting me in the side, sending me flying straight through a bunch of people with a grunt. Only to end up slamming into one of the fortresses nearby. A different one than the one Crimson is fighting at.

I blink in confusion, having snapped out of my frenzy. Then I climb to my feet with the limited damage I took already reverted, the rubble on me falling off in the process of me standing as I look around.

It doesn’t take very long to find the source of the attack. Partially due to the army of undead beginning to head towards me from every direction, and partially due to the woman floating in the air on top of a black and white magic circle.

Baroness Elara Nightshade.

The necromancer on their side who’s been raising all of these undead.

Rather annoying if you ask me.

She doesn’t look particularly happy about me either though. And when I look past her at the carnage I dealt out – which happens to be in the middle of her forces in particular – I can understand why.

Yeah, I did deal quite the blow to her military.

I return my attention to her to see her hands twitching in anger.

Interesting. From what I’ve heard, she’s usually rather carefree and annoying in her actions and speech.

But she’s silent right now and looks pissed as hell.

Is that just how she is when she’s mad? Silent as a mouse?

Looks like it, as she spreads both arms out and begins making multiple spell circles form around her. Each of which have that same black and white glow.

I watch for a few seconds as what look like phantom arms stretch out of the spell circles and towards me. And when they reach me, I try to punch at one without much care. Since I don’t have any magic and they’re clearly faster than I am.

But my fist flies straight through it. Then the phantom hand wraps its fingers around me and begins squeezing, proving that despite me not being able to touch it, it can certainly touch me.

Annoying, but not really a problem.

She floats closer and casts another spell. This one having the spell circle spanning a rather vast distance with the two of us being at the center.

Her eyes begin to glow a faint white as she meets my own, and I quickly realize what she’s trying to do.

Then a burning sensation spreads across my entire body as I barely stop myself from screaming out loud.

Time blinks as her soul targeting spell – no idea what it’s trying to do – attacks me. But eventually, the pain fades, leaving me collapsing on the ground while panting despite not having any actual damage done to me.

Fucking soul magic.

I climb to my feet and glare at the shocked woman.

Not sure if she just didn’t know soul magic doesn’t work on me, or if she just didn’t fully believe it due to how unbelievable it is.

Doesn’t really matter though.

I take advantage of her shock to quickly pull out my rifle, raise it up, and shoot straight at her.

She hastily puts up a barrier, but even with her being Class B, she only manages a half-barrier in time. One that is shattered by my bullet before my shot strikes her directly in the shoulder. The woman having managed to move ever so slightly out of the line of my shot in the instant her barrier spared her.

Not a bad reaction speed.

Then again, she’s Class B after all.

I fire again as she tries to flee, but this time she’s managed to cast a wide range barrier, blocking my view of her completely. And my shot.

And since I don’t have any mana left, I can’t empower my shot to break through this one.

Damn.

Guess I’ll have to get up close and personal.

I put my rifle in my storage and draw both of my swords before quickly climbing up the fortress wall.

Time to play chase.
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Baroness Nightshade quickly flees through the air, using her soul magic to fly through the air almost as if she were to be on top of her spell circles. But I know that she’s merely using her spells to make herself float by controlling her own soul. Something that is actually rather impressive in its own right.

It also misleads some people into believing that destroying the spell circle beneath her feet will do something to stop her from flying. Which it won’t.

I manage to gain ground, or rather, height on her rather quickly as I jump from one ledge to another on the wall. Sometimes even making my own little ledges to grip onto by digging my claws forcefully into the wall.

And when I reach the top of the wall, I put as much strength as I can in my legs before jumping straight through the air towards the magician. Shattering one barrier made of soul energy after another that appears in my way. All the way till I reach her and reach straight for her back, tearing my hand straight into it.

Before I can successfully grab ahold of her heart, though, I feel that same splitting pain as before and lose the strength in my hand as my mind almost goes blank. And by the time I regain full consciousness again, I find myself already falling towards the ground.

My efforts weren’t in vain though, since I’m not the only one falling. The baroness is also falling straight towards the ground, her wound clearly proving too much for her to focus on her spell casting.

Then my eyes narrow as I fall, spotting the baroness’s body glowing a faint white and black color.

What is she…

Seriously?

The wound in her back sealed up. Of course, she’s still screaming in the process, so she can’t have done any real healing, but it’s no longer loosing blood.

Guess that really is possible for soul magicians to do. Forcefully ‘heal’ by tearing away from their own soul to do it. Thereby ripping apart some of their life force.

And doing one of the most reprehensible things in the eyes of a magician.

Shortening her lifespan.

Huh.

She really wants to get away.

No magician ever even so much as considers shortening their lifespan. It’s a precious thing to most magicians since it’s finite.

The biggest hurdle for magicians and the biggest reason for their desire of my secrets.

I watch for a few seconds as I continue falling down towards the ground, unable to do anything as I’m out of mana and even I can’t jump midair without a spell. Leaving me unable to do anything but helplessly shoot at her with my rifle, with the bullets being blocked by more barriers as the necromancer activates another spell and continues floating away.

At the same time, I notice all of the undead beneath us collapsing like puppets whose strings were cut. The baroness no doubt focusing everything she has on fleeing now.

Damn. I really wasn’t expecting her to try this hard fleeing.

I helplessly watch her float away for several seconds right before I hit the ground, the woman having reached a point way too high for me to reach now even if I tried climbing the wall again.

Am I really going to have to let her go? She will absolutely come for vengeance in the future. No magician would ever sit by and let their lifespan be shortened without getting payback.

Even if she doesn’t do it directly to me.

Most likely she’ll go after people I care about.

It’s just how magicians are.

I grit my teeth and try to climb the wall again anyways, only for it to prove just as pointless as I expected. Even as I shoot my rifle midair while going up.

Right when I’m about to profess this a lost cause though, a black light shines in the form of a streak through the sky straight towards the baroness. And just as quickly as it’d arrived, it passes through her body and out the injury I caused. An injury that was merely sealed and not healed.

Then my eyes finally make out what the black streak is. Not that I needed to see her to know.

Considering the black flames she was clearly coated in.

I smile as I fall back to the ground, landing on my feet this time. And just seconds later, Incendia lands on my outstretched arm with a nod.

‘Good job,’ I tell her through our bond. ‘You got any news on the rest of the battle?’

‘The necromancers actions caused some chaos, but the general is handling it, and the chaos wasn’t just on our side,’ she answers as I turn to look in the direction of Crimson. ‘And the deaths of so many of their barons are causing a lot of them to flee, deserting the battlefield entirely and evening the playfield.’

That’s to be expected. Most of the soldiers of these barons really don’t want to work for them.

They often have no choice. It’s work for them, starve to death, go to the inner ring and possibly die there instead, or be killed.

Really depends on which baron it is that they’re near.

“Sounds good,” I state out loud while beginning to walk in the direction of the fortress Crimson is at. A fortress that is a lot quieter now than it was before.

I also don’t smell any more poison from that direction while I do smell fire. Which means it’s likely that the battle is over, and the poison magician is dead.

Any and all soldiers I pass by on my way either run away in terror at the sight of me or freeze up in terror. Which makes me glance down at myself to find more than a little blood practically splattered all over me.

Particularly around my right hand and my mouth and throat.

Meh.

I continue walking without paying any mind to the blood.

And when I arrive at the fortress, I find a surprising sight.

“You didn’t kill him?” I ask while tilting my head, staring at the sight of Crimson standing around giving orders to his soldiers who are tying up the unconscious poison magician.

Unexpected.
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Crimson looks at me after barking out a couple more orders. And the look in his eyes honestly sends a slight chill down my spine as he stares at the death flames still licking at my shoulder from Incendia.

Incendia ignores the gaze though.

After a second, he looks at the tied up magician and answers my question, “I dislike being wasteful.”

I stare at him for a second, expecting more to his answer. But he doesn’t continue.

Oh. So he’s back to that stoic persona.

Probably because the battle is over, and the barons are dealt with. His excitement has most likely gone away.

That’s for the best. I’ve grown to understand that this guy is disturbing when excited.

I open my mouth to say something, only for a shiver to run down my spine from somewhere else. One so strong that it has me instantly closing my mouth and jumping far backwards.

Then a wave of crimson and black destructive energy washes over where we were just standing. And when I raise my head, I find that insane lady floating in the air on top of a completely silent wave of that same destructive energy.

“Rachel,” I state while frowning. “What are you doing?”

She smiles and waves at me as the flood of crimson and black energy that I understand to be pure destruction magic slowly fades. Revealing an unharmed Crimson in the middle of it currently glaring up at her.

“Viscountess Rachel Blake, I see you’ve taken an interest as well,” he says, his glare not softening even a little bit. Then he turns to look at me and says, “I feel sorry for you.”

And without another word, the man begins to walk away, leaving behind the dead ground where the poison magician was just at mere moments ago. Where nothing is currently at now.

The poison magician was completely erased by her destruction magic. Along with the soldiers tying him up and the chains.

Everything. Just gone.

Destruction magic really is powerful.

A quick grin spreads across her face before she waves her hands, making spell circles form in front of her that spew out bolts of destruction magic straight towards my armies. But I jump forwards at the same time as Incendia leaps off of my shoulder, the two of us blocking the attacks that were clearly directed at my forces. Trying to kill my soldiers and magicians.

She laughs at that and then quickly begins to leave.

Damnit, she really will be a fucking pain to deal with.

Judging by her actions here along with what Crimson said, she really is insane. Just like most of the intel I’ve gotten said.

She can’t be trusted in the slightest.

Not one bit.

She does whatever interests her at the time and has absolutely zero interest in consequences.

As if they just don’t exist.

Clearly why she’s so happy attacking me after helping me not too long ago.

It’s why I never considered her even so much as a potential ally.

I glare at her retreating back while landing back on solid ground again. But she doesn’t pay any attention to me. Nor to the soldiers belonging to me shooting at her.

Crimson’s forces are just dealing with the surviving barons’ forces.

Our agreement was that he would deal with the aftermath of the war, and I’d give him the territory of that poison magician baron. Since his territory is away from the border. Same with the illusion affinity baroness.

Meanwhile I would get the territory bordering the inner ring belonging to the metal and soul affinity baron and baroness.

I let out a sigh before turning around, deciding not to waste time with the insane basket case right now.

Actually, I do have a bit of a plan to deal with her, but it’ll take some time. And it’ll depend on the skeleton’s temper.

Because I’m sure she’d attack the skeleton if I can manipulate her into doing so. Since she doesn’t care about consequences.

Then I can just have the skeleton deal with that little problem.

He might even be interested in examining destruction magic.

Not exactly a common affinity after all.

So I begin sprinting back towards my side of the valley before meeting up with the general. Soon finding the man already barking out orders to the soldiers for post-war affairs.

“You know what you need to do?” I ask him just to make sure after seeing that he’s already figured out the war is over. And after he nods his head, I give a faint smile, startling everyone nearby before I start heading to a nearby cliff to watch everything.

Mostly to make sure that Crimson doesn’t end up betraying me in the end.

I doubt he will, but just in case. It’s best to make absolutely certain.

Would rather waste some time sitting around watching than let my forces get killed just because I left too soon.

Not to mention Rachel being nearby. I wouldn’t let her anywhere near my forces without me being nearby.

Even with me nearby she tried killing a bunch of them on a whim.

We only blocked her hits by taking the blows ourselves. Because even if we tried using spells to block them, I’m sure they would’ve pierced straight through and then blasted my forces.

I rest my elbows on my legs while dangling my legs over the ledge of the cliff and looking out over all of the forces from both my side and Crimson’s. Not to mention the captured forces from the dead barons and baronesses, and the still fleeing soldiers and magicians as well.

After this there are still a couple problems to deal with.

The only people I’ve been fighting so far have been barons and baronesses. The lowest ranks amongst the nobility.

And while their noble rank doesn’t match their Class as a magician, it does match their territory and overall power. Specifically with different sized forces of soldiers and magicians.

Up till now they haven’t paid much of any attention to me. With them at least respecting my technical status as the prince of the Kingdom of the Fallen.

But now that I’ve killed so many nobles, I can’t see them standing on the sidelines anymore.

Not to mention Katie’s father.

I haven’t interacted with the nature magician who joined my ranks a while back much, but Claire says she’s doing well. And I wouldn’t be surprised if her father, one of the dukes, finally takes action as well.

Overall, this is going to be interesting to see how things develop from here.

Intermission 5
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Adalwolf begins to cackle in absolute joy after seeing the battle. He’s been growing far too bored over the years, and not only did this battle spice things up for his successor, but it proved entertaining for the king as well.

Enough so that he thinks he’ll actually do it.

But before that, he watches the aftermath of the battle. As the forces belonging to both his successor and the Crimson Baron gather all of the equipment of the fallen and the now-ashen undead. As they gather together the enemy forces and bring them in for indentured servitude until the war prisoners pay off their service. And as they clean up any remains of traps and the like on the battlefield.

All while Adalwolf’s successor simply sits on a cliff’s ledge watching everything with his glowing crimson eyes in the night. The black veins on his face seemingly refusing to fade away.

Wonder if that’s because of his mental state? A mental state driven by this battle.

Regardless of what it is, Adalwolf finds his curiosity piqued. Since it appears his natural bloodlust’s resting state has increased a small amount from the battle.

There are several different reasons he can think of for it, but the one that stands out the most is how he entered a frenzy during the war.

A frenzy where he lost a large amount of his reason and just killed. Drinking the blood of those he killed in the process and slaughtering thousands.

Then, to his further surprise, his successor’s face finally begins to return to normal. With the black veins receding at last.

Adalwolf watches his successor for another hour or so before finally flying higher into the sky. Deciding that there isn’t much else to see here.

But he pauses not long after beginning to leave as he thinks of the destruction affinity magician. That viscountess he’s seen causing endless trouble all around his kingdom.

Destruction magic… may be interesting to study.

He turns his gaze towards the direction she left and stares for a little while. Then he turns his entire body into miasma and blitzes through the sky. Soon passing straight through the barrier he has around the Kingdom of the Fallen, then past the skies of the Republic, all the way till he arrives at his destination in the Barren Pass.

The Class S death magician ignores the monsters filling the Pass as he heads straight into the air ducts leading into the base he finds deep within the Pass. Having skipped straight by the battle he sensed ongoing somewhere in the sea above the Pass. A battle he knows includes the doctor of whom owns this base.

Adalwolf continues through the vents of the base, shattering one protection and detection spell after another until he finally leaves the vents and reforms himself right outside of a room within the base. And without pause, he steps forwards and destroys the door to the room, not bothering with opening it. Startling the two people on the other side of the door. Both of whom appear to be in their early fifties. And both appear similar to Nathan, except without the crimson eyes he has.

“I’m taking you out of here,” Adalwolf tells them both before snapping his fingers, making a sphere of death mana appear around them.

Then he quickly begins to break straight through the ceiling of the base, through the ground past it, and out into the open once more.

He did such a good job back there I might as well save his family. But he won’t be getting them back so easily.

A faint smirk stretches across his face while he flies up into the air with the two humans in tow.

The boy needs a source of motivation to work after all.

The skeleton begins to cackle at that again, making the two people he’s bringing along with him shiver in fear while clutching at each other. But despite their fear and his not asking for their permission, neither of them are harmed by the death mana around them. And they notice it.

So neither of them make a sound as they fly through the air.

Adalwolf continues flying straight past the sea, through the Republic, and towards the Kingdom of the Fallen once again. Then he moves through his kingdom, making sure to go a route far away from his successor to make sure he doesn’t even have a chance of noticing him, before he finally arrives at his treant again.

The king moves with purpose through his dark treant, bringing the orb of death mana along with him with it floating over his shoulder. Until he reaches a single suite of rooms within the treant. One furnished with luxurious furnishings and filled with food and water.

After checking the place one last time, he moves the orb to the ground within the room and pops the sphere, sending his successors biological parents sprawling onto the ground.

“Stay here and you will be freed when your son is strong enough to free you himself,” Adalwolf tells them before stepping back and raising a wall of death mana all around the suite. And at the same time, the treant they’re in seals off the entrance to the suite, allowing nothing but air to pass inside.

Adalwolf wipes his bony hands despite not needing to before heading off towards his own lab.

Now I won’t have to worry about him losing his sanity due to his parents being killed.

The king nods his head with satisfaction at that without pausing in his path towards the lab.

But as he walks, he briefly focuses his senses on the Outer Ring of his kingdom. Where the higher ranking nobles dwell.

And where he finds them all plotting. Each and every one, from the lowest ranks to the highest.

Some plotting to work together with their new prince, others plotting to capture him.

And the sight pleases the king to no end.
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The next couple days pass by in pretty much a blur. A lot happens but also not a lot at the same time. A lot because a lot really is happening, but not a lot because I’ve mostly delegated every single task while I work on perfecting that self-destruct spell of mine.

So other people are dealing with the annoying stuff.

I smile a little at the thought, only for the smile to vanish when I blow myself up again. Then I reform soon after my consciousness returns and begin making some small changes to the spell.

After a few seconds doing that, I walk back to the center of the room.

Overall, from what Claire’s told me at least, we ended up gathering a large majority of the remaining factions within the Inner Ring after our last war ended in victory. Since we’ve shown ourselves to be powerful enough to take on the nobles. Effectively establishing a nation of our own. Or at least our own real faction within the nobility.

I am technically a noble here as well. A prince of the nation.

We’ve also taken in the territories of the Cavendish Barony and the Nightshade Barony. The territories previously belonging to Baron Henry Cavendish and Baroness Elara Nightshade.

Which have turned us quite the profit.

And since we have the blueprints for some of the Republic’s technology here, some of which from my memories and some from the skeleton selling it to me in exchange for spending time with him, we have better tech than the other nobles.

The only thing they’re still beating us in is their total number of people. Both magicians and non-magicians. Although especially magicians.

Magicians are always the priority in a battle. The biggest threats.

They also just plain have more land though. And more land often – even if not always – means more people.

I proceed to test out my self-destruct spell twice more, using up a large portion of my remaining mana before I write down the last of my notes and get dressed. Then I head out of my lab and enter my room, soon finding Incendia taking a nap on her perch within the room.

Incendia was a massive help during the war itself. Without her by my side, there’s no way we would’ve won this war. At least not with such a clear victory.

I smile at that thought before walking over to her and stroking her feathers a bit. And after that, I head out of my room to look at the rest of my home. A home that has gotten significantly bigger over time and looks like a regular cheaper mansion from back in the Republic now.

It even has some of the appliances from the Republic now that we have their technology here.

Just too bad technology doesn’t mean victory in battle. Nor does having technology mean we have Arcadian Metal. Since we have no way to get that here.

Apparently the miasma floating all around the nation destroyed the natural deposits.

It doesn’t affect processed Arcadian Metal though, fortunately enough.

I pat my own swords at my waist at that thought. Swords that have needed some work done on them since the last battle. Since they were chipped slightly from the destruction magician’s attacks.

Damned Rachel.

She hasn’t actually shown herself again since. Which is good, but also confusing.

It’s not like her.

Probably means she’s planning something.

I frown at that thought as I continue walking through my place until I arrive at the entrance of my home. And after leaving, I look around at the large cavern I now find myself in. One filled with soldiers at multiple exits with a large garden within it.

The garden has artificial lights across the ceiling created by the light affinity magicians of the Undying Caverns, along with a large fountain with a statue of me and Incendia at the center of the place. Something that was constructed to celebrate our victory against those nobles.

I walk through the garden for a bit, ignoring the salutes sent my way by the soldiers as I approach the fountain.

At this point we’ve fully established ourselves in the kingdom. But I can’t get complacent.

After all, I still need to become a Class A magician and to learn free casting at the very least if I want even the slightest chance at freeing Mom and Dad from the doctor. And I feel like I’m starting to touch on the aspects of free casting.

I look down at my hand before closing my eyes and focusing on my mana. On the sensation of moving it myself.

Of course, the moment I try, it backfires and quite literally rips through my arm, spreading necrosis throughout it and killing the flesh itself in a mere moment. Only for it all to revert back to normal again seconds later.

But I at least know where to start now.

And I only started to sense it after experiencing all of those spells during that war, to my surprise.

Guess the saying that war is the best teacher really does have some merit.

I stop when I make it to the front of the fountain, just looking at my reflection on it with a blank expression on my own face. Not really sure how I feel about everything anymore.

Over time, things have just… gotten routine.

What am I even doing anymore?

I stare at my fountain for a while, merely listening to the water fall from it. Then I eventually let out a sigh.

Right. Strength for freedom. Strength for revenge. Strength for my family.

And strength to make sure I never lose anything again.

All about strength.

Why do I feel so… distant about that now? Like my emotions have dampened again over time.

It’s… weird.

I continue staring at my fountain for a bit before thinking of Incendia. Of my family. And of some of the subordinates I’ve gotten in my time here.

Well, it’s not all empty.

Not anymore.

Not like it was when I first arrived here.

The faintest hint of a smile stretches across my face at that thought before I proceed to head out of the garden towards the main tunnel.
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“-so in order to start the shapeshifting process, you need to merge your very DNA with your mana,” the skeleton continues our lesson as I type down my notes. “Tier V spells are far more difficult than any other Tier of spell you’ve tried so far. They’re not like Tier III healing spells. They are meant to directly alter the human body. And they are far more touchy and likely to cause harm.”

Understandable.

I think these lessons he gives me are the only times where I actually like the stupid skeleton.

“But just like with Tier III spells, Tier V spells won’t likely work on you,” the skeleton says while using a pointer to point at a blackboard showing my body. “As with everything else, your body would just revert back normal after any changes. However, as a magician, you can’t simply skip knowing how these spells work. So you need to at least design one Tier V spell to know the inner workings of them. Otherwise you’ll be left blindsided when you need to revert a spell.”

I frown at that before understanding what he means.

While those spells won’t work on me, they will work on those I care about. And I’d rather not have to be left watching a friend or even possibly my parents being stuck under the effects of a Tier V spell.

“There aren’t very many fire spells meant to shapeshift or alter the body, but there are plenty of death magic spells,” he continues. “After you design a Tier V spell of your own to work on yourself, you will know the fundamentals behind designing Tier V spells for others. Such as turning someone into an undead.”

Right. Lots of Tier V death magic spells.

They’re the first real spells of necromancy after all. For the death magic branch at least.

“Before we go over any of that, I will explain to you the difference between the two branches of necromancy,” the skeleton says while changing the blackboard to show a screen instead. One with two diagrams of silhouettes. “Of the two branches, death branch necromancy directly alters the body of the subject, whereas soul branch necromancy alters the soul of the subject instead.” He pauses for a second while pointing the pointer at the silhouette on the left with a bunch of black and purple particles in it. “Death branch necromancy fills the subject’s body with death mana while mutating the DNA directly, merging the two and killing the brain at the same time. This will turn them into an unintelligent undead run directly by the mana in their body and the spell supplying it and controlling them. But when the spell stops running, the undead will stop as well.”

The skeleton pauses to look at me as I write down my notes before he adds, “Some more advanced spells can keep the undead active even after the spell has run its course. Until it runs out of death mana. But even those don’t allow the caster to control the undead any further, leaving it to act entirely on the orders it was last given before the spell ran its course.”

I think back to the necromancer baroness that Incendia and I killed during the war. How her undead just dropped like puppets the moment she was killed.

“As you likely saw during your little war, the soul branch of necromancy works differently,” the skeleton says while pointing at the other silhouette that has a white and black energy surrounding the undead’s body, along with a white energy filling their head. “The soul magic branch works through creating an artificial and temporary soul under the control of the caster. One located within the brain of the body that has a slight film around its skin to control the undead. It doesn’t strengthen the body in any way like the death magic branch, but it requires far less mana to cast and allows for more ‘puppets’.” He pauses for a second as I continue writing notes before he focuses solely on me and asks, “Now a question. Based on what I’ve told you, tell me the biggest difference you’ve thought of between the two types of undead.”

The biggest difference…

“Undead created by death magic are an entirely different species from normal humans while undead created by soul magic are simply dead bodies that have been turned into puppets,” I answer him while imagining the two in my mind. “Technically, undead created by soul branch magic shouldn’t be considered undead at all. Since they are merely artificial souls inhabiting the dead corpse. Unlike death branch undead which were mutated by death mana and miasma.”

“Correct, on all accounts,” the skeleton says with a nod. Then he pushes the three segments of the pointer together and finishes, “That’ll be all for this lesson. By our next session, make sure to have started your work on a Tier V spell.”

I nod my head at that before finishing up my notes and putting my tablet away. But my mind is already running all over the place with ideas for a possible Tier V spell.

Maybe a spell for elemental shifting? Transforming my body into fire itself. Like how I’ve seen the skeleton turn his into miasma.

But would I even be able to make a spell like that? If I tried making it, how would I test it? My body would revert before I finish using the spell, so how’d I test it?

I don’t think it would work out… so a different type of Tier V spell? But what…

“Before you begin brainstorming, there are some people I would like you to see,” Adalwolf suddenly says, snapping me out of my little trance as I raise my head to look at him. “And I’m pretty sure you’ll want to see them.”

I stare for a few seconds before muttering, “What? Who?”

“You’ll see soon enough,” he says while staring at me with the flames making up his eyes blazing with a level flame. “Follow me.”

What’s he… guess it can’t hurt to see.

Might as well follow him.
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“What’s this about?” I ask as we walk through the treant. But he doesn’t answer.

He doesn’t even say anything. Just keeps on walking.

I frown at his cloaked back, going silent myself.

He wants me to see some people? But who? And the way he worded it… he didn’t say he wanted me to meet someone. So does that mean I already know them?

Maybe it’s one of the dukes? But I’ve never met them.

Same with anyone else who comes to mind.

Unless he’s making some sort of meeting with the doctor?

Unlikely, but I wouldn’t put crazy things like that past this bag of bones.

We continue walking in silence through the treant for a while until the skeleton stops right in front of some wall coated in miasma. A wall I can’t help but find odd, since it’s the only wall in this place like this. Just has a large barrier made of death mana and miasma over it.

What’s behind this? The people he wants me to see?

Instead of doing anything to the wall, the skeleton turns around and out of nowhere activates several spells that make large tentacles of miasma lash out and grab onto my body all over. Trapping me in place in an instant.

“What the hell are you doing?!” I shout at him, but he just raises a bony finger to his mouth and shushes me. Which looks ridiculous.

Then he turns around and waves his hand, making the barrier of miasma and death mana part. With the wall itself parting right after.

Revealing two people who make my eyes widen in absolute shock.

The two people have brown hair with blue eyes. The man amongst the two has thinner and less lively hair while the woman has wavier and thicker hair, but they both have close to the same shade as my own hair. Meanwhile the woman is about average height while the man is taller than I am.

And they’re both people I recognize with everything in me.

“Mom… Dad…” I mutter as I stare at them with shock in my voice.

My parents on the other hand stare back at me. And of the two, my mother has her hands over her mouth as tears begin to flow, meanwhile my father just openly gapes at me.

Then, when their own gazes match my own largely dead crimson one, my mom drops to her knees and mutters, “Nathan… what happened to you?”

“Mom!” I shout while trying to move forwards. Trying to break out of the spell holding me in place.

But his magic proves to be too strong to break out with mere strength alone. And even when I try using a spell, it doesn’t work.

The only way I can think of to break out is to self-destruct.

But that would kill my parents as well, leaving it out as an option.

“Nathan…” Dad mutters, making me flinch as he looks me directly in the eyes.

The three of us just stare at each other as the skeleton stands back while standing straight as if proud of what he’s doing.

My thoughts are still running a hundred miles per hour though, and I can’t figure out what’s going on.

Weren’t they captured by the doctor? Why are they here? And if the skeleton did free them, why did he capture me like this?

What’s going on?

Several seconds pass by with the sounds of my mother crying filling the room. But even that eventually fades away.

We all stare at each other, my mother finally beginning to calm down a bit as my father kneels down and puts his hands on her shoulders, not taking his eyes from my own. Except to once in a while glance at the fangs in my mouth.

After who knows how long though, he breaks out a faint smile and says, “It’s been a while, son.”

The tears in my own eyes begin to flow freely, meanwhile my mom tries to rush forwards to hug me. Only for a wall to slam down in-between us with the barrier of miasma and death mana reappearing.

I turn a glare on the skeleton, the tears soon forgotten as I shout, “What the hell are you up to?!”

He grins at me – I think, it’s hard to tell but I think the narrowing of the flames in his eyes mean something akin to that – and says, “Oh, nothing much. I just couldn’t have my successor being driven mad by grief after his parents died in some accident. So I brought them here.”

That gives me pause as I blink at him.

He… saved them for me?

“But if you want to see them again, you’ll have to get strong enough to break them out of that wall yourself!” the skeleton continues while putting his hands in his cloak’s pockets. “Otherwise they’ll be there forever.”

The smallest shred of gratitude I felt for him just now shatters in an instant as I glare at him again.

“Oh, don’t be like that,” he says with a shrug. “I don’t want you turning into a lifeless husk of an immortal, but you need motivation, nonetheless. So this is what I’m doing.”

I try hard to break out of the restraints, but just like before, nothing works. And I didn’t bring Incendia with me since she’s looking over the people at the Undying Caverns.

Fucking bastard of a skeleton.

After failing to free myself again, I resume glaring at him until he finally lets me go.

“Free them yourself and they’ll be let out,” he says with another shrug. “Otherwise they’ll waste away in there until they die of old age, and you never get to see them again.”

I scowl at him before turning to the wall and blasting it with one spell after another.

But no matter what I hit it with, even my own fists, the wall and the energy coating it don’t budge an inch. They don’t even show any signs that I attacked it.

And the man behind this? The skeleton?

He just walks away while waving behind himself. Not even bothering to watch me struggle.

Showcasing the power of a Class S in all its glory.
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After he leaves, I find myself kneeling on the ground with my fists slammed against the barrier. But as expected, nothing happens. The barrier doesn’t harm me, nor do I harm the barrier.

Fucking hell… although I guess I should be happy about this. Because it means they’re no longer at threat of the doctor killing them. And I don’t have to worry about him using them as hostages.

But still… now I have to deal with knowing just how close they are without being able to see them despite that. And they’re still captured by someone.

More importantly, I have to actually be able to break his damned barrier to free them.

I grit my teeth before looking into myself at my arcs of mana. Which currently number about four hundred and twenty-one.

The only reason I’ve gotten so much mana is because of the device given to me by the skeleton. So much mana that I’m passed the three hundred necessary to be classified as a Class B magician.

But I haven’t accomplished the spell requirements. I need to know at least one Tier VI spell to be classified as a Class B magician.

A spell that directly targets the mind.

It shouldn’t be too hard to figure out. At least for death magic.

It will be a challenge with fire magic. The only fire magician I know in the Kingdom of the Fallen that has a Tier VI fire spell is Crimson.

Although he’ll be teaching me a bit himself, so there’s that.

Death magic isn’t too hard to figure out.

But more importantly, I need more mana to be able to pierce through this barrier. So much mana that I’m sure I’d need at least a thousand arcs. Which is more than enough to be classified as a Class A magician in the mana arcs side of things.

Just to shatter a barrier made by a Class S magician a while ago that he isn’t even standing guard over or fueling with more mana.

I grit my teeth at the thought before raising my head to look at the wall and barrier.

Although that’s not considering the treant’s body, which also probably makes up part of why it’s so strong.

I stare for a bit, only to grit my teeth so hard my teeth fracture. Then they revert to normal again as I stand up and turn around.

Walking away from the wall.

I will set them free as soon as I can.

My fists clench tightly at my side while I walk straight out of the dark treant.
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Adalwolf feels immense satisfaction as he watches his successor leave from above the treant. As he sees the look on his successor’s face.

One of absolute determination. Of anger. And of resolution.

I’m glad I chose this route. He’s far more motivated now than he was before.

The king wasn’t sure at first about this plan since he didn’t know if his successor would grow more or less motivated from this turn of events. Since his parents are no longer at ongoing risk of being harmed or killed.

But Adalwolf suspected – from what he’s come to learn of the boy’s personality – that it would motivate him. Since Nathan is the type who gets hyper focused on what’s right in front of him. And with him having a direct reminder about his situation in the form of his locked up parents just a couple hundred kilometers away from his home, he’ll constantly be thinking about freeing them.

Adalwolf knows that’s what he’s like. But even then, he wasn’t certain of it.

And now he is.

Adalwolf Giese continues watching as his successor travels through the Dark Forest back to his own little base for a bit. Until his attention is taken away by something else.

The flame in the skeleton’s eyes narrow ever so slightly as he turns to look outside of the barrier to the Kingdom of the Fallen. Then he turns into miasma and heads straight to the border.

Where he finds an older man in a lab coat glaring at him from the other side of the barrier. Clearly not being able to teleport inside without putting forth an immense amount of power to shatter the barrier.

An amount of power he doesn’t have to waste in his constant warring against the anti-magic magician.

To Adalwolf’s surprise though, the face the old man is making… is not one he’s ever seen before on the man.

The usually emotionless doctor now has a mixture of absolute rage and reluctance on his face.

Almost like he’s planning on doing something or is in the middle of doing something he might regret.

Oh…

It doesn’t take long for Adalwolf to realize what’s going on. Because he soon senses the approach of another powerful magician.

One radiating anti-magic mana.

He must be at his last stretch if he’s going to this length.

Adalwolf is more than a little surprised by this turn of events. Because he wasn’t expecting the doctor to be this close to death. Close enough that he would try to force Nathan out of the Kingdom of the Fallen even if it means he may lose him.

After a few seconds, the anti-magic magician arrives. The chairman of the Republic.

Artorius Hunter.

And the moment the man arrives, his eyes narrow in on Adalwolf and the massive barrier. Then he turns to look down at the various cities he sees deeper into the Kingdom of the Fallen.

Cities that aren’t nothing but rubble like he no doubt expected.

Since that’s how they were when the Republic last visited the Kingdom of the Fallen.

“Adalwolf Giese, King of the Kingdom of Giese, it would appear you’ve truly been freed as the others have said,” Artorius declares, his eyes narrowed in both anger and suspicion. “And you’ve raised your kingdom back from the fall.”

Silence fills the area around the massive barrier.

Adalwolf and Artorius stare at each other, neither saying a word for several seconds.

Then Adalwolf quickly sets up a second barrier layered on top of the first without the other two noticing. One that is meant solely to block all teleportation.

Unlike the current barrier which blocks anyone.

And just as he expected, Artorius sends a massive spear of red and black anti-magic crashing into his first barrier. Destroying it in the process before passing right through the new one without harming it.

Slamming into the shore of the Kingdom of the Fallen down below.

“King Adalwolf Giese, I am once again declaring war on the Kingdom of the Fallen,” Artorius Hunter declares. Then he turns to look at the doctor and adds, “Turning this into a multi-way conflict.”

Adalwolf feels like sighing, but as a skeleton he can’t really do that.

This is going to be a massive headache.
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I don’t even manage to make it out of the forest before the next incident happens. One in the form of some sort of previously invisible barrier shattering high in the sky. Which basically just looks like glass shattering.

But that’s not all as I sense some sort of death magic barrier that was quickly put up less than a second before the other barrier shattered. Something I can only likely sense due to my use of death mana.

That can’t be good. Not good at all.

I stare up at the sky for several seconds before sprinting at a much faster pace than before out of the Dark Forest and quickly make for the Undying Caverns. And as I run, I see flashes of light clashing high in the sky rather far away. So far away that I can only barely see it with my enhanced vision.

What’s going on?

There appear to be three different sources of light clashing. One that’s purple and blue, one that’s black and red, and one that’s black and purple.

Two of them I recognize very well.

Space magic would be the purple and blue one, and death magic the black and purple one.

But the third I’ve only heard of in passing. At least for this deeper shade with more black than red.

The only red and black magic affinities I have heard of are destruction magic – like with Rachel, whose magic is nowhere near strong enough to do what I believe is going on over there – and anti-magic. And if a space magician is part of the fight, then…

I frown.

No, would the doctor really… no, I can’t see him doing it… but would he?

Would the doctor really lead the Republic straight to the Kingdom of the Fallen just to get a chance at me? Because while it’s pretty obvious that the best magic to shatter the skeleton’s barrier is anti-magic – it’s the best magic to combat any other type of magic – would he really risk his self-described test subject?

I can’t see that bastard doing it. Unless he’s desperate.

Wait a second…

Come to think of it, how old was the doctor?

I frown as I run, but I can’t remember. Somewhere in his sixties I think?

His hair is so gray it’s pretty much white at this point. And I’m pretty sure I remember reading some notes in his lab before about an illness.

Just how many years does he even have left to live?

That would explain desperate actions at least. Assuming this is him.

I decide to put aside those thoughts for now as I continue rushing straight to the Undying Caverns, accepting a call from my second in command while running, with my terminal raised to my ear.

“Your Majesty, we have a problem!” Claire practically shouts into the terminal. “The barrier around the kingdom has shattered! The Kingdom of the Fallen has been exposed to the other nations of the world in its real form!”

Right. I almost forgot the barrier was also hiding the reality of the Kingdom of the Fallen from any form of scrying done by the other nations on the mainland. So all they saw when they tried scrying the Kingdom was a destroyed continent filled with the walking dead.

Supposedly a defensive measure set in place by the Duke. The one at Class A.

And the skeleton replaced it with his own barrier when he was freed.

“Have we any word from our scouts in the Outer Ring?” I ask in response with a frown on my face as I arrive in front of the Undying Caverns.

“Affirmative, Your Majesty,” she answers right away. “It looks like your father and two other powerful assumed Class S magicians are floating high above the ground right over the shore of the Kingdom of the Fallen. And they’re currently locked in three-way combat with each other.”

“And of the two other than Adalwolf, are they an old man with nearly white hair wearing a lab coat and a middle-aged man with black a hair and glowing red eyes with black surrounding the red instead of white?” I ask her as I step straight past the people lined up to enter the Undying Caverns, with each one of them stepping aside the moment they see me. And the guards all saluting me when I pass by them.

“They are,” Claire answers, making my frown deepen. “Do you know them, Your Majesty?”

“One of them, yes, but the other I’ve never met,” I tell her as I walk through the tunnels. “I’ve only heard of him and seen him on the news. He’s the Chairman of the Arcadian Republic. And you’re right, they’re both Class S magicians just like Adalwolf. One is a space magic magician and the other an anti-magic magician.”

“Space… and anti-magic…” she mutters, sounding rather distressed to hear that.

Which is perfectly understandable.

Neither are particularly nice affinities to end up fighting.

But if they’re in a three-way, and in Adalwolf’s home turf which is filled with miasma, things should be fine. This won’t be their real battle. They’re just testing each other.

Those two would never start an all-out battle against Adalwolf in his own territory. Not without cleaning it up of miasma first.

Because a Class S magician is always stronger around their own element. It gives them something natural to work with after all, and it’s possible to drain mana from the substance if you’re a Class S and can freely manipulate mana.

The only reason Leodmir tried before was because he uses space magic. Which is present everywhere and is great for surprise attacks.

After his surprise is gone though, he wouldn’t be able to beat Adalwolf. Especially not in the Dark Forest.

I grit my teeth as I march on through the tunnels of the Undying Caverns, passing by one person after another without paying them any mind.

And right after we dealt with that baron too…

I frown at that before shaking my head and continuing on.
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I continue walking through the tunnels until I arrive at the main meeting room of the Undying Caverns’ higher ups. Where I find pretty much anyone who’s important to my growing nation waiting for me.

“Any updates?” I ask Claire as I walk to the front of the table and look at the gathered magicians. Benjamin, Claire, Katie, and Ryan included.

“The Class S magicians appear to be slowing down,” Claire answers before typing into her laptop. And after a few seconds, the screen at the front of the meeting room. One showing what appears to be live footage from the shore of the Kingdom of the Fallen.

I narrow my eyes the moment I see the doctor teleporting from one place to another high in the air, combatting the red and black magic from the Chairman of the Republic, and the purple and black magic from the skeleton. But none of the three appear to be on the losing end, nor do they appear to be getting anywhere with their battle.

“What are the nobles doing about this?” I ask while glancing away from the combatting magicians to look at the many others watching their battle. Each of whom are magicians with barriers up in case stray attacks hit them. And they’re all recording it just like our spy.

“They’re gathering together for a grand meeting of all the nobles,” Claire continues, making me reach up and begin rubbing my chin in thought.

A grand meeting makes sense for this situation, even if the nobles are all arrogant and greedy bastards. After all, regardless of their problems with each other, they’re all still nobles of the Kingdom of the Fallen. And they’re all still enemies of the Republic, who destroyed their nation previously.

So they’ll most likely join together due to a shared enemy and fight against the Republic.

Even the skeleton is fighting. Although I’m pretty sure that’s partially because of his own grudge against the Republic.

While watching this battle, I can’t help but notice that the doctor isn’t teleporting over the continent itself. To the point that he’s actively avoiding it.

That second barrier I saw hurriedly set up must be one to block teleportation. And I can tell the doctor isn’t at his full strength right now, so he likely can’t break through the barrier. Not without preparation at least.

The only one of the three who could do it without preparation is the Chairman. But he won’t bother.

If he’s noticed – which he likely has – he probably won’t do anything about it because the doctor is also his enemy. And it limits his enemy as well. Meanwhile it doesn’t do anything to him, since he doesn’t use space magic in the first place.

Putting their battle aside for the moment though, I wonder… will the nobles put aside their pride? Or will they consider me-

My thoughts are interrupted when the general of my military suddenly speaks up, “My King, we have visitors at the front entrance.” I turn to look at the man to find him staring at a screen. So I walk over to the screen to find several soldiers belonging to the nobles standing out front speaking with my soldiers. “It would appear they wish to speak to you.”

Interesting. And a little surprising.

Who would’ve thought that they’d put aside their pride and actually ask?

Then again, most of them have at least recognized me as a noble of their nation. Even if they don’t all recognize me as a prince or successor to the throne.

Meanwhile the Republic are complete outsiders who are responsible for the Kingdom of the Fallen’s fall.

Of course, we’re all ignoring the fact that I was originally from the Republic. Which is public knowledge in the Kingdom of the Fallen, but everyone’s kinda ignoring it.

“Let’s go meet them,” I state before turning around and beginning to walk out of the meeting room.

I don’t trust them enough to let them inside of the Undying Caverns. But working together with these nobles against the Republic…

The slightest hint of a smirk stretches across my face at this.

This could work.

A war against the Republic would give me time to grow stronger without the nobles on my back. And since the Republic doesn’t know about me, they aren’t hunting me down. They’ll be focusing on the stronger nobles. Like Katie’s father, the Class A magician duke.

It may actually help promote some unity between the nobles and their people.

Or, in all honesty, it probably will. For the duration of the war at least.

The fighting nobles and other magicians will all be focused on the war. And after the war, assuming they survive it, they’ll likely just go back to fighting between themselves.

I doubt they’ll survive though. Which could be a problem.

That thought has me frowning a little as I walk through the Caverns towards the main entrance.

The Republic and the other nations all have a lot more powerful magicians. Dozens upon dozens of Class A magicians, several Class S magicians even if they’re all having their own squabbles, and thousands of Class B magicians.

Meanwhile the Kingdom of the Fallen has one Class A magician and two almost Class A magicians.

The Kingdom of the Fallen’s only real advantage is the skeleton. Since he can’t be killed.

Most likely the Chairman will be focusing the stronger magicians on trying to capture him. Including the Chairman’s own anti-magic. Since there isn’t much else that can seal away the skeleton during these times.

I frown at the idea of the Kingdom relying on the skeleton for this war. It just feels wrong.

Then again, there’s no other way for us to win. Not against the Chairman, much less the doctor.

I blink at that, briefly remembering the war that’s already going on within the Republic.

Almost forgot about that, despite their fighting.

It’s not just the doctor fighting against the Republic and the other nations. It’s a few other Class S magicians and their forces too.

That might give the Kingdom a chance.

With that thought in mind, I continue walking towards the entrance.

Time to see what the nobles decided on doing.
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When I reach the entrance, I find the noble’s forces waiting patiently for me. Which is a new occurrence in and of itself.

“Great Undying Magician, I am one of the top officers for Duke Elmwood,” a man with gray hair wearing fancy armor clearly being taken from the Republic in the past declares while giving me a salute with his fist to his chest. “Our Kingdom is now facing a threat. One that none of us can face alone. Will you work with us to fight against them?”

I fight to not raise a brow at that.

Okay, this guy works for Katie’s father. Who is supposedly a neutral power in the feuding between nobles. The Class A magician.

A nature affinity magician to be exact.

Almost the opposite of the king, ironically enough. Not quite though as that would be a life magician, not a nature magician.

I turn to the other officers – and I can tell they’re all officers, since each one is wearing scavenged magi-tech armor from the Republic – and they all begin to introduce themselves just like the first one. Which quickly leads to me finding out that they all belong to different higher class nobles.

Nobles above the rank of barons and baronesses.

And they’re all making similar requests. An act I can’t help but find rather amusing considering how I’m certain at least some of these nobles were just discussing amongst themselves how to capture and experiment on me not too long ago.

Yet now they’re treating me like some longtime ally and a fellow noble meant to fight against the incoming Republic forces. Despite me being formerly from said Republic.

There isn’t much of a choice though. And this helps me more than them.

So I go ahead and focus on the officer for the duke and tell him, “Very well. I will work alongside you to oust the Republic.”

They all pause for a second before the officer belonging to the duke smiles and says, “I’m glad we could come together at a time like this.” Then he frowns ever so slightly. “But I need to inform you that it’s not just the Republic invading.”

I blink at that.

“Excuse me?” I ask with a frown.

Weren’t the other nations too busy with the war on the mainland?

“All of the nations on the mainland have split off into two forces, each of which is attacking each other and our great Kingdom,” the man says, his frown growing a little deeper. “The war will be a three-way brawl, with some of the nations even split in a civil war, backing more than one side.”

I stare at him for several seconds before looking down at the ground.

That’s… not good.

Well, mostly. It’s good in the sense that it’ll mean an easier war for us. With their forces not working together and fighting on another front.

I knew the Class S magicians were at odds with each other, but not the nations themselves.

Damned skeleton not keeping me in the loop.

Last I’d heard it was every nation against the doctor and his Class S magicians.

After looking down for a little bit longer in thought, I raise my head again and focus on the officers when the man says, “This has become a much bigger conflict than anyone suspected. And it’s beginning to attract the attention of the other continents.”

My eyes widen at that.

The other continents…

Damn. That’s not good.

If more people join in this’ll become a damned world war.

“Sir,” a soldier standing at attention behind the duke’s officer declares, bringing everyone’s attention to him. “We’ve just received reports that the Class S magicians have all retreated.”

As expected. That wasn’t a real conflict. They were just testing the waters a bit.

“But in their place…” the soldier mutters, sounding rather reluctant to say more. But he does anyways with a frown on his face, “Ships have been seen on the water coming from the direction of the mainland.”

Looks like it’s begun then.

The officer turns to me and says, “Undying Magician, we’ll be in touch.” Then he reaches out and hands me a radio. “This is a direct contact that will connect with the other nobles no matter where you are in the Kingdom. And there will be a group online meeting tomorrow to discuss the details of our arrangement.”

“Very well,” I state while ignoring the other officers, none of whom look pleased by the duke’s officer taking charge. But none of them say anything either.

Fine with me.

After a brief pause, the officer salutes once more and says, “It has been a pleasure to meet you, Nathan Fox. My name is Jake Elmwood.” And without giving me much time to react to that, he turns around and walks away without another word.

Wait a second, Elmwood?

He can’t be Katie’s brother or anything, since he’s too old. But could he be her uncle or something like that?

Unless there’s just another family with the name Elmwood lying around in their little dukedom. Which I find rather unlikely.

I watch him walk away for a bit, with the other magicians quickly joining him. Then I turn around and head inside of the caverns again, briefly handing the radio to Claire after we enter the Caverns and leave the officers’ sights.

“Inspect it for any traps or spyware,” I order her, and she nods her head and begins tapping away on her terminal.

It’s unfortunate that the other nobles of the Kingdom of the Fallen don’t have terminals, but there’s nothing I can do about that. Not when they’re still enemies at least.

I frown as I walk through the tunnels of the Caverns back to the meeting room, with the others walking behind me.

There’s no way I’ll help the nobles grow stronger. But I will work with them during this war.

The atrocities of war aside, it will benefit me in the end. Especially since my people are far away from the frontlines.

A benefit of being in the Inner Ring.

So I only have to fight myself and can leave the others behind here to protect themselves.

Whether or not the skeleton will assist in that is up to him though. Since I know he doesn’t want my people to die. And just because we’re at war on the same side doesn’t mean some of the nobles won’t turn on us during it.

But the skeleton is also busy with the war.

Regardless, I’ll need to discuss these matters with the other nobles.

War isn’t something to be taken lightly after all.

Intermission 6
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Everyone on the continent, regardless of what nation they are from, stops whatever they were doing when various sirens echo out across the continent. Each belonging to different nations.

After the sirens, the words of the leaders of each nation, along with the words of the Class S magicians leading the rebellions for the nations, echo out at once.

All of their words vary, but each one directly declares the rediscovery of the Kingdom of the Fallen, which had stayed hidden for all these years while building itself back up. Proving itself to not be the wasteland everyone believed it to be.

Then one nation after another declares war on the newly rediscovered nation of the Dead King, whose name was declared along with the nation. The King of the Dead. King of the former Kingdom of Giese, and current King of the Kingdom of the Fallen.

The only Class S death magician in the world. Possibly the only death magician in the world.

And the bane of the Republic, who fought to a standstill with several other Class S magicians in the old war many years ago.

Adalwolf Giese.

But very few of the citizens or soldiers are happy about the news.

Because war has been spreading across the continent, causing chaos one turn after another for years. Entire nations have been split into factions, Class S magicians abandoning their own nations for better treatment, and even leaders of nations being assassinated. With the civilians and conscripted soldiers being sacrificed as pawns throughout the process. Drastically decreasing the population of the various nations.

And now another participant of the war has just arrived, bringing further chaos. Further war. And further death.

So the people push back against the declaration of war. Even if it is a war against the Dead King.

And despite the magicians usual treatment of the people, the push back grows so great in force that the leaders of every power gather together within the Council Chambers of the Republic. A place that is still cracked all over from Leodmir’s past visits.

There the leaders all form an agreement to appease the rebelling citizens. One without the participation of the Kingdom of the Fallen or the Dead King.

An agreement stating that the war between the nations will take place within the Kingdom of the Fallen.

One to ban all fighting on the mainland itself, keeping the non-conscripted citizens safe.

All of the factions will fight on the smaller continent, and each faction will be eliminated either when 75% of their forces are eliminated or their designated Class S leader is killed or captured.

The leader of the Class S magician faction, Leodmir Archeron.

The leader of the Republic’s faction, Artorius Hunter.

The leader of the Kingdom of the Fallen faction, Adalwolf Giese.

And various smaller leaders of the other nations which had split off from the original alliance with the Republic.

Edgar Brodnax, leader of the Collective Kingdoms.

Leopold Houk, leader of the nation of Entaria.

Juan Sequani, leader of the nation of Natra.

And Emma Sonnen, leader of the White Kingdom.

Leaving the other nations to join hands with the Republic or the Class S magician faction, or remaining entirely neutral in the case of the nation of Hardlight. The nation led by the greatest healer on the mainland.

And when the war comes to an end, according to the agreement, all remaining nations will join together under the command of the winning nation.

This agreement satisfies the people of the nations enough that the rebellions slow to a crawl, leaving the remaining rebellions squashed ruthlessly by the magicians. And soon enough, the various nations all send their forces out in droves to the Kingdom of the Fallen. Whether through teleportation straight to the shores in the case of the Class S magician faction, or through battleships. Each nation sends out their armies in full force.

And the moment they arrive, they’re faced with a large cloud of miasma spreading out across the shores, somehow not harming the battleships already located there from the Kingdom of the Fallen. Nor the people on board the battleships.

Before the mainland nations attempt to fight each other though, they each try to build a solid foundation on the Kingdom of the Fallen. Try to set up a home base for themselves.

So they all attack from different directions, clashing directly with the Kingdom of the Fallen’s forces.

But none of them other than the Republic and the Class S magician faction manage to break through into the small continent itself. Instead being held back by the forces of the Dead King.

Meanwhile seers from other continents take notice of the battle and watch. None of them acting in any way, but none of them taking their gazes away from the war either.

Because this war will affect the entire balance of the world, as whoever wins will take over the two continents. But not without growing weak from the aftermath first.

And if the Kingdom of the Fallen were to win the war, then the other continents may decide to stop ignoring the continents entirely. Since the grudge they have is not against the Kingdom.

It’s against the Republic.

In one of the battleships controlled by the Republic, a single team of magicians can be seen. Amongst this team are four women and two men. All, with the exception of the academy instructor leading the team, twenty years of age and wearing uniforms from the Arcadian Republic’s military given out to students of the Arcadian Academy acting fulltime as soldiers.

Uniforms with powerful protection enchantments on them.

The magicians consist of a fire affinity magician, a lightning specialization magician, a water affinity magician, a poison affinity magician, a gravity affinity magician, and a shadow specialized magician. And of these six people, none of them are pleased to be there. And all of them are under the command of the Healer General of the Arcadian Republic’s military.

And they’re currently landing on the continent.

Landing in the Kingdom of the Fallen.
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The next day I find myself alone in a meeting room with just Claire and Benjamin by my side, and a large screen at one end of the room displaying various videos. Each of which show a noble of the Kingdom of the Fallen. And it honestly feels like all of their attention is focused on me rather than each other, despite us being in a group call. Making it impossible to really tell who they’re focused on.

“As of this morning, we have received word of a unilateral agreement signed by every faction of this war other than our own Kingdom,” Duke Elmwood states while staring at the screen with a rather hard to decipher face. He has the same brown hair as his daughter, except with hints of a vivid green spread through it. His eyes are that same color of green instead of her brown eyes, and they glow ever so slightly. Clearly displaying how powerful his understanding of nature magic is.

Duke Stretarious scoffs at that, the man rolling his eyes in the process as his long black hair falls over his shoulder. But he doesn’t say anything, the Class B earth magician not generally being one to speak. Even if he has no problems scoffing or displaying his irritation.

“Just like the damned Republic to not even consider us in the negotiations,” Marchioness Solar says as the woman leans with her head resting on her elbow, her elbow on a table. Meanwhile she has a lazy yet irritated look on the Class B light magician’s face. “What was in the agreement?”

Duke Elmwood’s eyes narrow ever so slightly. Just barely noticeable. Then he answers, “All combat during this multi-faction war will be fought on the lands of the Kingdom of the Fallen, and the winner at the end of the conflict will take control of all territory belonging to the losers of the conflict.”

Seriously?

I stare incredulously at the screen as Claire begins writing this down.

“Additionally, the losers will be determined by two different deciding factors,” the duke continues, still without showing any expression on his face. “Either the faction’s leader is killed or captured, or seventy-five percent of their forces are eliminated. With their leaders being the Class S magician leading their faction during the war.”

Chaos immediately breaks out amongst the nobles as they all start talking at once. But I just look down while rubbing my chin.

Two ways to win. Through war or through single combat between the designated leaders.

And it’s obvious who ‘our’ leader is, since there’s only a single Class S magician in the Kingdom of the Fallen.

The skeleton.

At the very least we don’t have to worry about the skeleton getting killed. Something many of the nobles are talking about. How their king can’t die. What with him being a death magic magician at Class S.

It’s just not possible unless he were to completely run out of mana entirely. Which isn’t possible unless he wants it to happen.

His regeneration as a Class S magician is too great.

As for seventy-five percent of our forces… our numbers are far fewer than the nations on the mainland. So this condition won’t work out well for us. Not well at all.

They need to kill far fewer of us than we need of them.

The only benefit we have is that they’re probably still gonna be focusing on fighting between themselves rather than us. Since we’re the small fry here. The ones with far less unity and power. Far fewer forces. And far less resources and inferior technology.

Which should make for some great ambush opportunities.

And there’s no point in hiding my immortality. Not when they can find out from any random Joe in the Kingdom of the Fallen. Considering that I’m considered the prince of this nation by some, including the king of the nation.

An announcement that wasn’t exactly a private one.

Especially in the Outer Ring apparently.

The nobles all continue talking amongst themselves, without much progress being made. But none of them actually leave the call despite some of them looking rather angry.

I’m honestly a little impressed by that.

The nobles of the Kingdom of the Fallen have never gotten along with each other for as long as I’ve been here. And that’s without me even knowing every noble by name. Just the more important ones.

Although now that I’m interacting with them all, I should spend more time gathering intel on all of them.

On a different note, there are twenty eight total nobles not including myself amongst these nobles. However, of the twenty eight screens, five are currently blacked out with no one shown on them.

The five barons I’ve killed, including Cedric who I killed with my brute force strength, that poison affinity guy who was killed by the destruction affinity magician, and the other three killed in the war I just finished not long ago.

None of the other nobles seem to care about their absence though. Which is saying something.

Actually, speaking of the destruction affinity magician…

I glance at her screen, finding Rachel to be lounging around on a sofa lying on her front with her face in her arms on the armrest of the sofa. And she doesn’t seem to be paying even the slightest bit of attention to what is being said. Other than clearly enjoying the chaos going on, judging by her smile and how she’s just tilting her head back and forth.

Then there’s Baron Crimson. Val Crimson.

He’s… just casually sitting there drinking some wine.

Yeah, he’s probably just waiting for people to actually get serious instead of throwing out random shouts and complaints.

I glance at Duke Elmwood to find him staring blankly at the screen without saying a word, once again with an unreadable expression on his face. Which I can’t help but compare to his daughter’s usually calm expression.

She isn’t the same in any way, but she definitely has some traces of that expression in her. Even if she does show happiness unlike this guy from what I’ve seen.

I glance at Claire to find her writing down everything everyone is saying just for future note. In case they say something important or that they shouldn’t. Meanwhile my general is just frowning at the screen.

This is going to be a long meeting…
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It takes almost an entire fifteen minutes for the stupid nobles to progress past their petty squabbles and shouting before we all finally begin to decide on our plans going forward. Of which are largely decided by the Class A and more advanced Class B magicians of the bunch. Since I don’t really care much about how the war actually goes so long as I come out on top myself.

And either way, I’ll be fighting someone after the war. Whether that’s the nobles, returning to our feud, or whoever targets me from the mainland nations post-war.

A fact that is pretty much set in stone will happen. Since there’s no way the magicians of the mainland will be able to resist the idea of immortality.

In all honesty, the war might be helping in that regard. They’ll be too busy focusing on their immediate survival and grudges to deal with me. Delegating me as a later matter to handle after they learn of my existence.

Quite convenient.

So by the end of the conversation, it’s decided that all of the nobles on the shores of the continent will be the frontline forces. Each of which also happen to be the stronger forces, both economically and in numbers and magic. Partially due to the lack of miasma on the shores, and partially due to having access to the ocean and the fish in it.

Fish that aren’t contaminated by any miasma.

Meanwhile the weaker nobles are all required to send their forces to assist. At least seventy-five percent of their forces.

And while everyone at first objected to this, since that’s a large portion of their forces, we were all shortly convinced after Duke Elmwood brought up mention of us all signing a magically enforced contract. One that bans any and all attempts to harm, interfere with, or do anything against other signatories of the contract.

Making it so that our territories are, in fact, safe from the other magicians.

On paper at least.

There are still some ways to get around that. But none that we’d need a large number of forces to stop.

And none that would require a large number of forces either.

To my surprise though, after we finish with that decision, Duke Elmwood turns his attention to me and says in front of everyone, “Before we agree on the final details of the contract, I would like to add an exception for the Undying Magician.”

Silence fills the room as the other nobles all show various different reactions. Most of which are curiosity and silence, but some seem irritated at the mere mention of me.

“And what would this exception be, Duke Elmwood?” I ask with my arms crossed and one brow raised.

He doesn’t miss a beat as he answers, “You have the least forces out of all of us, and you have just finished with a major conflict of your own. Therefore I would like to suggest your forces be exempt from joining the battle.” And before anyone can object to that, he adds, “Of course, this is with the stipulation that you must be present during the war at all times. You yourself are not allowed to leave the frontlines and must fight a certain amount every single month using your special constitution to the advantage of our fair Kingdom.”

Silence fills the room, and after his added comment after the first part, which left people more than a little angry, everyone calms down in a matter of moments. Clearly deciding that having me fighting on the frontlines personally throughout the war would be a far better benefit than having my meager forces joining in.

And I have to admit, it does sound nice. Because it means others are even less likely to mess with my people during this.

“I support this exemption,” Duke Stretarious says with a smirk on his face. One I feel is directed at me.

Then Crimson quickly adds his own word on it, saying, “Supported.”

Followed shortly by the psycho lady, Rachel, “I support this.”

And after that, more and more voices of support echo out until every last noble has given their support for the suggestion.

“It looks like it’s nearly unanimous,” Duke Elmwood states, still not showing a single sign of what he’s thinking on his face. “What say you, Undying Magician?”

“Will you aid the war personally, or have your soldiers die so that you can stay back?” Duke Stretarious adds, almost like he’s trying to provoke me.

But I ignore him as I answer Duke Elmwood, “I will participate personally.”

“Then this exemption will be placed within the contract,” Duke Elmwood continues before addressing every noble here. “Every noble of the Kingdom of the Fallen excluding the Undying Magician, Nathan Fox, must support the war effort with seventy-five percent of their forces or more. Furthermore, any attempt to harm one of the signatories of this contract in any way, whether physical, an attack on their forces or territory, or other potential methods are banned during the duration of the war. Meanwhile the Undying Magician, Nathan Fox, will be required to fight on the frontlines himself during the duration of the war and will not be able to leave the frontlines unless it is an emergency, or he returns within a day of leaving and does not leave more than once a month.”

Silence fills the call for a couple seconds. Then Duke Elmwood asks, “Is this agreement acceptable to all those present?”

A few more seconds pass as the nobles all mentally go over what he stated before one agreement after another fills the hall. And eventually I add my own to it.

The duke then states a time and place for all of us to meet tomorrow, following which the call is ended. Leaving me in silence within my main meeting room.

I purse my lips for a few seconds, lightly tapping on my table for a bit.

Then I tilt my head slightly, looking down at said table as I briefly wonder something.

Do these nobles not realize that magically enforced contracts don’t actually do much of anything to me? Other than hurt to break?

Probably not.
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After the meeting with the nobles, I discuss the logistics and leadership of the Undying Caverns with Claire, Benjamin, and Ryan for when I’m gone. A discussion that lasts for a few more hours.

Then I proceed to go to my lab. Because there’s still one thing I want to finish before going to the war.

My latest lesson from the skeleton. An important one at that.

Necromancy.

This spell isn’t actually very difficult since it’s a very basic necromancy spell. So basic it didn’t take me long to figure out how to do it from the skeleton’s teachings right before this war broke out.

But it still needs a few touchups.

Right now it does raise the dead as undead, but it’s far too mana inefficient, and some of them begin to deteriorate while raised. Which is a major issue.

Not a hard one to fix though.

And I’d rather have this spell working properly before I leave this place.

I end up spending at least five hours in my lab, binging through the rest of the spell until it’s complete. A spell to raise the dead as an unintelligent zombie that follows scripted orders.

It’s a basic necromancy spell. So basic that you can’t even give orders to the undead after the initial raising of it.

The only orders you can give it are the orders inputted into the spell when it’s first cast.

Hence why it’s so basic. Since most necromancy includes scripts to actively give orders to the undead after they’re already raised. Some even let the user give orders in their mind and not out loud, but those are Tier V and Tier VI spells.

Although…

I glance at the corpses lined up in the lab.

This place smells.

Lots of wild animal corpses. A waste of food for the Caverns, if you ask me. But a necessary one.

Not that I need food.

I turn around and leave my lab – after burning the undead I made with the finished spell along with all of the failed undead and the remaining corpses – before proceeding out of my home and towards the entrance of the Undying Caverns. Briefly calling Claire on the terminal over my arm in the process.

“Is there something you need, Your Majesty?” Claire asks right away as I hear typing on the other end of the call. Likely her doing the work I set her and the others on.

“I’m heading out,” I tell her, having decided to go ahead and inform them. Since I might not come back tonight.

Depends on the skeleton.

“Understood,” she says, after which I cut off the call and step outside of the Caverns.

Now then. To check on the dark treant.

I quickly break into a sprint straight towards the Dark Forest.

Unfortunately I can’t take vehicles into the forest since it’s too dense. So is the forest beyond the rather large clearing around the Undying Caverns. A clearing that I swear grows larger by the day due to the battles that’ve taken place outside of it.

Rest in peace trees.

Anyways, it doesn’t take me long to reach the Dark Forest when I’m running at full speed, with the help of some blood. And when I do, I immediately enter it and rush towards the Dark Treant.

But no matter how long I run, I don’t seem to get anywhere. Meaning that I don’t have permission to find it through the illusion.

Probably because the skeleton is out right now due to the war.

I’ve learned a trick to get past that though. So I glance at Incendia on my shoulder before nodding, making her jump off before flying high into the air. Then she just goes over the Dark Forest, following her own senses to find the dark treant.

And I follow her scent in return until I too arrive at the dark treant in the form of a massive, dead tree.

My eyes narrow ever so slightly at the dark treant whose entrance is sealed.

I raise my fist, coating it with death flames before slamming it into the treant, setting part of its base ablaze with the black death flames. Then I declare, “Open up or you’re burning.”

And just like the last time I was here, the dark treant opens up. Clearly not wanting to be burnt by my death flames.

Thankfully treants aren’t exactly the smartest of things. Otherwise it’d know that the skeleton is far more dangerous than me.

The thing only listens to threats like that when the skeleton is nowhere nearby.

I proceed inside of the dark treant before climbing up the stairs and moving over towards the place covered by the barrier. Where my parents are being kept.

Then I pull my fist back and slam it into the barrier while coated in death flames. And just like I expected, it doesn’t so much as budge.

But I wasn’t expecting to damage it at all. Mostly just wanted to see if I could test how strong it was without the skeleton around here.

The reason I came here though is entirely different.

I summon forth several spell circles around me, making death flames only barely leak out from them to burn parts of the dark treant. Then I raise my head and shout at it, “Open the wall behind the barrier now!”

And after some more coaxing, which mostly just involves me turning up the heat a bit more, sending out more death flames to fill the entire hall, the treant opens up the wall behind the barrier. Obviously not opening or affecting the barrier itself.

But that’s not what’s important right now.

What’s important is that I hear my parents’ voices coming from through the barrier.

I smile at the sound of their voices, both of which cut off a few seconds later as they no doubt realize the wall was removed.

Without hesitation, I walk up to the barrier made by the skeleton before placing my hand on it and leaning my forehead against it. And as I do this, I hear my parents’ footsteps coming closer through what I find to be some sort of nicely designed suite of rooms on the other side.

Then, when I hear them gasp, I raise my head a little again with my smile growing a bit sadder at the sight of them behind the barrier.

“Hello, Mom, Dad,” I tell them, feeling a few tears leaking out. “It’s nice to see you again.”
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Jason Fox holds his crying wife in his arms while stroking her long brown hair as they sit on the sofa of one of the various rooms the skeleton placed them in. All while unable to form a coherent word himself.

Ever since the first moment they learned about Nathan’s condition when he was younger, about his immortality, he knew things were bad. That they’d only get worse.

He’s been in a constant state of uncertainty. Because he has never liked their family’s doctor. And he trusts him less than he trusts the random neighbor that’d moved in next door not long before the incident. A neighbor whose child kept almost kicking in their window with a soccer ball and didn’t care.

But the doctor was their only route to go. Because not only did he already know their secret and could do whatever he pleased with it, but Jason knew at the time that he was far more powerful than he was passing himself off to be.

So he put up with it. He stayed quiet as his son came home almost lifeless every day that he went to visit the doctor.

Stayed silent as the doctor no doubt did unspeakable things to him.

In the name of Nathan’s freedom.

Because there wasn’t anything else they could do.

His wife, Julia, on the other hand, would often cry herself to sleep.

And all Jason could do was watch and try to comfort them as best he could. Which didn’t amount to much for Nathan, since the boy never wanted to open up to his parents about magic related subjects.

Jason regrets it all now. He should’ve tried harder to find a way out instead of just giving up. He should’ve tried harder to help his son.

And that realization sunk in deeply with its razor sharp fangs the moment Jason saw his son again for the first time in years. With his crimson eyes, nearly lifeless gaze, and the sharp fangs in his mouth where his canines would normally be. All while a strange bird made of black flames perched on his shoulder.

When he saw the lifeless gaze suddenly fill with life once again. Fill with tears.

The first thought that ran through his mind wasn’t about what had happened to his son to turn him into what he’s no doubt become. A vampire. Or how he’s aged physically when he couldn’t before.

No. His first thought was that he was glad to see him again after so long. That he wanted to apologize for what he hadn’t done in the past.

Then their reunion was cut off just as quickly as it had begun when the skeleton sealed them away again.

Leaving Jason and Julia in silence with the only sound within the suite being his wife’s crying.

And ever since then, his mind, and no doubt the mind of his wife as well, have been running wild trying to figure out what happened to their son. What managed to change him.

Whether it was another magical accident like the cause of his condition, or if his condition was cured and someone then turned him into a vampire. Or if someone managed to figure out how to go around his condition.

One possibility after another filled their minds, making them more and more anxious with each one.

Jason looks down as he feels his hand clenching a little into a fist, his wife still held in his arms.

She’s barely been able to say a thing since seeing Nathan again. Likely due to all of the stress building up over the past few years and releasing all at once.

I’m not one to talk about that though…

Jason hasn’t said much of anything out loud either.

But after a while has passed like this, he hears it. And he’s not the only one as his wife suddenly stops crying.

At the sound of moving vines and roots.

The same sound they heard the previous times the undead treant opened or closed the exit. Or when their supplies were being restocked by the roots.

But this time the sound was coming from the main entrance of the suite of rooms. The same place he and his wife saw Nathan.

He and Julie share a quick glance before hurrying to their feet and rushing off towards the main entrance of the suite. Where they soon find themselves face to face with their son, with that same barrier in between them as before.

Their boy is leaning partly against the barrier with his forehead resting against it and the slightest hint of a smile on his face. One that is completely different to the lifeless look they saw in his eyes just the day before.

Both Jason and his wife gasp at their son’s unexpected arrival. A mixture of joy, hesitation, anxiety, and fear on their faces. Fear that he will reject them for their inability to help him all his life. Since the incident.

But their son just raises his head and looks at them with a genuine smile building from the slightest hint that was there a moment ago. Meanwhile tears build up at the corners of his crimson eyes.

A few seconds pass before Nathan says, his voice sounding deeper than the last time he heard it, “Hello, Mom, Dad. It’s nice to see you again.”

Tears immediately flood Jason’s eyes as he moves closer to the barrier, placing his hand against it as he drops to his knees. And this time he feels his wife’s hands going around his shoulder in a comforting manner, reversing their earlier position as she no doubt cries again too.

Jason doesn’t pay any attention to the inhuman aspects of his son’s current appearance. He doesn’t care about the slightly inhuman look that he saw in his eyes before, or the dark instinct prickling at the back of his neck to run away from him as if his son were a predator.

He doesn’t care about any of it.

Instead, all he sees is his son. A son he wasn’t able to help for all those years. A son he failed to help.

And a son he’s wanted to see again for so long now but hasn’t been able to.

The area of the dark treant around the barrier is then filled with nothing but the sounds of the family’s first reunion, filled with tears, in years.
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We end up spending nearly half an hour just crying while practically glued to the barrier separating us. Then I slowly begin to tell them both what’s happened over the years.

About the academy. Then the doctor’s taking me to the Kingdom of the Fallen. The skeleton’s experimenting on me after I accidentally set him free.

How I became a vampire. Some of the things I’ve done since.

The wars with the nobles. My eventual plans to rescue them from the doctor just to find them here.

The current situation with the war.

And by the end of it, I find myself on my knees as tears flow endlessly from my eyes. Wishing that this damned barrier wasn’t here blocking us.

“Nathan… I’m so sorry…” Dad says, making my head jerk up in surprise to find tears flowing from his own eyes as Mom lies down next to him, having passed out herself while crying. “I’m sorry for not trying harder to help you. For standing by and watching all these years. For-”

“No!” I exclaim, shaking my head frantically. “There’s nothing you could’ve done!”

He smiles wryly at that and quietly says, “But I should’ve tried something.”

I open my mouth to respond, but nothing comes out. I just can’t find the words.

Silence fills the area around the barrier as we both stare at each other.

Eventually I feel the dark treant beginning to shift a little, likely signifying that the skeleton is returning.

I quickly begin to rush in order to figure out something to say, but Dad beats me to it as he places his hand against the barrier and says with that same wry smile on his face, “If there’s anything you need to say, don’t be afraid to say it.”

My eyes widen in shock at that, then the treant replaces the wall, pushing them out of the way in the process and separating us.

Leaving me with Dad’s words behind in the silence that follows.

Don’t be afraid to say it… I have been afraid, haven’t I? Afraid to bring my parents into any of my problems. Afraid to speak up. To get help.

Or, at least, I was afraid. Before I largely grew numb to that feeling over time.

At that point I just became used to dealing with everything myself. Never asking for help.

Even when I had friends, fighting alongside them and getting and giving out orders was nothing but business for me. It wasn’t asking for help or receiving help. It was us fighting together as a team, following and giving out orders.

Asking for help…

I shake my head at the thought before turning around and glaring at the skeleton I find standing further down the hall. But to my surprise he doesn’t say a word to me. Just walks right past me while muttering to himself about a spell and the doctor and Chairman’s magics.

He’s too focused on the battle he just came from to even notice that I’m here.

The dark treant’s closing of the wall must’ve been on its own and without his order. Likely because it didn’t want to be found out that it obeyed me.

That or it’s no longer afraid of me since he’s here.

Either way, looks like I won’t be able to talk to Mom and Dad any more today.

I scowl at the skeleton’s back for a few seconds before turning away and beginning to walk down the hall. Heading towards the entrance of the dark treant.

But I don’t manage to make it even a dozen steps without pausing and turning back around.

Because there’s something I want to ask the bag of bones.

So I follow after the skeleton to his lab, where I find him writing stuff down in a hurry. But I don’t say anything at first.

Instead, I walk up to him and look over his shoulder at his notes. Reading everything he writes down.

Something most people would never do to another magician. Because a lot of people tend to get touchy about their own research and would straight up attack anyone who tried peeking.

But he told me before he didn’t care if it was me looking over his shoulder. Probably something to do with the fact that he’s teaching me magic already and wants me to be his successor.

And the fact that we’re both immortals.

Anyways, I can’t understand a lot of what he’s writing down. It’s just too complex for me at my level.

Actually, is this…

Huh.

Is this a Tier X spell he’s taking notes for?

Interesting…

Not why I came here though.

And I only have a third of the amount of mana a single Tier X spell costs to use. The weakest Tier X spells at that.

“Adalwolf,” I state, finally announcing my presence to the man. But he doesn’t stop working. Just continues writing notes.

I let out a sigh before looking around to find a chair.

This might take a while.

He probably won’t notice me until he finishes writing down what’s on his mind.

So I sit down and open my terminal while I wait, beginning to type on it for my own spell. The next level of necromancy.

Starting the script for it though proves to be rather difficult. Since it’s a lot different. In the control area at least.

The part that sends orders to the undead body.

The undead body and raising itself isn’t any different.

But to let an undead receive orders after it’s already raised is a far more complex spell than raising an undead to only follow the order hardcoded into the spell.

I continue sitting here on the chair brainstorming and working on my new spell in general until I hear the skeleton finally stop writing, and I raise my head to find him staring at me.

“What do you need?” he asks in a much more emotionless tone than normal. Clearly having his mind preoccupied with the war and what he was just doing.

My eyes narrow slightly as I stand up and, take a deep breath, and ask, “What are your plans for the war?”
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The skeleton stares at me for several seconds before turning away and focusing on his notes again as he answers, “Single combat with the other Class S magicians and keeping the nations other than the Class S faction and the Republic off of the continent. It’s my role as King. The rest is up to you and the nobles.”

I stare at his back with my eyes slightly squinted. Then I nod and state, “Alright.”

And without another word, I turn around and begin to walk away.

Before I leave his lab though, I glance back at the man, finding him just reading through his notes. Not writing anything right now.

Then I turn around again and continue leaving.

No matter how much I dislike the man, he’s the only way for the Kingdom of the Fallen to stay alive.

He’s the strongest singular magician alive from what I can tell. Even if he isn’t the one capable of the most destruction.

He’s immortal, a death magician, and is the oldest magician alive. Or, dead, I guess. Considering that his body is more undead than human.

So he really is our only hope. Not only against all of the forces attacking, but against the Class S magicians themselves.

And with that in mind, it’s best not to bother him now.

I continue walking through the dark treant before eventually leaving the tree entirely, only briefly glancing back when I think about how he was so focused he didn’t even say anything about me being there. Not a single word.

Will I ever get that absorbed in my work? So absorbed in my research that I ignore everyone else around me to focus?

Not sure if I want to end up like that or not, but I do know that it’s the mentality that got him to Class S in the first place. Probably the mentality that got most of the Class S magicians today to that point.

I frown at that thought as I begin marching through the Dark Forest. No longer being hassled by the illusions of the Dark Forest itself since the skeleton is back in his lair again.

When I get out of the Dark Forest, I immediately make my way over towards the meeting place the other nobles and I agreed to meeting at. Because I’d rather arrive early to scout the place out.

The meeting place was set to be in the Outer Ring. In the middle of multiple different noble territories including my own. Strictly to make it neutral.

And this time I take out a jeep to drive over there instead of just running. Which would take a lot longer.

But while I run, my mind won’t focus on the meeting I’m heading to. The contract signing.

Instead, my mind is focusing on two different things.

My parents and our last words, and the possibility that my friends from the Republic will be coming to the Kingdom of the Fallen soon.

The words Dad said… makes me think of my friends and the people from the Undying Caverns. How they were determined to help me with my conflicts with the nobles, even if a lot of them have ulterior motives. And how much respect they clearly have for me.

After thinking for several minutes as I drive, I eventually come to a decision.

I’ll ask them to defend my territory and people while I’m at war.

A faint smile stretches across my face at that thought, but it fades away again when I focus on the other issue.

My friends from the Republic who no doubt believe me to be dead.

They’ll find out about me sooner or later if they’re coming to the Kingdom of the Fallen. In fact, even if they don’t come here, there’s a decent chance they’ll find out from the news anyways.

Because there’s no way the news won’t cover an immortal magician amongst the enemies. One who can’t die.

And while I look different now, I don’t look that different. It’s just my physical age and crimson eyes that have changed.

Mom and Dad recognized me after all. So I’d be pretty surprised if my friends don’t.

And our reunion will be awkward as hell.

Especially since we’re on opposing sides of the war.

That said, I at least don’t have to fight them. I was never given any requirements for where I have to fight on the frontlines.

So if I end up spotting them, I’ll just go fight somewhere else. Where they aren’t.

I glance at Incendia, who has been rather quiet lately. Only to find her eyes shut as she perches on my shoulder.

From what she’s told me, she isn’t a fan of war. So this is probably tiring her out mentally constantly going around warring against people.

She’s the type who enjoys relaxing and doing research undisturbed.

I reach up and stroke the flaming feathers on her head, making her rub her head against my hand as I drive. Then I focus on driving again a second later when I begin to near the valley between the Rings.

At least I know Incendia will always be by my side.

A faint smile stretches across my face.

When I reach the valley, I stop my jeep, get out, and place it back in my storage space. I jump down into the valley and head over towards the Outer Ring without hesitation or paying much attention to Crimson’s cleanup of the place that’s still ongoing.

Although I do take note that some of the workers run for the hills when I get close. As if they’re terrified of me.

Guess that’s to be expected after what they saw of me in the last war.

I continue ignoring them as I reach the Outer Ring and quickly make my way over towards the meeting location after resummoning my jeep.

Time to sign a contract.

And to get this war officially under way.


Chapter 62

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

Some Things Always Stay the Same



Nathan 
Year 2850 | Month 12 | Day 25

“I would like to welcome you all to this pre-war meeting,” Duke Elmwood declares while spreading his arms out at the front of the long table. A table covered in twenty-three contracts, each placed in front of a seated noble. With me seated on the opposite end of Duke Elmwood. An arrangement that initially surprised me before I remembered that he was at least partially on my side.

None of the nobles here have any subordinates in the room with us. A room that makes up the entirety of this rather grand-looking, single room building no doubt made by magic. With all of the nobles’ followers – assuming they have any with them – outside of the room.

Most of us do actually have subordinates with us outside though. Even I have Incendia waiting outside.

I think the only person who doesn’t have a single person with her is Rachel, who is lounging around with her feet up on the table. To the great annoyance of those who were left sitting beside her.

Better them than me.

The duke continues with a smile on his face as he inclines his head towards the contracts on the table and says, “Please look over the magical contracts placed in front of you. If you have any objections, express them and we will discuss your issues.”

I look down at the contract and begin reading through it. And it’s just as the duke stated over the call.

In simple terms, every noble signing onto the contract except for me is required to send seventy-five percent or more of their forces to aid in the war. Every noble signing onto the contract is banned from interfering with the other nobles in any way during the war including myself. And I am required to participate in the war personally, with me being allowed to leave the frontlines once a month so long as I return within a day of leaving.

Overall, a pretty good contract.

No loopholes I can see, and even if there were, the magic in the contract would enforce the spirit of the contract. Not the exact words.

It’d enforce what all of the signers believe to be the truth in the contract and wouldn’t let you sign if your believed truth is different from the believed truth of everyone else signing it.

“Does anyone have any complaints about the contents of the contract?” the duke asks, following which silence reigns for several seconds. Then he nods his head and says, “Very well then. Everyone, please sign the contract where your name is listed.”

I look down at it again to find a list of names along with lines next to them. Implying places to sign.

Then signatures from the others begin appearing on my paper as the others no doubt sign it, proving just how high quality this magic contract is.

I sign my own name as well, and the moment every last signature has finished signing, the contracts turn into a white and blue light before fading away.

The magical contracts sealed, binding each signature to it lest they lose their lives.

Or, lest the others lose their lives.

The doctor already tested contracts as a way to kill me before.

Didn’t work.

Hurt though.

I raise my head to find a number of the other nobles getting up and preparing to leave. But some appear to be interested in talking with me.

My attention focuses on Duke Elmwood though, briefly ignoring the psychopath and Crimson. And the other nobles who clearly just want to get an idea of what I’m like. Or a couple who are openly eyeing my body trying to figure out what’s different about me from others. Treating me like some lab rat with their eyes.

The duke nods his head silently, following which a green spell circle appears and roots shoot out of the building’s floor and begin carrying both of our seats up into the air far away from the others, breaking through the ceiling in the process. Then vines form a sphere around us to block them from overhearing.

“You’ve earned my respect, Undying Magician,” he says, still with that undecipherable face of his. “Don’t lose it.”

I narrow my eyes at his clearly arrogant attitude, but I don’t say anything.

So he lowers us back down to the ground again while undoing the sphere.

Then he walks away. And I do the same, but in the opposite direction.

This war is going to be big. Possibly the biggest conflict I’ve ever been in.

Actually, without a doubt the biggest conflict.

But I won’t be the center of it. Not at my Class.

I need to reach Class B as a magician. And I need to reach it soon.

Out of the corner of my eye as I’m leaving the building, I spot the destruction magician waving at me with a smile on her face. While she breaks through the wall, using her destruction magic to disintegrate it in the process.

Guess it’s not just at my place that she doesn’t know how to use doors.

I continue walking for a bit away from the building before summoning my jeep and beginning to head back to the Undying Caverns so that I can plan where to head for the war. And it wouldn’t hurt to ask for some help from Benjamin for that task.

A faint smile stretches across my face at the idea of actually asking someone for help.

But the smile fades again as my thoughts return to the war. To the bloodshed I’ll be causing throughout it.

And black veins begin to emerge across my face as I see my glowing crimson eyes in my reflection on the water from some puddles I pass by. Puddles left by the rain earlier this night.

I raise my head as I walk to look at the full moon high in the sky.

Everything’s changing.

I lower my gaze again to look at my hands before clenching them and making my claws dig into my palms, only for the wounds to revert right away.

Yet some things always stay the same.


Author’s Note



Hello! Thank you so much for taking the time to read The Undying Magician, Book 3, The Undying Caverns!

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!

Now then. I will most likely be releasing one book of The Undying Magician every six to eight or so months. Somewhere around there. Same with all of my other series, with the exception of two series. Wolf of the Blood Moon, my newest one on Amazon, is almost finished being written already despite most of the books not being published yet. And Dungeon from the Void, my first series, will only be getting one book published a year.

I should be clear because some people seemed to have jumped to the conclusion previously that I dropped series or something. I never drop a series. Ever.

I will finish every series I start. I absolutely abhor starting something and not finishing it.

Next topic, I will be graduating from college in May of 2024. So very soon. Like a month after this book releases.

This means I won’t be anywhere near as stressed out or exhausted as I am now. And I will have more time to write. And to relax, since I tend to overwork myself.

Which is always a plus.

I will be going full-time author after graduating if you were curious.

And next, audiobooks. Many of you The Rise of the Winter Wolf readers may know by now that I started doing audiobooks for The Rise of the Winter Wolf, narrated by Neil Hellegers. However, I have not started doing audiobooks for The Undying Magician yet.

It is likely I will be doing them in the future, but right now it’s a little hard to get the narrator, since I already have audiobooks planned for The Rise of the Winter Wolf and want to use the same narrator for The Undying Magician if I do end up doing audiobooks for the series.

I do want to leave more important decisions like whether I’ll do audiobooks for the series for after I graduate though.

Lastly, this is my current publishing schedule for the rest of the year! Do note that I have already completely finished writing five books, nearly six, of Wolf of the Blood Moon! And that the series is almost completely finished being written at this point as there will only be six books in Wolf of the Blood Moon! I also tend to write faster than I publish for some series, which ends up with me having a bunch of books written and not published. Because the process of publishing can be tedious sometimes.

Also, this schedule is likely to change if something happens that requires it to change.

May: Wolf of the Blood Moon Book 3

June: Eternal Winter's Reign Book 2

July: Wolf of the Blood Moon Book 4

August: The Calling of Wrath Book 2

September: Wolf of the Blood Moon Book 5

October: The Rise of the Winter Wolf Book 6

November: Wolf of the Blood Moon Book 6(final book in the series)

December: The Undying Magician Book 4

I hope you all have a lovely day! And please consider checking out my Patreon if you are interested in reading the chapters of my books that haven’t been released (or edited) yet in advance for a small subscription fee!

Also, consider checking out my discord server! 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.

And as always, go try out my other series if you’re interested in one of them listed below! And a recommended story as well from a friend of mine!


My Other Series



My current most popular series on Amazon,

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!

Wolf of the Blood Moon 


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.

If you’re interested, click here!



Then there’s two of my other series on Amazon,

Eternal Winter’s Reign

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?

If you’re interested, click here!

-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-

The Calling of Wrath

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.

If you’re interested, click here!



And lastly, we have a story by a friend of mine! If you’re interested, go ahead and check it out! It is a LitRPG, unlike The Undying Magician.

Saintess Summons Skeletons:

She wanted to be a Necromancer, but awakened as a Saint! Somehow her summoned heroes are all undead?

How will the church react when their Saintess summons a skeleton in place of a mighty hero? Sofia isn’t too keen on finding out.

In this world, Gods choose [Saints], and [Saints] summon [Heroes] from other worlds; everyone knows that. But Sofia had a thing for bones ever since she was a child; there’s only one [Class] she wants: [Necromancer]! When, by the whims of fate, she gets both classes at the same time, the system breaks.

Two classes? That isn’t allowed!

It cannot be! The system’s administrators would not let it go… If only they were still there.

But they were not, and it was too late. Sofia saw an opportunity to abuse a loophole in the system, and she is just the kind of person who would try to stick her whole arm into said loophole if she could if only to see what happens.

So, what has the system, running by itself with its mysterious creator missing, done to mend the error? The two classes fused into one.

Sofia’s skills from the two classes were broken and mashed together. [Holy Light]? [Raise Skeleton]? What she receives is [Holy Skeleton] instead. But can she escape the Church’s grasp with her newfound powers, or is she destined to forever but some God’s pawn?

Follow Sofia as she unknowingly gets tangled in power struggles far beyond what she had bargained for.

If you’re interested in Saintess Summons Skeletons, click here!
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