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Chapter 1

Ashe was awoken by screaming from somewhere outside of the house. It sounded like their neighbor, Malcolm, but he didn’t know for sure. A few moments later, he heard other screams mixed with animal growls.

He immediately got up to see what was going on. As he opened the door to his room, his mother was hurriedly making her way down the hall toward him.

“Ashe, we need to go!”

Ashe heard the animal hissing and growling, getting closer.

“Mother, what is going on!?”

His mother picked him up and ran with no explanation. Ashe was terrified now. They met up with his father, who was waiting for them by the door.

“Quietly now. We are going to head into the forest to get away from the lizardmen and their wargs.”

With Ashe still in his mother’s grasp, the three of them maneuvered through the village, using the darkness to help make their escape as screams were rampant and bodies littered the ground. The family kept going, even though they were deathly afraid.

Finally, making it to the outskirts of the forest, Ashe looked over his mother’s shoulders to see they were being followed.

“Those lizardmen are following us, Mother!” Ashe cried out.

Ashe’s mother and father began running, listening to the lizardmen hiss and bark orders as their wargs howled.

“We have to split up,” Ashe’s father suggested. “I’ll go west, you go east, and we’ll meet up in Brider, okay?”

Ashe’s mother vehemently shook her head. “No, Harold, we stay together. Come on, we can lose them in the caves. There are supplies left over from our excursion last week.”

“That’s right,” Harold replied as he remembered their outing. “We also left a bow and quiver there.”

The three ran deeper into the woods toward their destination, hoping they could make it in time.

Harold looked behind them to see the lizardmen still chasing. “The caves are still a good distance away. Louise, we aren’t going to make it.”

“We must,” Louise hissed and tried to fun faster, but she knew that it was futile and made a quick decision. “Harold, we’ll go straight into that foliage ahead of us. When we’re through, we’ll split up and meet in the caves.”

“Okay, I’ll go right then. They should see me first and hopefully go after me. That should give you enough time to get further away.”

Louise nodded and once she’d made it through the foliage, she went left with Ashe still in her arms. Thorns and branches cut into their clothes and skin as they kept running without looking back. Ashe heard the lizardmen hiss and holler out but couldn’t make himself look back to see if they were behind them.

Ashe watched as his mother hurried through the forest. He was happy, thinking they were going to make it safely to the caves, but his mother tripped, and both fell to the ground.

Louise screamed out in pain and looked down to see her foot at an odd angle. She hissed and tried to move, but it was useless.

She grabbed Ashe by the shoulders and pushed him away. “Ashe, run. Run and don’t look back.”

Ashe shook his head, disobeying his mother. “No, Mother. I’ll help you. We can make it.”

Louise had tears in her eyes and sadly smiled. “Go, honey. Save yourself. Run away and hide, please. I’ll keep their eyes on me.”

Ashe began crying and hugged his mother, pleading for her to get up.

“Ashe, go! We don’t have time!”

Ashe shuddered as he looked back to see the lizardmen hollering at each other and pointing their way.

“I’ll go, Mother. I-I love y-you.”

“Goodbye, Ashe. I love you too. Now, go before they get here.”

Ashe nodded and stared at his mother one more time before running away as fast as his five-year-old body would take him. He heard his mother screaming and taunting the lizardmen, trying to make sure they paid attention to her. He kept his mind on running away, not wanting to hear his mother scream.

Ashe ran and ran, trying to get away, but since he didn’t know where to go, he couldn’t tell how far he was from anything.

He ran until he fell over, exhausted, and lay against a tree, trying to catch his breath.

A branch snapped and his eyes opened to see two lizardmen laughing as they walked over. Ashe was terrified and fatigued; his body wouldn’t move.

“Look what we have here.” One of the lizardmen cackled. “A little morsel of human flesh.”

The other lizard chuckled and nodded. “A snack before we head back for the feast at the village.”

Ashe had tears falling down his face, knowing that his mother and father were probably dead. These creatures had killed his parents and were going to eat their flesh. A rage built in his little body, it was to the point that he couldn’t breathe, and he felt hot. Ashe rose and exhaled a few breaths before staring at the still laughing lizardmen.

“Eh? You going to put up a fight, little human? Your mother put up a good struggle; I hope you can too.”

Both lizardmen laughed again, which made Ashe enraged. He pointed his hand toward the two and suddenly, fire came out in a stream. It freaked Ashe out, and he moved his hand left and right, trying to extinguish the fire. This movement turned out to be fortunate because it hit the two unknowing lizardmen before the flame from Ashe’s hand went out. In moments, the two were ablaze.

The lizardmen screamed in agony, and both dropped to the ground and rolled, trying to get the fire out. It didn’t help and after writhing in agony for a few minutes, they finally stopped moving and went quiet.

Ashe was in shock and fell on his butt, watching the fire as it consumed the two lizardmen. He stared blankly at them until he heard a sound to his right, making him look over.

A woman of exceptional beauty who seemed to be of an age comparable to his mother advanced toward him. She was clothed in exquisite garments, yet he was unable to describe them in detail due to his lack of knowledge of the materials. Ashe just knew that it was an expensive outfit that she was wearing and that it was purple. The woman wasn’t that tall, but her blonde hair, green eyes, and pale skin stood out as she walked gracefully toward him. Her face showed concern as she stopped in front of Ashe.

He didn’t know what to make of this. Where did this woman in the expensive clothing come from? And why was she here? He was about to flee, but she stopped him.

“Little one, don’t be afraid,” she said in a gentle tone.

“I… who are you?” Ashe asked, confused.

The beautiful woman crouched to his level on the ground. “I am a friend.”

This confused Ashe more, and he replied, “Friend? But we’ve never met before.”

The lady nodded. “That’s true…” She stopped and looked over her shoulder. Ashe heard metal hitting metal and shouts in the distance.

“What is going… Uh, I’m sorry, but I need to go find my mother and father.”

The woman put up her hand to stop Ashe and exhaled a breath. “I’m sorry, Ashe, but your parents are gone.”

Tears began flowing out of Ashe’s eyes, and he lowered his head. After a few moments, he got himself together, wiping the tears from his eyes. He stilled himself as he stared at the lady in front of him.

“I need to go and see for myself,” Ashe stated firmly. Well, as firmly as a five-year-old could muster.

“No, Ashe, you don’t. Just remember them how they were.”

“Then I need to go back to the village, my home is there.”

“I can’t let you do that either,” she argued. “The lizardmen are still running rampant. Please, come with me.”

Ashe shook his head. “I don’t even know you, ma’am. Why would I come with you?”

The woman, in a calm, gentle tone, replied, “Okay, that’s fair. I will introduce myself then. My name is Alicia Revan, High Priestess of Ophelia, Goddess of Light.”

Ashe didn’t know anything about the gods, just that his parents gave thanks to them. But he didn’t remember a goddess named Ophelia. And this lady was a high priestess of the goddess, which meant she was a high-ranking individual. Should he bow or not?

He rose and hastily tried to bow but knew he did it badly. “Uh, my name is Ashe. It’s nice to meet you.”

The lady grinned. “Such a gentleman. Well, now that we are acquainted, will you accompany me back to my carriage?”

Footsteps interrupted the two. Ashe turned to see four men that had full armor on, walking their way with swords in hand. Ashe went silent. He remembered that the knights of the realm usually ridiculed and insulted the people of his village, calling them names and showing disdain. So, he kept his mouth shut and waited.

Alicia saw his demeanor change when the knights approached. “It is all right, Ashe. They are here to help.”

Her saying that didn’t make any difference. He wasn’t going to speak unless spoken to when these knights were around.

The priestess sighed and turned her attention to the man who stopped near her.

“My lady, the lizardmen in the forest are taken care of. There were a couple that fled, though.”

Alicia nodded. “Thank you, Sir Roderick. …Sir Roderick, I would like to introduce you to Ashe.”

The knight looked over at Ashe and nodded. He had dark hair with blue eyes.

“It’s nice to meet you, Ashe.” He turned to the priestess. “I’m sorry to be abrupt, my lady, but we need to move before any more lizardmen come seeking revenge.”

Alicia nodded and held out her hand. “Come, Ashe, we shall make haste and leave this place of terrible memories.”

Ashe was hesitant at first, but he knew that he had nowhere else to go, so he placed his hand into hers.

The beautiful lady guided him as the four knights surrounded the pair and led them away from the village. Ashe remained quiet, not trusting anyone.

The group came to a part of the forest that was thick with foliage and trees, even animals scurried about. After observing some rabbits flee, he perceived something that had rotating lights and resembled a melon yet was much larger. It was as big as one of the huts in his village. Ashe didn’t know what it was and kept his mouth shut, though he was very curious about it. Purple and blue colors were flowing throughout the melon-shaped object, but you couldn’t see through to the other side.

“There’s the portal.” Sir Roderick pointed and led them over.

Portal? Ashe thought to himself. What does that mean?

No one said anything else, they just kept going in that direction. Ashe thought they would stop before it, but he was mistaken. The group hurried close to it.

Sir Roderick and another knight strolled to the portal thing without hesitation and entered it. This freaked Ashe out because the knights disappeared within it. Ashe was afraid to say something, not wanting to sound stupid, but again, he didn’t know what this was.

As he tried to find the courage to ask, Lady Alicia picked him up and rushed through the portal, following the knight’s path.

Ashe closed his eyes and heard a whoosh sound. He felt dizzy, so he continued to keep his eyes closed for almost a minute. A pat on the back brought his attention back to the priestess.

“We are here, Ashe,” she said and set him down.

He opened his eyes and looked around, knowing that this wasn’t a place that he had seen before. Where are we? And how did we get out of the forest so quickly?

They were in a field that stretched as far as he could see. In the distance, he glimpsed a city with stone walls. Ashe looked up at the sky to see an unusual sight. There were two suns, one yellowish and the other bright orange. This was again confusing to Ashe, because he only remembered one sun in the sky, and it was white. But that wasn’t all, there were flying creatures in the distance as well.

“Gryphons.”

Ashe looked to his right; Sir Roderick had interrupted his gazing.

“Gryphons? I’ve never heard of such a creature,” Ashe replied in confusion.

Roderick grunted. “That is true. From what I understand, there are no gryphons on your world.”

Ashe was even more confused now. “My world?”

Roderick chuckled and spread his arms wide. “Welcome to Arari.”

That was a name that he was not familiar with. He finally understood and went wide-eyed. “We are on a different world?”

“That’s right, young one,” Alicia said in a calm manner. “We went through a portal to Arari, our homeworld.”

“Why are we on this world?” he asked with fear in his eyes. “What are you going to do with me?”

“You are going to live here in our world,” Alicia gently stated, hoping that he would not freak out.

Ashe was terrified now. They must have kidnapped me, he thought. Ashe began to turn and try to get away, but as he did, he suddenly felt exhausted. Ashe took a step and fell over, but Roderick was there to catch him and took him over to the carriage to lay him on the seat.

As Ashe closed his eyes, he didn’t notice the symbols that floated in front of him. He just fell asleep.

Integration Initialized

Name: Ashe Cos—

Integration Paused

New Commands Coming In — Processing…

Race Change Initiated

Race Change Complete

Memory Compression and Suppression Initiated

Memory Compression and Suppression Complete

Imprinting New Memories Initiated

Imprinting New Memories Complete

Name Change Initiated — Generating…

Name Change Processed — Host now has a new name

Integration Commenced — Processing

High Priestess Alicia and Sir Roderick looked in on the boy.

“That was a close one.” Sir Roderick sighed and rubbed the back of his neck.

“Yes, it was,” Alicia agreed and rubbed the little boy’s head.

“I didn’t know that magic existed on his world.”

Alicia snorted. “It doesn’t. I don’t know how he accomplished that feat.”

That caught the knight by surprise. “Well, it was quite the feat then,” Sir Roderick acknowledged. “Hmm… I wonder if he pulled some mana from us?”

“Impossible,” Alicia argued. “He would have had to somehow connect with us and drain some of our mana for your theory to be true.”

Roderick sighed and agreed with her. “It’s still strange that we had to seek him out.”

High Priestess Alicia exhaled a deep breath and growled. “We don’t need to question our goddess; we just need to heed her commands.”

The knight captain bowed his head. “I’m sorry, my lady; I meant no offense.”

Alicia shook her head and explained the best she could. “I do not know what our goddess has in mind for the child, but I was informed that his memory would be wiped and fresh memories imprinted. His name will also change, and we are to put him in with a new family. My sources indicate the couple haven’t been able to have children, and since he is an orphan now, I’m sure they will take him in and love him.”

Sir Roderick looked concerned and said, “Are we sure? Did they vet them?”

“Yes, we had people watch them in secret,” she replied with a smile. “He will have a good life here. They are excited and are waiting for his arrival as we speak. Hmm… It should be enough time for him to be integrated into Arari. I should be able to pull his status page so we can carry him to his new home.”

Alicia took out the special stone that only she could use. It was enchanted with Identify Magic, the highest tier. With this stone, she could view the stats of anyone she desired. Saying the arcane words, a page formed in front of her.

Name: Nathanael Elrod

Race: Half-Elf

HP: ??

MP: ??




Skills:

Linguistic — 3

Alchemy — 1

Herbalist — 2

Apothecary — 2

Special Traits: The host is from another world. +2 Racial Bonus to all stats when Level 2 is reached. Bonus Feat when Level 2 is reached.

Alicia was surprised to see that his race had changed. That must have been why the little guy was moaning like he was in pain. The goddess seemed to want him hidden then. Strange.

It was also bizarre to see the bonus that he was given and the skills he already possessed. The high priestess was also curious why most of his stats were missing and the ones that were displayed had question marks instead of a number. Too many things were out of the ordinary concerning this child. She shrugged and released the magic, knowing that her goddess was in control of the situation, so she wasn’t going to worry about it.

“Okay, let’s head out, Sir Roderick. We still have some work to do,” Alicia commanded and got up into the carriage.

He bowed and got his squad together, then the group was off.


Chapter 2

It was early when Nathanael rose. Nate, to his friends, Nathan to his parents. Unless he was in trouble, then they used his full name. When they spoke that name, he knew that he might not be able to sit down for a while since his father would tan his hide.

Nate set out to do his usual morning ritual and after, he would do his chores. His mother was already up cooking breakfast as he came into the kitchen.

“Hello, Mother,” Nathanael called out as he was on the way to the outhouse.

“Hello, darling,” his mother Lana smiled back with love as he ran out the door. “Breakfast will be ready shortly!”

Nathanael didn’t respond as he pulled on the door to the outhouse. He had barely made it. Why can’t we have indoor plumbing like the rich people?

This was the umpteenth time he had asked himself that question and he knew the reason, they were poor. Well, in coin, that is. If you asked his mother, she would say that family and love are what matter, not money. Nathanael would roll his eyes when she wasn’t looking. He knew that it would make things easier for them if they had the coin to pay for things.

Nathanael sighed and made his way back to the house but stopped to smell the fresh air and stared at the beautiful blue sky. He relished the days when he could go out and explore the forests. But being a young lad who had only seen eight summers, he was forbidden to trek the unknown to hunt without his father or without his mother to search for plants and herbs. That brought the story of how his parents came to their village to his mind.

His mother, Lana, was an apothecary. A mundane healer. She used poultices, potions, herbs, and pills to help her patients. From what his mother told him, she used to be a mage healer, but lost her magic when she was gravely injured. She was in a party with her now husband, William, an archer, Garth, the leader of the party, Broderick, a tank, and Leah, a mage . While out clearing a C-Rank dungeon, which they had gone to because Garth and William had acquired new skills and wanted to try them out, but Garth made a critical error in judgment. He and William  weren’t paying attention to their surroundings and left their right flank open.

A tremont (a tall tree monster) and two horned wolves came out of nowhere. The tremont hit his mother and the other mage with its flying branches. They flew back and slammed into the wall.

The party fought against the tremont and one of the two horned wolves. This left the other horned wolf alone. Seeing its prey not moving, it went over and stuck its horn through Nate’s mother’s stomach, impaling her. She cried out in agony and kicked at the wolf, but it struck her again in her leg. Moments later, the wolf was hit with three arrows in its torso and neck, but these didn’t kill it. The horned wolf was about to impale its prey again, but the wolf’s head landed on the ground after a sword sliced through its neck.

After verifying there were no other monsters in the vicinity, the three uninjured party members assessed the situation. The earth mage they had with them suffered a broken neck and was killed instantly. Lana was bleeding everywhere and since she was the healer, all the others could do to help was use the potions they had. She tried to heal herself multiple times, but the wolf hit her main meridians, which supplied her mana. The party had low-grade potions, which only stopped the bleeding. The group got her to a healer in time, barely, but they declared that too much damage was done to heal her completely. Nothing could be done to fix her meridians. Lana was in tears at that announcement and became depressed. William more so since he was supposed to be the scout in their party as well, but he let his focus lapse.

After that incident, the party broke up and went their separate ways. Lana needed support, and William was there to give it. So, after much rest and consideration, the two decided to try and be a family. What they didn’t know from the beginning was that the injuries she suffered hindered her from having children. This was another obstacle the pair had to surmount. That and finding work and a place to live. Lana still had a healer’s mind and wanted to work in that field somehow. She learned from an apothecary how to heal with mundane items. This helped her cope with the loss of her magic. William was already good with his bow, so he became a hunter.

Their families were of no help. They hadn’t been happy about them becoming adventurers and told them they were on their own. So, when able, the two traversed the kingdom in search of a place to call home. They set their roots down in a small village not too far from Penrith. A town that was on the eastern edge of the Esulon Kingdom (the kingdom of the elves).

Years later, the two elves got an opportunity to adopt, so they took the child in. Even though Nathanael was a half-elf, the two loved him like their own. Nathanael didn’t care about them not being his blood parents, they looked after him, and that was all that mattered. Since the village they lived in consisted of mostly outcasts anyway, and of different races, it didn’t matter to anyone else either.

Nathanael shook those thoughts out of his mind and looked around at the fresh vegetables and fruits. His mother was teaching him how to garden. Every aspect of gardening from the plowing, the sowing, and then the harvesting. Nathanael oversaw weeding and sometimes protecting the garden from critters that wanted a snack or two.

They planted all kinds of seeds. Vegetables, fruits, herbs, and spices. His mother would grow enough to sell them at her booth in town. She made profits, sure, but not an extravagant amount since she wasn’t highborn or well-known. They didn’t starve or anything, she made sure of that. Oh, and his father and the other hunters of the village often brought in fresh meat. One thing was certain, his parents had ensured that he would know how to survive if he was on his own.

Nathanael sighed and went back inside to see a plate of fresh fruits, eggs, and ham placed at his seat at the table. He saw that his mother had waited for him to eat, and she smiled as he sat down.

“Problems?”

Nathanael looked up from his plate. “Uh, what?” He didn’t know what she was referring to.

She swallowed some water before replying. “You were staring into space for some time. I didn’t want to disturb your deep thinking.”

His mother winked at him and took a bite of eggs.

Nathanael shrugged and said, “I was thinking about how you and father came to live here, and then me too.”

Nathanael looked over at his mother and saw the expression on her face. He quickly apologized. “I’m sorry, Mother. I didn’t mean to make you sad.”

She waved away his concern. “It’s fine, dear. Those were some tough times, but we made it through. And when you came to live with us, our family was whole. So, don’t apologize for anything.”

He grunted and went back to eating. They sat in silence for a bit before he broke it. “Is Father out?”

Lana nodded and wiped her lips after finishing some fruit. “He and Luther are out hunting. He said they would be on the range by the Sanshire Forest.”

Luther was a friend of the family, an elf that had an awful life growing up. He made some terrible decisions and was now paying for it. Nathanael didn’t know what that meant, but Luther was friendly.

Nathanael stopped and thought about what his mother said. His father was a good bit away from them, maybe five miles.

“What are they hunting?”

“Winter isn’t far away,” she reminded him. “So, they are stocking up as best they can. Your father wants to see if they can track down some white tail elk or some great boars.”

Nathanael thought about it. His father had always liked elk and boar meat. So, that wasn’t surprising. They had space to put excess in their smokehouse.

“What are you up to today?” his mother asked. “After your chores, of course.”

Nathanael snorted. “Of course, Mother. After my chores.”

“I mean it, son.” Lana stared at him. “You’ve been slacking off lately.”

Nathanael whined and sighed. “Walter and Lionel are about to take their aptitude tests to see what their stats are and what their job class is. I was curious and asked them lots of questions.”

“Not everyone can be a mage, dear,” Lana warned. “It’s not the end of the world if you don’t have magic.”

He wanted to bring up that she’d had magic, but that would put her in a foul mood. He didn’t want to make her sad. But he also dreamed of becoming a powerful mage and traveling the world. All the kids of the village, no, the kingdom, dreamed of that.

“I know, but wouldn’t it be great if I could? It would be amazing if I was a mage of some element.”

“It would be great,” she agreed. “But you also have to know how to read and write. Have you been practicing?”

“I already know how to read and write, Mother,” Nathanael replied, confused. Well, most of it. Some of the early Elfaen dialect wasn’t easy to pronounce.

“I wasn’t speaking of our language,” she scoffed. “I was talking about the Sumta language.”

That confused him even more, and he asked, “Why would I need to learn that?” The Sumta language was hard, and most of it was runic.

His mother ate some more eggs and wiped her mouth once again. “The languages coincide with each other. Some of the spells need the Sumta language to form.”

Nathanael groaned, not wanting to learn another language. He already had to learn Elfaen, common, and Drogan. Nathanael knew most of the common and Elfaen, but his mother made him become fluent in both. Drogan was mostly used when speaking to beastfolk, as some of them didn’t know the common language.

Learning the languages wasn’t too difficult. Well, for him, it wasn’t tough. His mother said that he must have a language skill because the languages were hard for her and his father to understand.

“Well, that stinks,” Nathanael grumbled and crossed his arms. “I don’t want to be stuck inside if I don’t have to.”

Lana giggled. “If you want to be this all-powerful mage, then you must study. It isn’t easy, you know. Mages are sought throughout the kingdoms for their knowledge and power because they are always learning their craft. From a hedge wizard to an arch mage, everyone has their own niche. No one wants a halfwit that doesn’t know anything. And if you are lucky enough to have mana flowing through your body, then you will have to go to a magic academy. Either here or in another kingdom.”

Nathanael knew that he would need to attend an academy for any crafting, magical, or physical jobs. There were others that wanted to become knights of the realm, city guards, enchanters, blacksmiths, and so on. In order to get a job from those categories, you needed to graduate from an academy or have an apprenticeship.

“I get it, Mother.” Nathanael sighed as he finished his breakfast. “I need to study, but I don’t suppose you have a beginner’s guide in your collection, do you?”

He rose and cleaned his plate in the sink.

“I do, actually,” she replied with a smile. “And we can study it together if you want.”

Nathanael thought about it and finally nodded. “That would be great.”

“I can help, but you will need to work on your archery skills with your father as well. He wants you to be prepared as much as possible when you go to take your aptitude test.”

He nodded and helped clean up the table and counter before going out to do his chores.


Chapter 3

After cleaning out the muck in the horses’ stalls in the barn, he milked the cow, and then retrieved the fresh eggs from the coop. He was hoping to set those items on the counter for his mother to handle and head out to see his friends, but she called him over to help in her gardens. Nathanael sighed and half stomped, half walked over.

She was picking the ripe vegetables and had him take care of the weeds. It took a bit to get them out, but he told his mother that he was done, and she checked everything over to make sure he wasn’t fibbing. Nathanael had learned the hard way not to lie to his mother. The time he did lie she had tanned his hide and then, when his father got home, he got another round.

After her assessment, she had one more job for him to do. “Take these two elixirs to Gerard. He has been having trouble with a cough lately, so that red elixir should help. And the blue elixir is for the pain in his leg. For some reason, the old man thinks he’s still a youngster and can hang with his trainees. One day, he will need to retire and let Julian take over. He is capable.”

Nathanael grunted and thought about it. Gerard was a weapons master and trained the men and women of their village. From what he was told, Gerard was a major in the army of Duke Elandros of Vatos (the human kingdom). Nathanael wasn’t exactly sure how he ended up in Penrith, but from what little he knew, Gerard was a friend to the elves.

Julian was another elf that had military experience and was assisting Gerard. Nathanael’s father told him that with the threat of bandits around, it was wise that the village be trained and ready to fight if need be. Nathanael couldn’t argue with that. Of course, if they had an elemental mage, which they didn’t, then the bandits wouldn’t dare show their faces around the area. Although, there was always the Norsemen threat. Nathanael hadn’t even seen one in person, but he was told stories about the raids that happened years ago.

The Norsemen invaded Vatos, Esulon, and Deanolon (the beastfolk kingdom). They took slaves and pillaged the towns and villages, taking all their resources.

Nathanael shook those thoughts off and told his mother that he would hand the tonics to Gerard before locating his friends. She thanked him as he left.

He made his way through the village with his knapsack, waving and greeting others around. Some had the courtesy to wave back, others didn’t. He shrugged and kept going, those people may have been having a bad day.

As he approached the area where Gerard usually trained others, Nathanael heard someone giving orders out. He saw the huge human sparring with an elf that was as tall as him. The guy was way over six feet tall with dark brown wavy hair that came down to his shoulders. Gerard had muscles on top of muscles, if you can believe that, and his piercing brown eyes kept you wary of the dangerous swordsman. The scar on his left side combined with his hair made him look wild and untamed. The damage went from the top of his eye down the side of his face to his neck. It formed a wide line that suggested the injury had been deep. William, Nathanael’s father, told him the wound had damaged his eyesight, and that Gerard could only see things in front of him, nothing out of his peripheral vision. Nathanael had to have what that meant explained to him and was impressed the ex-major was still training others despite his debility.

Nathanael stopped at the fence and gazed upon their mock battle, as did the others in Gerard’s training class. The elf he was sparring with was Lujia. She was tall with a lithe body, platinum blonde hair, and emerald green eyes. In Nathanael’s mind, the lady elf was beautiful, and he wondered why she was here in this village. He couldn’t see any injuries or scarring on her body, but she could be an adventurer or a retired one, and that might be the reason. Maybe her parents shunned her like they did his father and mother.

The lady elf was agile and limber, which helped her as she was the leader of the archer squad in the village. Saying she was ‘the leader’ was kind of misleading since there were only four of them. Nathanael wondered why she was learning the sword. Maybe it was to help if she ran out of arrows.

Lujia was not even close to getting a hit on Gerard. Of course, it was a learning experience since Gerard was teaching as he was fighting. Nathanael looked left to see Julian observing the two. The elf seemed to be intently watching, with his hands squeezing the rails of the fence. Nathanael smiled; he figured out that Julian was worried about his sister. Nathanael was brought out of those thoughts as Gerard called an end to the session.

Lujia was breathing hard and taking deep breaths to calm herself. Gerard was just sweating a bit and didn’t seem to be tired at all. Both walked over to the gate. Gerard was still teaching and going over what she needed to work on before her next lesson. Julian strolled with purpose over to the gate and opened it for them, as he looked Lujia over for any injuries.

Gerard rolled his eyes and scoffed, “If you are that worried about her getting injured, she can learn from you.”

Julian’s face went red as Lujia stomped her foot and said, “Truly, Julian, we were sparring. If you can’t take it, then don’t watch next time.”

The beautiful elf snorted at his chagrined look and walked off. Julian hurried after her, explaining why he needed to be there. It was mostly excuses that no one thought were true.

“Ah, Nate, what brings you over here, lad? Are you finally wanting to learn the sword?”

Nathanael looked away from the arguing elves to see Gerard had walked over.

“No, sir. I am considering it, though,” Nathanael replied truthfully. During the talk with his mother, he knew things might not work out the way he wanted them to. He handed Gerard the two vials that his mother had commanded him to deliver. “I have some elixirs for you from my mother. The red one is for your cough, and the blue one is for the pain in your leg that you’ve been trying to hide from everyone.”

Gerard had a sheepish look on his face. “I knew that she would see through me. Bless your ma, she is a godsend.”

“She is at that.”

“I know that your da is out hunting for a few days, so if you need anything, let me know.” Gerard patted him on the shoulder.

“Will do, and thanks.”

Nathaniel waved at him as he left the grounds to see where Lionel was at. He and Walter were standing near the edge of the forest with Talia and Mika. They were around the same age as Lionel and were about to take the aptitude test as well. Talia, the daughter of Lujia, was a blonde elf with green eyes. She was always out in the forest exploring. Mika, the daughter of Julian, had brown hair and blue eyes, and hung around with her cousin most of the time. All four of them were full bloods.

“Bout time!” Lionel blurted in exasperation as he saw Nate approach.

The girls and Walter didn’t comment. The three just stared. Nate had never been on friendly terms with the two girls, and he wasn’t sure why. Maybe because he was a half-blood. Walter, when he was with them, acted like he didn’t associate with Nate. When they weren’t around, Walter tolerated him, but Lionel was friendly with Nate every time they were together.

“Sorry for being late, Mother had me deliver some tonics to Gerard,” Nathaniel apologized as he approached the group.

The girls snickered and rolled their eyes when he said that. Walter kept silent and walked off with the girls. Lionel gestured for him to follow.

Nate walked behind the group and listened to them go on about what their plans were when they got out of the village. Like him, they wanted to be mages.

They walked through the forest, piddling around. The girls were gathering berries as they went and put them into towels so they wouldn’t stain their dresses. Nate gathered any herbs he could and placed them in his pack. His mother would be grateful, but as he thought about it for a few moments, he wondered if he could start his own little herb and vegetable garden. He could attempt to cultivate various herbs, spices, and vegetables.

Mother has always encouraged me to become self-reliant. Maybe I can have my own land in this forest, he thought.

Nate then pondered on whether he had observed any areas that were small and easily hidden from creatures and people. He remembered two such locations and when the four parted ways that day, he would head to those parts of the forest.

The four stopped for a bit to rest and relax. Mika talked about how she wanted to venture far from the village. Talia and Walter animatedly agreed with her, not wanting to live anywhere near it. The three wanted to join the royal academy at the capital and be part of the elite mages there. Lionel only wanted to get into one of the mage academies. He didn’t care which one it was. Nate wondered why they all wanted to leave, though he understood that their village was looked down on. Maybe the four older kids just wanted to fit in with the talented full bloods. Nate knew that they didn’t want to be associated with the normies, as Mika called them.

Normies were the ones without magic or any special talent. Didn’t matter what race, but each race had their own social ratings. Nate hated to admit it, but the elves were arrogant and haughty. Most of them thought their race was superior to all others. Especially to half-breeds, like himself.

Nate didn’t take it to heart. It was like his mother said, “The gods put us all on this world to live, not just certain people. If that was the case, then it would be a lonely world indeed.” Or something like that, Nate didn’t really pay attention.

Lionel wanted to explore more of the forest, so they set out and after a couple more hours, the girls whined that they were exhausted and wanted to head back. Lionel and Walter agreed. Nate wasn’t tired at all and told them he was going to head down the trail they saw a little while back.

Lionel argued that he needed to return with them otherwise his mother would be upset. Nate smiled and waved off his concern, stating that he would be fine.

“Leave him be, Lionel,” Mika huffed. “If he wants to stay out here and get lost in the forest, then let him. I would like to have your company on the way back. Please.”

Lionel glanced at Nate, not knowing what was worse, being berated by Mika or Luna, Nate’s mother. He finally rolled his eyes and sighed. “Okay, Nate, just be careful and hurry up. I don’t want your mother on my case because you didn’t return.”

Nate chuckled. “I’ll be fine, and I won’t be long. I just want to explore for a bit more. Maybe there will be some herbs down that way. Mother cannot be angry after that.”

“If you say so,” Lionel replied. “Okay, we’re off. Let’s go.”

Lionel patted Nate on the shoulder before he walked away. Walter, Mika, and Talia didn’t say anything, they just followed.

Nate shook his head, thinking that the three were stuck up.

He took a few deep breaths before heading back to the trail they saw, hoping that it would lead him to the section that could be his new garden.


Chapter 4

Nate moved smoothly through the forest. He had noticed lately that he was more nimble than usual but didn’t know why. Nothing was out of the ordinary that he knew of, and he hadn’t done anything different in his daily routine.

With no explanation coming to him, he just went with it and stored it in his mind to ponder later.

Not long after, Nate came upon the area he remembered seeing before that would fit his new idea. When close, he veered off to the west and minutes went by before the place came into view. It was near a mountain.

Nate smiled as he viewed the patch of trees with thick foliage. He thought this was it, so he would begin taking measurements. His mother had instilled in him the size a garden should be in whatever environment he found himself in.

Coming through the foliage, Nate saw the rock formations that surrounded the plot of grass that he was looking for. It was a hidden gem was what it was. A natural barrier to keep critters out, though with the special insidious plants that the elves used around the outskirts of their gardens, there was no need for a barrier. If rodents, vermin, or any other animals tried to get in, the plants would hinder them. From the smell, or if they touched the greenery, they would end up burned or poisoned. It didn’t affect an elf, though. Other races? He didn’t know because he didn’t ask, and his mother never mentioned it either.

Nate climbed up over the rocks and smiled as he realized the potential of this plot. It was only now that he’d found his probable new garden that he thought about how to begin to clear the plot. There lay his first problem.

It was not like his mother would let him come out here with some tools from the farm for no good reason. He didn’t have one except that he wanted to grow a garden here for himself, or at least begin one to see if that was possible.

The second problem was seeds or seedlings. Where would he get them without anyone becoming suspicious? He could find the herbs and spices out in the forest to plant. And even the wild onions, carrots, and tubers. But he wanted beans, fruit, and other items in the garden. His mother was very intelligent and would know if he tried to swipe a few seeds here and there. After all, Nate was a terrible liar, and she would see right through his fibs. But with all his heart, he knew that this was a good decision.

One day, Nate knew that he would need to go out on his own. His tests would come in the next few years and would determine if he had a talent or ability. Admittedly, in the back of his mind, there was always doubt that he had any.

This little garden adventure would mark the commencement of Nate’s self-reliance.

Nate looked around and began to take measurements before checking when and where the suns would shine on the plot. Would it be enough, or too much?

When he checked out everything that his mother and father advised him during the lessons they gave, he paused. Nate thought at the time that he was being overloaded with information. Even though he was eight years old, his parents had begun to teach him how to survive. The gardens were the first lessons, and soon, he would go out and hunt with his father for days and even weeks at a time. Nate was excited to see the lands and explore where his father traversed.

Shaking those thoughts off, Nate thought about how this plot would be perfect for his starter garden. After finishing his calculations and realizing that it was time to leave, Nate gave his plot one last look before he began to venture home.

While on his journey, Nate was still lost in thought, trying to find a solution to his problems, when something barked to his right and then yapped. Nate flinched, and not knowing what it was, hid behind a tree and scanned the area around. He didn’t see anything, and after he heard the noise again, there was another noise, a loud bleat, then a second one.

Nate knew that sound, a mountain ram. Curious, he went to investigate what was going on. He approached a cliff and slowly attempted to crawl up to the edge and not make a sound, but he was unsuccessful. It didn’t matter, though, since down below him, two mountain rams were fighting off what could only be described as creatures similar to wolves. Three of them.

The trio had a bluish-gray hue, and they were slender and agile. Their faces were leaner than those of wolves, the same for their muzzles, with the ears appearing longer. Nate determined that the creatures in question were yotes. His father had described them as he came across these predators from time to time. It seemed that they saw the mountain rams as food.

Nate observed the fight below him as the five went at each other. He was amazed that the mountain rams were holding their own. Of course, with those massive horns and the way they kicked, he could see why.

As the fight carried on, he saw that the yotes were getting injured more than the rams were, and he predicted that they would retreat. Sure enough, not too long after, the yotes fled after two of them were kicked in the muzzle too many times. Blood was flowing from lacerations. The yotes yapped and barked as they backed away, but the mountain rams bleated in response.

When it was finished, the five left the area. Nate was smiling afterward. It was a good battle, and none were killed. As he was about to leave, a hole in the mountain got his attention further down from his present location.

He battled with himself over the decision to explore or risk further punishment from his mother when he returned to his village. Nate shrugged and decided that since he would be in trouble anyway, why not take a moment to explore?

Nate had to waste some time to find a safe way down to the area. When he found one, he slowly made his way down the steep drop off. On the ground, he scanned the area thoroughly to make sure the predators had moved off. After his mind was at ease, he hurried to the hole he saw in the mountain.

There was rubble all over the place and the opening would only fit a smaller person like himself. Taking that as a good omen, Nate climbed the ten-foot-tall debris. At the top, he crouched and made his way into the hole. It was dark and the dank smell made him sway for a bit. When he made his way down the rubble, Nate found himself in a tunnel and the only light was coming from the outside. He didn’t have any torches in his pack like his dad normally did, but he did have flint and steel to build a fire.

Nate realized that before it was covered up it used to be some sort of doorway. He then wondered why someone had blocked it. Curious, Nate went over and searched for any remains of the door but without any light, he couldn’t see any. With a shrug, he ventured down the tunnel to see how far he could get before he couldn’t see at all due to the dark.

It was further than he thought, and he was about to turn around to head out when a green translucent square with words appeared in front of him. That freaked him out, and he jumped back, swiping at it, but his hand went through it.

“What the…” Nate said aloud.

The strange incident made him wary since if he moved the green square moved with him, even if he turned the other way. When he calmed down, he read the words in front of him.

~You have acquired the skill Night Vision~

“Night vision skill? What does that mean?” Nate asked aloud in the silent tunnel.

[Night Vision]

Description: it is the ability to see in any darkness

Nate snorted and shook his head, thinking this was crazy. He waved his hand trying to get the green screen to go away. It finally did what he wanted, and he tried to see in the darkness but couldn’t.

“What a load of dung, the skill doesn’t even work,” Nate scoffed. “Night Vision… preposterous! I’m not a full-blood elf, so I cannot have the skill of Night Vision. At least until I go through the tests to unlock my potential. Maybe then I will be able to unlock that ability, though it is unlikely.”

It was then that Nate looked down the tunnel that was supposed to be dark and was startled. He jumped back and yelped.

“I can see,” Nate breathed out in awe.

The skill worked; he could see further now, maybe around twenty feet in front of him. Not like it was daytime, but he wondered if the skill would level up if he used it often. Lionel had told him that the skills could be leveled when they discussed any new skills that he heard about.

With his new skill active, Nate strolled down the tunnel carefully. He didn’t want to be ambushed by some dark creature or something like that.

Nate came to the end of the tunnel and saw a torch inside of a sconce. He wondered if it could be lit so he could have some kind of weapon. His little knife wouldn’t work against anything trying to kill him.

Nate pulled off his pack and dug through it to grab the flint and steel. Hopefully, the torch would light without an issue.

And it did, thankfully. Nate put his items back into the pack and pulled it over his shoulders as he picked the torch out of the sconce. It was at that moment another of those green squares appeared, along with a sound.

DING!

New Quest Acquired!

Objective: Explore the Babilon Dungeon Ruins

Reward: Unknown




“What? Babilon Dungeon? Never heard of it. Wait, I’m in a dungeon!? Wait… it says ruins. That means it isn’t working, right? Right?”

Nate didn’t get a response. He sighed and closed his eyes, knowing that he might get into a sticky situation sooner or later. Pun intended since there were probably spiders down amongst the ruins.


Chapter 5

Nate sighed and began again, moving carefully through the tunnel, well, dungeon, actually. It was filled with dust and spiderwebs.

He came to the end of the tunnel, or so he thought. It branched out to the east and west. Not sure which way to go, he decided to go west and moseyed down the tunnel. There, he found some openings to the left but discovered that they were actually rooms. None had doors on them, which was strange. Curious, Nate went into each room and found some rotted equipment and weapons in most of them. But one room had a person that had been long dead, and the bones were in a sitting position. There was even a sword leaning against the wall to the left of the skeleton, as well as a metal shield. 

Nate didn’t really know what to think about that and hesitated before his curiosity got the better of him, and he went to see if he could find anything of value.

The sword and shield were dirty and a bit rusty but still in good shape. The skeleton had tattered clothes on it. And since he didn’t want to get too close to the deceased, Nate didn’t know what race the individual was.

There was a table in the room as well, so he went to investigate. Some items were left there on top, but nothing that looked expensive or valuable. Some parchment, an ink vial, a small brown bag, and a silver necklace with a modest white pendant.

Curious, he looked in the bag and saw something at the bottom. Nate reached in to see what was in it and felt some metal inside, so he emptied the bag. There were a few simple metal rings with symbols on them.

Nate picked up one ring to examine it. A green screen appeared in front of him. It startled him again, and he dropped the ring back onto the table.

~Congratulations! You have obtained the skill Analyze~

“Analyze, what does that mean?” Nate wondered aloud. The screen changed.

Description: This skill is used to obtain information from an object, an item, or an individual.

That seemed to be a useful skill. Nate snorted and shook his head, knowing that this was not normal. Why was he acquiring skills already? He wasn’t old enough yet to use the system, or whatever they called it.

He didn’t know the answer, and it was probably not a good idea to ask about it. His mother would be suspicious if he questioned her, asking questions that he wasn’t going to answer. Although he was willing to, he lacked the knowledge to provide those answers.

Nate sighed and decided to use the skill he had just acquired to test its functionality. He grabbed the necklace with the white pendant and activated the skill.

~Necklace of Knowledge and Comprehension~

Description: The individual who wears this item gains knowledge swiftly and efficiently.

Nate stared at the screen in front of him. If the description was correct, he could use it to learn faster and effectively.

And what exactly can you learn with this?

Unaware of its significance, he placed the necklace around his neck and proceeded to examine one of the rings.

~Ring of Minor Healing~

Description: The purpose of this item is to help the wearer recover from minor wounds, blood loss, and injuries.

Wow, that is a cool item to possess. With this, I don’t need to worry about any injuries sustained in the forest if I’m careful.

Nate then analyzed the other ring in his hand.

~Ring of Mana Regeneration~

Description: Allows wearer to regain mana in a determined amount of time. The level of user determines the rate of regeneration.

Huh, that is something. It looks like this individual was a mage and one that used dual wielding. They had to have a skill for that, too.

Nate learned that from his father and Gerard. Dual wielding was a skill which enabled an individual to wield two weapons simultaneously or use a weapon and shield.

Picking up the third and final ring, he examined it.

~Basic Dimensional Storage Ring~

Description: Allows the wearer to store items within the ring’s personal dimension. This ring has a basic version of the spell and can only store a limited number of items and size. Warning: CANNOT store sentient creatures.

Whoa! A storage ring? I have hit the mother lode! With this ring I can carry concealed items without getting in trouble and without the risk of being caught by Mother when I borrow tools from Father. This person must have been rich. I mean, this is worth a ton of money, even though it is the basic version. Adventurers have to save for a long time to even buy one of the basic versions. Hmm… it is strange to find these. Wonder how they ended up here.

Nate shrugged and admired his rings. He contemplated the storage ring, wondering if any objects were still retained within it, but he suspended that train of thought momentarily.

There was still a parchment on the table beside the empty bag. He picked it up and saw the language was not one that he recognized. No, that wasn’t entirely true, as Nate scanned the parchment he identified a few of the characters, but these weren’t written correctly. Or they were not the Sumta language he knew. He felt his neck tingle, and a notification came up once more.

~You have learned a rare language~ 

~Skill upgraded: Linguistic skill is now at level 4~

~Skill upgraded: Linguistic skill is now at level 5~

With the help of your necklace, you have learned the Esron language.

Esron language? I have no idea what that is. It’s cool, though, that I learned another language so quickly.

Getting back to the parchment, he wasn’t familiar with the characters and letters, but he saw he was now able to read the writing without hindrance. He assumed that his linguistic skill upgrade had worked.

Guess Mother was right; I had a language skill all along. Good to know.

And with the necklace of knowledge that he was wearing, things would go smoothly when he needed to learn another one or something that he didn’t know.

Nate sighed and began reading the parchment.

Hello Young Adventurer,

By now, you know that you are in an unfamiliar place. Many years ago, I had visions of you finding my remains and equipment within this room. It was strange at first to see myself not of the living, but as I kept having these visions, I knew that the gods had their reasons for things to happen. By the time you peruse this, centuries will have passed since my departure from this world. Anyway, getting off topic here.

Let me introduce myself and explain a few things about my life before going further. My name is Draleus Valroth. A hermit by most people’s standards, but I made it that way because most didn’t understand me. It is easier to write this than to tell others why I was the way I was. I couldn’t just look them in their faces and say that they were stupid or idiotic in their understanding of this world. No, that would be uncouth of me.

I worked as a lowly mage in this world. Well, at least that is what everyone thought. I had some secrets that I kept to myself. The most important one was even when others knew I had powers, I made them think that I was weak, like those that only knew a few spells, or that could help in small doses. A sorcerer or similar, if you know what they are.

Nate stopped and thought about it. Sorcerer? He had heard the name before but had never met one. In any case, with their village full of outcasts, no one would come there anyway. Wizards were rare and second in the hierarchy of magic, the top being sages.

Sages were revered because their quest for knowledge and power never stopped. The mages were third with the clerics being a close fourth. The clerics were given divine power from their patrons. Below them in the hierarchy were the sorcerers, then witches, finally, warlocks.

A sorcerer would be able to protect themselves from the other classes, but they could only last for so long before their mana pool was exhausted. If a powerful mage wanted to duel with a sorcerer, then they could defeat them easily, but if that same mage went up against a wizard, then the mage would be defeated. It was simple to understand. Most everyone knew not to mess with the powerful magic users. However, it was a good thing that they had mages around, they kept the village safe from others. Nate shrugged those thoughts away and went back to the parchment.

Anyway, I learned and taught myself what it really meant to be a magic user. And since I was a wizard and sort of a recluse, it wasn’t hard for me to advance to becoming a sage. There weren’t many that become sages in this world, but I was dedicated to knowledge and experiencing power like no other. It was at the end of my life when I succeeded in becoming what I had long dreamed of that I realized something. I was alone, very alone. Others were aware that I had reached the sage tier in magic and were afraid of me. Most ran in terror when they saw me, so I had to disguise myself to even get items from the general store to survive. I really just wanted someone to talk to.

I ended up not having any true friends or any children, so my legacy wouldn’t be passed down to anyone. But when the gods showed me you in my visions, I smiled and knew that there was a person who could use my knowledge and power when needed. I am not going to make it easy for you, though. There will be tasks you need to complete before you are given any knowledge, but when each task in finished, you will be given a reward.

What?” Nate asked aloud. “This can’t be true.”

Nate looked over at the guy with the tattered clothes, wondering if this was the sage.

“Nope, that can’t be him.”

Nate looked back at the parchment and began reading the rest of it.

With my knowledge and visions, I picked up that you weren’t tested yet for your class and had no knowledge of how the system worked.

Listen, I know you may be confused about what I have written, but my tasks will guide you in your journey.

This world uses a system to build your body and mind. It allows you to acquire skills and abilities for survival and many other factors. You can also acquire jobs and classes. Word of advice, though: Learn all you can. The more you know, the more you can achieve. You can even explore like you are doing now, go out and help others, or slay some monsters, but if you want to live your life humbly, then so be it. It’s your choice, whatever you prefer. But do not become a recluse like me. It was a lonely life. Magic and power are great to have, but it wasn’t everything.

In this room, I have given you some items that will help you on your journey. They aren’t in the legendary class but will protect you until you can get better equipment. I couldn’t just give you artifacts; people would be suspicious and try to take them away from you. Especially since you are at Level 1.

Next to the table on the floor is a chest. It isn’t locked or some kind of trap, it is just your first task. Well, that is it until you have completed your mission. If you do decide to take on this mission, just know that you will become powerful. I hope you do and desire you to be successful, but if you do evil deeds or something malevolent with my powers, they will shut off completely, becoming dormant for years. These powers are not to be taken lightly, so be sure this is what you want before you begin this quest.

Oh, and one more thing. I left some items in the storage ring that will help in the future and are pertinent to adventuring. And other items that you may need. To view the list within the storage ring, just say the command, [List Ring Storage].

Live your life to the fullest kid and give it some meaning. Good luck, my friend.

DV


Chapter 6

After folding and pocketing the letter, Nate was dumbfounded. This sage left his legacy to me? How did he know that I would be here?

Nate shook his head and snorted. Sages are powerful, and he said that the gods gave him visions. That in itself is crazy. Can I do this?

The young man pondered for a few minutes before he nodded.

Wait, he said that items were left inside the storage ring. Pertinent items for adventuring. I wonder what they could be.

[Item List] Nate said to himself.

A screen appeared in front of him, displaying the items within the storage ring.

A bag of endless water — A magic item that supplies an endless supply of potable water.

25 simple rations — Preserved meals.

5 complete outfits — Full outfits that are made for adventuring.

5,000 aurei

5,000 drachmas

5,000 iron coins

Nate whistled. Whoever this Draleus was, he had to be rich. That’s a treasure right there. How do I get those items out? Hmm…

“System, how do I get things out of the Basic Storage Ring?” Nate asked aloud, not knowing if it would work or not.

A beep sounded and a green screen displayed the answer.

Description: Basic Storage Ring

To store an item, hold the item in your hand and think the command stow. The item will then be placed into the ring. To pull out an item, simply focus on the item that you want and think retrieve. The item will appear in your hand or on the ground in front of you.

Huh. That’s convenient. Let’s try it out then.

Thinking about what he wanted, the bag of endless water appeared. Nate opened it and drank the liquid inside. It tasted fantastic. He hadn’t known how thirsty he was. After drinking his fill, he stowed the water and pulled out an outfit.

It wasn’t anything fancy. Blue trousers, a white button-down shirt, belt, boots, socks, and underwear. And even a green coat to go over his shirt.

Nate looked at the items of clothing that appeared in front of him. They were huge compared to his short stature.

“Uh, how are these supposed to fit me?”

Another beep sounded and an answer displayed in front of him that stated they would shrink to his size.

Nate chuckled and shook his head, thinking that he was dreaming all this.

He put on the new attire. Moments later, the clothing shrunk to his size. He laughed and wondered how the magic knew what to do.

Nate shook his head not caring about that for now. He exhaled a breath, feeling better about going forward with the mission the sage had for him, even though his mother would kill him when he returned home. 

Picking up his old clothes, he stored them inside his bag and chuckled. This ring is a great item to have. Thanks, DV.

Now that he was outfitted, he stared at the ink vial and quill and decided to take them with him. Who knew, they might come in handy later. That and the items weren’t cheap from the store in town.

After placing those items and the letter into the ring for safe keeping, he tied the bag’s leather thong onto his belt and went over to the skeleton propped up against the stone wall.

There was the sword that he saw when he first came into the room propped up on the wall beside the skeleton. He grabbed it and looked it over. Curious to see if he could ascertain any information about it, he used the Analyze command.




Steel Short Sword

Item Quality: Common

Damage: 12-15 Stabbing

Durability: 25/25




The sword was nothing special, but it was a weapon, and he didn’t know what task the sage had for him. So, he picked it up and swung it a few times to get the feel of it. When he returned to his village, he would get Gerard to teach him the sword, that is, after enduring the punishment from his mother.

Nate sighed. He was in a dark place lit with a torch, and this would help if he ran into anything hostile. There was also the shield that was placed right beside the sword.




Rusted Shield

Item Quality: Common

Durability: 30/30




He shrugged and knew that it was too heavy for him to use for now. So, he stored it in his ring. Not seeing anything else useful, Nate strolled over to the chest that the sage mentioned.

Opening it, he saw a tome and a dagger. Nate used his Analyze skill to see what he could find out.




Dagger

Item Quality: Common

Damage: 8-10 Stabbing/Cutting

Durability: 20/20

Tome of Agriculture

Item Quality: Uncommon




Description: Book that belonged to Sage Draleus Valroth. This book is for the most poised farmer. It is filled with beginner’s knowledge all the way to expert for gardening, farming, herbalism, and raising livestock. If you want to possess the farm of your dreams, then this is the book for you.




Whoa, a book on how to grow and maintain gardens and a farm. Mother would love to read this. But the farm of my dreams? Seriously? Uh, no thanks. I would rather be a magic user.

Nate looked again to see if he had missed anything inside the chest. There were two other items that were stowed below the tome. A piece of parchment and a piece of broken glass. That confused Nate. He read the parchment, thinking it would be one of the tasks to start the mission that the sage spoke about.

This dungeon that you find yourself in was one that I stumbled upon. It was a Level C Dungeon and had some decent foes to battle with, but it wasn’t a challenge for me to defeat and destroy the core. The piece of glass that you found within the chest is a piece of the dungeon’s core. Your first task is to find the pieces of the core and mend them together. Once done, this will bring the core back to life and the dungeon will begin functioning again.

What?! Fix the core? And how am I to put the core back together? What nonsense is this? I have no magic.

Nate was dumbfounded. Why would he need to fix the core for this dungeon? It hadn’t worked for centuries. He slumped and groaned as a new screen appeared in front of him.

Quest: Survive the Babilon Dungeon Ruins

Objective: Locate all five pieces of the Dungeon Core. Defeat anything in your path and survive.

Rewards: Unknown

Nate sighed and silently cursed the sage for this quest.


Chapter 7

Taking a few moments to gather his thoughts, Nate pondered on whether he should continue with the mission that the sage gave him or go home and face the punishment that he knew was coming. Perhaps he could purchase a desired item for his mother or an expensive item to influence her decision. Would that help? Probably not.

He then made a list of advantages and disadvantages, going over them many times. The one that stuck out to him more than anything was that he was already here. As he was already aware of the consequences that would leave him unable to sit for a week, he opted to search for the remaining pieces of the dungeon core.

Nate exhaled a deep breath after making what was a big decision, at least for him. He placed the rings onto his fingers, and they automatically shrunk to fit. Just like the necklace that he put around his neck. He nodded to himself and then stowed the remaining items that he had acquired, except the sword and torch.

With the torch in one hand and the sword in the other, Nate walked out of the room and headed down the walkway, stopping in rooms that were nearby, checking to make sure there wasn’t anything of value.

Am I on the first floor of this dungeon? I wonder how many floors this place has. And since the core is broken, how can I get to the other floors? Are the doors even open?

Nate shrugged and continued on his way. At the next turn, Nate heard some noise. He ceased his movement and hid behind debris that had resulted from a fallen wall, then peered at the entity that was loitering around the non-operational dungeon. It was shaped like a melon and just as green.

The young adventurer used his skill [Analyze] to find out exactly what he was dealing with.

Green Slime [Level 1]

A slime, Nate thought.

The only way to kill them was to hit their cores in the center of their viscous form. He had learned that from listening to his father and even from Walter and Lionel when they bragged about how they had killed a few themselves. Nate didn’t really have any evidence to believe them, but he also didn’t have any proof to refute them either.

Nate took a breath and then another before moving out from his hiding place and slowly making his way toward the slime. He had never faced a challenge like this before, and even though it was only a level 1 monster, it had the capacity to end his life.

As he approached the slime, Nate made a sound that announced his presence. The slime, even though it didn’t have any eyes or ears that Nate could see, jumped at him. He yelped and dropped his sword as he moved away. The slime missed him, barely, but it bounced off the cobblestone floor and hit him on the arm.

Nate hissed and dropped the torch as his arm felt like a warnet (a flying insect that caused pain when they stung you and their venom could kill you) had stung him. He wasn’t paying attention, and the slime hit him again. Nate let out a whimper of pain once more, but he swiftly picked up the sword, thanks to the torch that was still illuminating the area, even though it was on the ground.

Nate executed a swing of his sword at the slime, which moved back, avoiding his blade. Despite this, he was taken by surprise when he felt a sharp pain in his leg. Nate yelped and moved back to see that another slime had come upon him without him knowing.

This was getting out of hand, and he needed to kill them before any others showed up. Nate stabbed the nearest slime and missed the core by inches, but he kept at it and hit his target after a couple missed opportunities. That and he was busy fighting off the other slime.

Nate took a breath and moved slightly to his left, even though his leg was still hurting a bit. At that moment, he felt some warmth in his leg and arm that were in pain. Moments later, he felt no discomfort from the two injured limbs.

He didn’t have time to think about what had happened because the remaining slime jumped at him again. Nate swiped at him and sliced a part of the monster off but missed the core. He didn’t let that deter him, though. The young adventurer followed the slime and when it landed, Nate stabbed its core and killed it.

The viscous liquid broke apart, and the slime was no more. Nate exhaled a deep breath and looked around for more. Moments later, a screen appeared in front of him.

Would you like to loot Green Slime? Yes or No?

Nate scoffed and shook his head, knowing that the slimes gave terrible loot. What would it give him? A few iron coins, maybe some of the viscous liquid that formed the creature?

He exhaled a few breaths to calm down before telling the system yes, he would like to loot the slime just in case something wondrous happened and it dropped a rare item.

Nate chuckled and shook his head at the thought. The sage had destroyed the core of the dungeon, there would be no drop rates in here. Upon reflection, Nate recognized that as the entrance was barricaded, that prohibited any substantial entity inhabiting this space. That is, at least any monster bigger than him.

Nate went over to see what dropped from the slime, and he was right. A few iron coins. But hey, it was more than he had before. Well, before he found the treasure the sage left him. While stowing the coins in his dimension ring, he realized that something was blinking red in his peripheral vision. Not knowing what it was, he asked the system.

Another green screen popped into existence, then another, and then another.

~You have slain a green slime [Level 1] — Experience Gained~

~You have slain a green slime [Level 2] — Experience Gained - Bonus experience earned for killing enemy above your level~

~You have acquired the skill swordsmanship — There are different tiers in this particular skill. Single blade wielder and dual blade wielder~

~You have acquired the single blade wielder skill — Despite your inadequate swordsmanship, you managed to survive. Congratulations on your accomplishment~

Was the system mocking him? That was uncalled for.

Those screens faded away, and another popped up.

—Your notifications are set to manual. Would you like to set them to auto notify?—

What does that mean?

The screen changed.

—When set to manual, a screen will appear to notify you that something has changed for you when you think [Notifications]. Auto notify means that the screen notifications will come when you accomplish something—

Nate scoffed and told the system to keep the notifications to manual notify.

Who in their right mind would want the screens to come up when they are in the middle of battle?

He sighed and continued down the tunnel and into a room that was considerably larger than the others. While holding the torch, he scanned the area for anything of note and saw something gleaming off the walls. He moved over and saw that they were mushrooms. That’s strange, Nate thought. The only sparkling mushrooms that he remembered hearing about were the Curative Mushrooms. They were for the highly valued and rare Recovery potions.

Nate exhaled a breath before using his Analyze skill to make sure what he thought was true.

—Curative Mushroom—

—An item that is used for Recovery potions. It can also be mixed in with bisque or salad for energy boosts and resist poison. Eat enough of them and you will be able to level [Poison Resistance]—

Huh, that’s interesting. If I had the poison resistance last year when I ate those polop berries from the forest, I wouldn’t have had to stay in bed for a week, vomiting everything that went into my stomach. That reminds me. System, please refresh my memory. What is a Recovery potion?

—Recovery Potion: The capabilities of this potion include healing intermediate to fatal wounds. It cures poisons and diseases, liberates curses, and on certain individuals with high mana regeneration, it will help to grow limbs—

Wow, that is crazy to hear. Huh, then why didn’t Mother get one of those potions to heal her? After giving it some thought, Nate figured it could be because of the exorbitant pricing.

He shook his head and asked the system another question, hoping it would answer. He didn’t know if the system was just being nice to him or not since he really had no idea how it worked in the first place.

System, how do I make a Recovery potion?

If he could find out how to create the potion, then maybe he could heal his mother so her magic would work again.

—Error: cannot give instructions to craft the item known as Recovery Potion. Host does not have recipe or the Apothecary Level necessary to create—

Nate shook his head and knew that it would be difficult to find that recipe and then figure out how to learn the Apothecary skill. Wait, it said the level necessary. Does that mean that I have the skill already?

He sighed and wondered where he obtained the skill. It was a learned skill like the tome he had in his dimension ring: The book of Agriculture.

That was something to worry about later. Nate placed the torch into a sconce on the wall and stowed his sword in his ring, then pulled his pack off his shoulder. Placing it on the dirt floor he grabbed his dagger and harvested the mushrooms. With his dimension ring, he could use a slot to carry as many of the mushrooms as he wanted. So, even though it was greedy, Nate took the lot. All two hundred of them.

Groaning, he grinned and picked up the torch before continuing his journey.


Chapter 8

A couple hours later, Nate was still moving through the dungeon. He had found the doors down to floors two and three. Nothing of import was on those floors except herbs and plants that could be used in many things. Like his garden, for example. Nate liked that idea. He also came across a few other green slimes. They didn’t leave any loot behind either.

Minutes later, Nate heard some squeaking and stopped in his tracks. That sound was familiar to him, so he slowly moved forward with his sword and saw what was making the noise. Rats. A group of them.

Nate analyzed one of them.

—Mole Rat Level 1—

Mole Rat? Aren’t those the things that burrow? Ugly things too. And they are level one just like the slimes were. I wonder if it was because the dungeon isn’t active. …Guess I’m going to have to fight these things.

He scanned the walls and found a sconce to place the torch on. When ready, he swung his sword a few times nervously. But after taking a few breaths, he finally got the courage to face them.

Nate hurried over and began slashing. The mole rats heard him and pounced. He tried to get out of the way but was blocked by the wall. Two of the rats bit him on his leg. Nate yelped and kicked them off, then struck them with his sword, slicing into their necks. The two mole rats shrieked and died on the spot.

Nate looked around at the other three, who were cautious now. He didn’t give them a chance to think about anything, the adventurer ran at them and swung his sword horizontally but missed all three entirely. Backing up, Nate jabbed at the closest one and stuck it in its back before stomping on its head, breaking its neck.

The other two jumped on his back. Nate turned in a circle as fast as he could but couldn’t get them off. He then quickly jumped backward, slamming into the stone wall. The rats squealed and fell down, stunned. It was easy to kill them after that.

Nate tried to calm down, but it took some time. A red light was flashing in his mind. That was the notification signal, he remembered. With a sigh, he mentally said the command and the screens began popping up in front of him.

~You have slain [Mole Rat Level 1] — Experience gained~

~You have slain [Mole Rat Level 1] — Experience gained~

~You have slain [Mole Rat Level 2] — Experience gained — Bonus experience for killing an enemy above your level~

—Level up! You have reached Level 2—

~You have slain [Mole Rat Level 1] — Experience gained~

~You have slain [Mole Rat Level 2] — Experience gained —Bonus experience for killing an enemy above your level~

Level 2? That’s great! Wonder what my stats are li-

Nate was interrupted by another screech. He looked over and saw more of the mole rats. He sighed and with no one else to watch his back, he had to take care of them and move on since there were more around.

When he had taken out the four mole rats, Nate moved on and checked the rooms. He knew that he could only stay in place for a brief time, even though the dungeon wasn’t active. There were monsters in here, and they weren’t going to wait as he checked his notifications.

Nate found a room at the end of floor three. A large cavern filled with those hideous rats and a den mother. The den mother was as tall as he was, fat and ugly with huge teeth coming out of her mouth. And to top that, it was a level 4 monster. He didn’t want to tangle with that beast. Thinking about alternatives on how to get around them, Nate remembered the tome that the sage had left him. Sticking the torch on a sconce, he stowed the sword back into his ring before clearing his mind of everything but dealing with those stupid critters.

It was a long shot, but he pulled the tome out of his ring and began to read to see if those pesky rats could be killed another way instead of just stabbing them. Nate looked through the book and finally found the spot where it described the mole rats and how to kill them. He smiled when he located the answer: Poison them.

This would have presented a difficulty in the past, as he had nothing with him to do this, but while scouring the floors, he discovered several herbs referenced in the tome that had lethal effects. Bay Leaves, Curative Mushrooms, and Mint. Nate wasn’t sure why those grew within this dungeon, they were used for cooking mostly, but were also used in potions. So, that worked out for him.

The tome said to ground them so the rats would eat them easier. He had an idea too. The mint would cover up the smell of the bay leaves and mushrooms if they were shredded together. So, he did just that. Using his dagger, Nate cut up as many of the ingredients as he thought were needed. If it wasn’t enough, he still had his trusty sword with him. Whatever that meant. He had heard that from Gerard many times. How can you trust a sword?

Sheathing his dagger, Nate put the concoction in a shirt that he pulled out of his inventory. When ready, he slowly moved around the cavern and placed the mixture in different areas where the rats had vacated mindful of any movement around him.

When the herbs were all gone, Nate scanned the area to see if the rats had picked up his scent, but they hadn’t; the rodents were already eating and fighting over the concoction that he spread. The mole rats moved around the cavern, searching for more of the heavenly scent of mint. He hurried over behind a stalagmite to hide until it was over.

Nate didn’t know how long it would take, but after only a minute, the rats finished eating all of the mixture that he had spread all over the cavern. Moments later, the first few who ate the herbs began shrieking and squealing in agony. Not liking the sound at all, Nate covered his ears to block out the noise.

Humming a song or three that his mother taught him, Nate waited patiently. When he thought that it was over, he lifted his hands off his ears but could still hear the rats’ agony. Nate sighed and began to hum more songs to block them out.

After what felt like hours to him, Nate finally pulled his hands away to hear silence within the cavern. With his night vision, he looked around to see if any rats were still alive. When no sound was heard or movement seen, Nate moved out from the stalagmite and got his first look at the aftermath of the poison.

The rats were bloated and had blood coming out of their bodies from fissures. They also had blood coming from other orifices. Nate vomited a few times before he reined in his stomach.

He hesitated, wanting to see if they dropped anything. Nate looted the mole rats and found some rat teeth and tongues. He reluctantly moved the items to his inventory when he remembered they could be used in potions. Alchemy potions.

He shuddered and moved about looting all the rats and even the den mother, who gave him mole rat blood as well as twenty drachmas. That surprised Nate; he didn’t want to think about where those coins came from.

Moving on, he searched the entire cavern for anything to take with him. There was nothing much until behind a few stalagmites he found a chest. Nate smiled and was about to open it but paused, thinking it might be a trap of some sort.

With slow movements, Nate opened the lid, but nothing came out. It was anti-climactic. So, moving closer, he looked inside to find another sliver of the dungeon core. Nate put his fist in the air and whooped. It echoed in the cavern, but he didn’t care at that moment.

There were also two tomes inside and a parchment. Nate picked up the parchment and began to read.

Hello again, young adventurer. I am glad that you have made it this far. Inside this chest is another sliver of the dungeon core and also two of my magic tomes. You will need them for the next task.

I wasn’t sure by the time you reached this area if your mana was unlocked or activated. You know, where you can use mana for spells? Anyway, there is a small tome in this chest to get that started for you if that hasn’t occurred. The other tome is for fire magic. I am cognizant of the argument you are about to present, and it is valid. You are going to ask for an explanation of why a person of your youthful age would need fire magic. Well, the short answer is because it is very useful. Although the majority of people associate fire magic with destruction, it can also be employed for practical purposes. The fundamental incantations are simple to utilize and beneficial. It is also a valuable asset for defense purposes, but I would suggest reading about it in the tome I have provided you.

Happy hunting.

Nate snorted and shook his head, knowing that his mana had not been unlocked as far as he knew. The sage was actually going to make him work for it. He sighed and picked up the small tome that was mentioned and read the title.

How To Unlock Your Mana for Dummies and Youngsters 101

Nate chuckled and reread it a few times, laughing the whole time. The sage had a good sense of humor. Either that or those people he used to deal with were incompetent in his eyes.

Oh well, the next question that he had to answer was when he unlocked his mana, would it affect him? He didn’t have the answer to that question, nor did he know if he would have to rest for a bit after activating it.

And what about the fire magic? I thought you had to have an affinity for that to work. Man, I really need to read a book on magic fundamentals for dummies. Maybe he has one for the way magic works and such.

He sighed and opened the small book to at least find out if he could even use magic. Although, if the sage left it here for him then it was safe to say he could. Hopefully.


Chapter 9

Nate was hoping to read in silence for a bit and not be bothered, but the smell of the deceased mole rats decided for him. After placing the items from the chest into his dimension ring, he returned to the location where he had positioned his torch. He wished to keep it within reach for precautionary measures, but as he inspected the object, it appeared to have been significantly consumed. Nate didn’t know what the material was that burned, so he couldn’t just replace it.

Disheartened by this, he contemplated whether he had seen any other torches that he might have overlooked. But he couldn’t think of any, so he groaned and continued on his journey.

Following his discovery of the fourth-floor entrance, Nate conducted a thorough investigation of each room in search of valuable objects, similar to his search on previous floors. But this time, he was looking for a hiding spot to learn from the tomes that the sage had left him.

A few things jumped to his mind to inquire about as he checked the rooms. More herbs were plain to see, so he picked and placed those in his ring for safekeeping. But he found other unidentified plants.

Employing his [Analyze Skill], he examined a plant that was situated in the initial rooms he investigated. It had a purple flower with vivid crimson threads emerging from its center. 

—Scaffrin—

Description: Scaffrin is a powerful spice high in antioxidants and known for its health benefits. In culinary applications, the plant is used to flavor dishes and a natural orange dye. Can also be used in perfumes.

The spice can be used for a variety of purposes. That’s handy.

Nate surveyed the room and grinned, noting an abundance of the plant and convenient accessibility. He examined the neighboring room and uncovered more. So, he would gather all that he could. 

After completing that task, he proceeded to search for a hiding place, which his father usually referred to as a “hidey hole.” William would recount to him hunting stories where he had to seek shelter for protection against danger or unfavorable weather. You know, the sudden appearance of storms without warning.

Nothing worth taking was found in the next few rooms. The rooms following had some kind of root growing from the floor. Nate went over and a screen popped up.

—Ricua Lnoga—

Description: Ricua Lnoga is widely acknowledged for its extensive uses in the herbalist class and home remedies for different diseases.

What a discovery! This fourth floor is full of rare finds!

Nate was curious and looked in the Agriculture tome for any additional details on the two medicinal plants. The reading material was informative, with a thorough discussion that would help with the cultivation of crops in his forthcoming garden. Nate realized these plants were a phenomenal discovery that would be beneficial to his mother’s business.

It took some time, more than it took for the other plants that he discovered, but he managed to get all the roots into his ring. While digging some out on the wall that had grown up a few inches from the floor, Nate came across a crevice.

Huh, what’s that?

With his finger, he followed the crevice from the floor up to the ceiling.

What’s that? The split is too small for anything to get through. Maybe the wall moves; it is a dungeon, after all. A hidden door?

Nate scanned the area, but nothing was out of the ordinary except that long crevice. He thought about it as he positioned his nearly exhausted torch on a sconce at the opposite end of the chamber.

After retrieving his dagger from its sheath, he cautiously wiggled it in the crack, hoping to avoid damaging the blade. He had no alternative, despite the fact it was of average quality.

He dug into the crack and moved it a bit, but he didn’t have the support to move it. Maybe his sword would accomplish what he wanted, but he shook his head at that as well.

Nate sighed with his shoulders slumped. It would have been great to uncover the crevice’s intended purpose. He went back to where his torch was and came to a stop. His eyes landed on an item situated by the door and propped against the wall. The object in question was a spear, albeit a broken one. The blade was intact even though it was rusty, and the staff was of sufficient length to serve as a makeshift door opener.

He smiled and grabbed the forgotten weapon and jabbed it into the crevice. Nate groaned as he put all his weight into it, but nothing moved. Not to be deterred, he kept at it.

Minutes later, he was about to give up and go on, but the stone gave way. It only moved an inch or so, but Nate smiled and wiped the sweat off his brow with his sleeve.

He used the old spear again to move the wall out some more, but when it moved again, the shape could be seen. It was a door. He sighed and nodded to himself, knowing that he was right.

The hidden door was out far enough from the wall that he could get his hands on it. But as he was about to pull on the door, Nate stopped and pondered for a few moments.

What if something is behind it? Trapped or something.

He attempted to peer through the fissure, however, the absence of light in the chamber made it impossible and night vision wouldn’t work either.

Nate grabbed the torch that now had the flame of a candle instead of a normal torch. He placed it near the fissure but still couldn’t see and there was no noise either.

Although it was an encouraging sign, he was determined to remain vigilant and ready to engage in combat if necessary.

Placing the torch back into the sconce, Nate pulled the door toward himself. It moved as it scraped the bottom of the floor. He stopped and listened to make sure nothing was around to ambush him. The noise would definitely attract anything nearby.

After several minutes had passed, he made an attempt to move the door or create an opening large enough to enter. Nate pulled with all his might and weight, but his grip slipped since he was sweaty, and his body flew backward. He hit the wall adjacent to the one with the hidden door. He let out a yelp of pain as his elbow made contact with one of the stones on the wall, and he fell to the ground.

Nate remained in a prone position, clutching his arm and hissing in agony, as it felt as though a club had struck his bone. After a few moments, the pain went away when his Ring of Healing took care of his injury. He sighed and smiled.

The ring helped again. Whew, thank goodness the pain is gone. That hurt something awful.

After rubbing his elbow again and sitting up, Nate heard a noise behind him that caused him to emit another yelp. With a sudden movement, he turned his head and witnessed a stone inwardly collapsing, presenting a curious spectacle. Nate was mesmerized by what was happening before him, yet he detected some commotion to his left.

The door that Nate was attempting to force open began to move independently, causing him to widen his eyes in astonishment.

He was gaping like a fish out of water and after a few moments, he closed his mouth and cleared his throat.

It stood to reason that a secret device would exist to access a concealed door.

Nate chuckled and shook his head; he was a cracknugget. That was a slang term that his peers came up with. It meant numbskull or nitwit.

He picked himself off the ground and brushed off his outfit. As he was about to move, the torch’s illumination dimmed. Nate glanced over and saw that it was almost done. Shaking his head, he decided not to worry about it yet; he wanted to search the hidden room or tunnel, whatever it was.

The youthful explorer gradually withdrew his dagger from its sheath and relied on his night vision to enter the room. Although the scent was dank and musty, he remained undeterred. The room was relatively spacious, though not to an extensive degree.

Nate scanned the room for any possible foes or creatures but contemplated how they could have existed without nourishment. The room was not equipped for this, and there were no plants or anything edible in proximity.

There was nothing alive around, so he exhaled a few breaths to calm his breathing. There wasn’t anything living, but there were numerous racks of swords, axes, spears, halberds, and other types of weapons. There were also shields, bracers, breastplates, greaves, helms, and other parts of armor, which was strange. Why would these items be in here?

Then it hit him, this was a dungeon. He continuously failed to remember that he was exploring a non-operational dungeon.

Maybe these are the drops from monsters? If so, there is an abundance of them.

Nate went around the racks and analyzed the weapons and armored items. Most were of the common quality, but there were a few uncommon. One such item was a short sword, so he swapped his out with the best he could find. And his dagger as well.

Wearing any of the armor was beyond his capability, and he had no desire to do so, as they were excessively heavy. His mind went to items like his rings and necklace, but he didn’t find any of those around.

At least he had found some good weapons, but his mind was preoccupied with the question of whether he could take these items with him.

Only one way to find out.

He touched the closest item, a halberd, and voiced the stow command. In a moment, the weapon was gone. A huge smile came to his face as he began to use the same command until the racks were empty.


Chapter 10

Taking a few moments to settle down, Nate again scanned the room for anything of value. His gaze came upon four sconces with unused torches in them.

Those were significant finds as well. He took hold of three and stored them away in the ring as he did the weapons and armor but reserved one for now. Using his flint and steel, he lit the torch, pleased when it illuminated the area.

With the light from the torch, it took a few moments for his eyes to acclimate. Once he was prepared, he positioned it on a sconce to light up the surroundings, enabling him to read.

Nate released a sigh, and with a deliberate action, removed his pack and positioned it adjacent to the wall. He then stepped back to the wall and gradually slumped down until he was seated on the floor. With his head rested against the wall, Nate took a few minutes to rest. He didn’t retrieve the tome to begin reading how great it was to become a magicker, because Nate knew he couldn’t get comfortable while there might be danger lurking.

Contemplating the next course of action, he strived to formulate several ideas to ensure that he would be warned of approaching danger. Most of the ideas weren’t doable, except maybe two.

Nate groaned as he pulled himself up and walked over to the rack nearest the door. The young adventurer paused momentarily to assess its weight before pushing it with all his strength. The rack moved an inch or two, but nothing more. Despite multiple attempts, Nate was unsuccessful, and his shoulders drooped in defeat.

Well, that didn’t work. They are too heavy. Maybe push the door closed? But the door could only be opened through a concealed apparatus, which logically suggests that there must be a mechanism to close it as well. Hmm…

Nate conducted an extensive search of the room multiple times in search of the concealed mechanism, but he was unsuccessful even with the torch. After returning the torch to a sconce, he made a raspberry sound and observed that it was not level. That’s strange, he thought.

What was that Father was always saying about tightening things? Hmm… ah yeah. Righty tighty, lefty loosey.

Using one hand to extract the torch and the other to grapple the bracket, he endeavored to shift the sconce to the right to attain balance. But it wouldn’t stay in place, it kept moving back to the left an inch or so.

Maybe if I loosen it some, then it will tighten up after moving it. I mean, no telling how long it has been since someone messed with it.

Nate grunted and nodded after thinking it over for a few moments. He loosened the bracket or tried. The sconce wouldn’t move more than an inch, right back to where it was originally. Nate huffed and quickly jerked his hand to the left.

A slight movement of the bracket ensued, accompanied by the sound of a click. Nate didn’t know what that meant, but as he pondered it, the door behind him began moving.

Nate smiled as he watched the door move until it closed tightly, but his expression quickly turned to one of alarm. He hurried over to the door to assess his ability to leave. His attempt to open the door by putting weight on it was unsuccessful, leading him to acknowledge that he was trapped inside.

The young adventurer sighed heavily and shook his head before kicking the stone door. He let out a sharp cry and grasped his foot in agony, causing the torch in his hand to fall to the ground. While attempting to regain his balance, Nate fell and landed on his backside.

Despite the pain in his foot, Nate stood up and seized the torch before hobbling toward the sconce that facilitated the door’s closure. Nate pondered whether the apparatus that permitted the door to close could also permit it to open.

He stared at the bracket and noticed that it was in the same spot after the door was closed. Huh… so, let’s move it back to where it was.

Nate did just that, and the door suddenly opened. He chuckled and whooped, knowing that he could get out now.

After closing the door again and placing the lit torch on the sconce, Nate went back over to his pack and sat down. Taking a few breaths to calm himself, he pulled out the tome, which he anticipated would contain an abundance of information on the application of mana and the diverse methods for its manipulation.

Nate was excited about the opportunity to become a mage like he had wanted. Dispensing with further meandering, he opened the book and discovered that the words were inscribed in the Esron language. Good thing that he had learned it earlier.

The young explorer noticed a notation that was written to him, urging him to always be aware of his surroundings and learn what it was to become a wizard. He needed to remain committed to the role of being an agent for justice when needed. 

Wizard? The ability to wield that kind of power would be an incredible feat, but it is extremely rare. And what is this about being an agent for justice?

Nate chuckled and shook his head. I’m an eight-year-old half-elf living in a village of outcasts, that is not in any realm of possibilities for me. And another question, if I were capable of wielding power and abilities, would the authorities view me as an evil person?

He was now worried that someone would come looking for him if word got out. Nate groaned and told himself that wouldn’t happen and continued his reading.

The book went into detail on how mana worked and where it came from. Mana was in all things and magickers could harness the energy, that is what the sage called it. This energy was manipulated through the body. Individuals who practiced magic had what they referred to as mana pathways that existed throughout the body, functioning in unison with the core within. The size of your mana pool determined what kind of magicker you were.

As an example, a magicker who had limited access to mana would be categorized as a warlock, which was the lowest tier in the realm of magic and could only use basic spells unless they had foci attached to a staff that held a wild soul.

The term ‘wild soul’ or ‘wild one’ referred to a spectral entity or embodiment of a magicker who met a violent end and never transitioned to the afterlife.

Nate had neither seen nor known of anyone living who possessed a soul stone, as they were called. It was forbidden to have one in your clutches, and it would be hunted down.

In fact, there was a class within the system that was designated as Spectral Hunters for precisely that purpose. They would hunt for any wild souls and help them pass over the veil to whatever afterlife there was, or they believed in. Nate shook those thoughts away and got back to reading.

The witches and sorcerers had access to a larger mana pool, with the latter being more powerful, but only by a small margin. Each of them had a restricted number of spells at their disposal, and they were impeded by the boundaries of their mana pool in terms of their potency.

Clerics were the middle of the hierarchy and the most vulnerable. They harnessed the power that was granted to them by their patron deity, and the extent of their abilities varied depending on the god or goddess in question. In the event the deity was displeased or incapacitated in conferring additional power when required, the cleric’s sources of mana could be exhausted, or they could even meet their demise in combat against malevolent entities.

That was what made them vulnerable, depending on others for their powers. However, the majority of clerics were recognized for their ability to heal and remained within secure zones during periods of conflict. In addition, they were employed at clinics where patients could receive medical attention and other forms of healing. Nate’s mother was saved by a healer of such nature when she almost lost her life after being impaled by the horned wolf.

The mage was the third tier of the magicker hierarchy and was renowned for having access to high-tier spells, which, in turn, demanded significant mana reserves, though not all mages had them. They were the most prominent and populous among all kingdoms of the world.

The majority were virtuous, while the occasional malevolent individual was either exiled to another region for their magickers to handle or dealt with internally. In the rare event of an individual possessing the capability to destroy the world, each kingdom dispatched their most powerful mages to take action.

The next level was wizards, who were rare, and only a few were still left in the world. These individuals had an enormous mana reserve to pull from when casting spells. The extent of their authority was supreme and the devastation they caused during conflicts was not easily discernible.

In addition, their mystical powers were dissimilar to the ones mentioned previously. Wizards used the energy outside of their bodies because they did not have cores or mana pathways. Their magic came from their blood. An argument could be made that the scarcity of wizards on this world was a result of the balance set forth by the deities. The existence of a surplus of them would pose a threat to the world.

Whoa! The wizards are that different from other magickers? And they can use the energy, mana, outside of their bodies? Man, I didn’t know that. But in my defense, not much is known about wizards.

The sage then wrote about the theory of the land. The general consensus among inhabitants worldwide was that wizards were the offspring of the gods, however, the truth of the matter remained shrouded in mystery.

Based on the sage’s writing, it was possible that the limited number of wizards in the world was due to their divine parentage. The sage also said that if wizards were children of the gods, then they were classified as demigods.

But what would the sage be classified as if he was already a demigod? Did he…

Nate didn’t want to think about that, and he could tell at this juncture of the sage’s writing that he had stopped. The young adventurer pondered why and thought it was because the sage realized that he had ascended to deitism or something like that, if what the sage wrote was true. Either that, or he didn’t want to write about it.

Deitism? Was that even a word? Goddism?

Nate chuckled and became awed by the possibility that the sage had ascended and was a little bit wary of the whole situation. Nevertheless, his enthusiasm triumphed over any reservations, and he continued reading.

The sage continued to expound on the peril that wizards represented to society and how they were perceived. Most everyone feared them because of the power they could wield. He insisted that all wizards could use grand-tier magic, which enabled them to destroy cities and kingdoms if enraged. Despite this, the sage proceeded to mention that if the wizards were to act against the rules set upon them, the gods would take swift action against them.

Rules? I never thought that they would have distinct regulations apart from the standard statutes. Kingdoms have laws that govern their magickers because of the level of destruction they can cause. But what kinds of statutes would the wizards have to abide by from the gods? Given their extraordinary abilities, would they have to follow rules given by other magickers? Huh, I wonder if the sage wrote those down.

Nate nonchalantly shrugged and returned to perusing the descriptions of the magickers in this world. He already knew most of the inscribed words, but it was still interesting to see how the sage viewed the different magickers. That and to learn that wizards might be the offspring of the gods was awesome.

Half of the small tome was filled with the summary of magickers and such. It went on a bit about sages, but the sage didn’t go into detail about that because, in his own words, very few reached that stage. And there was no point in the sage wasting any time going over it until he advanced to that tier.

That was strange, the sage had written “until you advance to that tier.” Does the sage mean to say that I will advance to that tier? Nah.

Nate shook his head, knowing that wasn’t a possibility. At least, not yet. He had to find his mana source.

The sage went on about some other things to watch out for when certain events happened and his magic would not function correctly. If those events took place, then he was out of luck, he had burned out his mana source or damaged it. Either that or his mana pathways were damaged. That would be difficult to fix and heal, but doable if he had the right magic and spells.

What!? If there are spells out there that can heal mana pathways, or your source, then why didn’t they fix Mother?

Nate took some time to think before re-reading the section he had just completed. The sage’s recommendation was that the necessary magic and spells were powerful and demanded a considerable amount of mana, although achievable. 

Huh, I wonder if I would be able to wield that kind of magic. If Mother could wield her magic again, she would be extremely pleased.

Nate was getting excited and needed to calm down. He wouldn’t be able to cast that kind of magic right now, anyway. If ever.

Finally, Nate got to the section he was waiting for.

How to Unlock Your Mana.


Chapter 11

Nate’s countenance brightened as he read and re-examined every line. The prospect of gaining knowledge about magic and being able to cast spells as a magicker filled him with excitement.

The young man contemplated what the sage meant by just looking within as you meditate. Look for the spark deep inside you and feel its power. That was the precise wording that was used to describe how to go about his initial attempt at unlocking his mana.

Nate calmed himself as he sat there, quietly. The only sounds he heard were his breathing and the flame crackling on the torch. When he cleared his mind of everything, he concentrated and looked deep within his body. Even though Nate failed to see or feel anything for a few minutes, he continued to try.

Ten minutes later, Nate gave up and sighed heavily. He didn’t feel or see anything deep within him. He revisited the section to find the next way he could endeavor to unlock his mana.

He read that he could visualize a cup being filled with water until it overflowed, then attempt to transmit a small quantity toward his arms and, ultimately, his hands. They would feel tingly and warm if mana was present.

Nate grunted and thought that wouldn’t be difficult to do. So, he cleared his mind again and imagined a mug filling with water. When full, he tried pushing it down his arms and into his hands, but after a minute or so, nothing happened. No tingle or warmth.

The young adventurer was getting impatient. He thought it would be easy to unlock his mana, but alas, it was more difficult than he imagined it would be.

Others go to an academy to do this, right? After they are tested. They probably have the same issues. Yeah…

Nate sighed and shook his head before going back and trying again to visualize the cup. But it was the same result.

Refusing to surrender, he retrieved some rations from his dimensional ring and his waterskin to calm himself for now. The rations were wonderfully enhanced by the clear and delicious water. Despite having been stored in the ring for centuries, they retained their great taste and appearance.

When he was finished and somewhat revived, Nate went back to meditating. He tried both techniques that the sage suggested. After what felt like an hour of failure, Nate sat against the wall and admitted defeat. Although the sage cautioned that unlocking his mana might take some time, he had stated that the magicker should feel their own spark or mana within. However, this was not the scenario for Nate, as he was incapable of sensing any warmth within him or anything for that matter, except for the palpitations of his heart.

The young adventurer sat there staring at nothing for no telling how long. Finally, he shook his head and picked up the tome to see what he was doing wrong.

Nate read the section again and noticed that there was another example to try, but it was for wizards because they used the magic outside their bodies.

Is there a chance that I could be a wizard? Surely not. I can’t ask my parents because they told me that they didn’t know my birth parents. Or so-called parents. Ugh, no use wasting time on something like that.

Nate was determined to unlock his mana. The sage left the tome for him to find, and it was imperative that he finished this task to accomplish his mission. His mother’s impending scolding would likely leave his backside sore.

He took a few breaths and began reading the example given for wizards. When ready, Nate began trying it. He needed to picture a mustard seed in his hand, how small it was, and imagine a speck of energy lighting up right above it.

That sounded strange to him, but he shrugged and put out his hand, palm up, then pictured a mustard seed in his hand. After a few moments, Nate tried to picture a speck of energy just above it.

He concentrated hard, but nothing happened. After a nonchalant shrug, Nate was on the verge of giving up but decided to give it one more try. To his surprise, there was a sudden burst of energy.

Nate yelped and was frightened a bit, moving his hand away. The light went away, and exhaling a few breaths to calm down, Nate heard a click in his mind and a ding. That last noise meant he had notifications to attend to. Mentally asking the system to bring up the notifications, the familiar green window came up.

~Congratulations! You have unlocked your mana. Mana Points will show in your status as MP~

~Congratulations! You have unlocked your primary class—Wizard. Refer to your trainer for further details or questions~

*Good show chap! Not many can say they are a bona fide wizard. Wow, judging by your current situation, you must have lived a good life in your previous life*

~Congratulations! You have been allocated six slots for secondary classes~

“I’m a wizard?” Nate whispered in amazement. After a few moments of realization, he expressed his joy with a loud exclamation and immediately stood up to jump up and down in excitement.

The fact that I’m a wizard is important to me, but it also means a significant burden from what the sage said. All right, for the moment I need to keep this information to myself, but it’s doubtful anyone would believe me if I did tell them. Even Mother would be suspicious and demand answers. Ugh! Although the road ahead is going to be difficult, it seems the sage was right.

Nate composed himself and suppressed his smile before attempting to recreate the ball of light once more. He envisioned the ball of light within his mind and, in a matter of moments, it coalesced. However, it deviated from the previous event in that it was not a tiny orb of light but rather a small shield of the kind that Gerard had shown him he could practice with.

It amazed him as he observed the light in front of him. His elation at successfully performing his first magical feat was interrupted by a sudden click in his mind.

Nate noticed that there were notifications for him to see.

~Congratulations! You have unlocked the ability titled Light Magic~

~You have learned the spell [Light Orb]~

*Congratulations! Light Magic has reached level 1*

—Light Mage has been selected as one of your secondary classes—

“This is crazy, all I did was try to do what the sage advised. And now, I’m a Light Mage? But why? And what are the secondary class slots for?”

A green window popped up in front of him with a description.

Secondary classes are intended to provide occupational and practical skills that can be applied to your primary class. Such as alchemy, apothecary, healer, warrior, mage, trapper, hunter, et cetera. As a wizard, this provides you with the ability to collaborate with others without disclosing your abilities.

“Huh, that’s cool. So, you’re saying that wizards are the only ones who get secondary classes?”

Nate hadn’t heard of anyone with secondary classes. Scratch that, his mother had to have a secondary class since she once was a mage.

Secondary classes are known throughout the world. Magickers are known to have at least one. Their primary class aims to ensure that the magicker is skilled in their magical abilities but equipped with an alternative plan should they lose their magical powers.

“I was right then. If I have understood correctly, wizards possess multiple slots due to their rarity as a magicker, is that accurate?”

Yes, that is correct.

“Could you provide information on the average number of slots that wizards typically possess?”

Most only have three secondary slots.

“What?” Nate shook his head in disbelief. “Then how can I have six?”

The absence of a reply from the system caused him to feel apprehensive. Nate reviewed the notes provided by the sage, but none of the information pertained to secondary class slots. He breathed out a troubled breath and made the decision to move forward on his journey, refraining from speculating on what this could mean for him in the future.

With that decision made, he picked up the Tome of Fire Magic and began reading. Nate had a strong desire to proceed and depart from this dungeon as soon as possible; he had already stayed here for too long.

Nate read the book and when finished, he tried a few of the fire spells. One was called [Candle Flame] which was named right because it only let out enough fire to light a candle. Another spell was called [Campfire], which was lame in Nate’s mind. He had a flint and steel for that.

The next spells were [Fire Arrow] and [Fire Ball]. Those two were infinitely better, and Nate could use these spells for offensive attacks. The higher tier spells were called [Firestorm], [Fire Lance], and [Fire Wall].

Nate understood that he was not capable of executing those mana-draining spells currently, as he needed to enhance his stamina and endurance.

Taking a breath, Nate smiled once more. He was a fire mage and a light mage. He noticed more notifications and checked them.

~Congratulations! You have unlocked the ability titled Fire Magic~

—Fire Mage has been selected as one of your secondary classes—

Notice: Four of your secondary class slots have been assigned.

—You have learned the spell [Candle Fire]—

—You have learned the spell [Campfire]—

—You have learned the spell [Fire Arrow]—

—You have learned the spell [Fire Ball]—

*Congratulations! Fire Magic has reached level 1*

*Congratulations! Fire Magic has reached level 2*

Nate reread through the notifications again and stopped on a particular one.

“Uh, system, why are four of my secondary slots assigned? I only have two abilities.”

The system quickly answered.

That is incorrect. You have four skills that can be assigned as secondary classes. The system chose the two that would be normally used with magic.

What? I don’t have any other skills. “Okay, and what skills are you referring to? I didn’t think I had any besides Night Vision. Oh, and the language skill.”

Kindly refer to your Status Page for additional information if you are not convinced. And remember, your Linguistic skill is passive. Passive skills always work in the background.

Nate emitted a chuckle in response to the sarcastic remark made by the system. Having been caught up in the danger and excitement, he failed to check his Status, causing him to shake his head in disappointment.

“Status.”

The system brought up his Status Page.

Name: Nathanael Elrod

Race: Half-Elf

Level: 5

HP: ??

MP: ??




Primary Job Class: Wizard

Secondary Job Class Slot 1: Light Mage

Secondary Job Class Slot 2: Fire Mage

Secondary Job Class Slot 3: Alchemist

Secondary Job Class Slot 4: Apothecary

Secondary Job Class Slot 5:

Secondary Job Class Slot 6:




Skills Level:

Linguistic: 5

Night Vision: 5

Alchemy: 1

Herbalist: 2

Apothecary: 2

Swordsmanship: 1

Single Blade Wielder: 1




Abilities Level:

Light Magic: 1

Fire Magic: 2

Bonuses:

Racial: +2 to all Stats

Wizard Class: +8 to all Stats

Nate whistled at all the information he was looking over and shook his head in disbelief. LEVEL 5! He was level 5!

“I guess defeating those mole rats helped me in that regard,” he murmured. “What are the question marks for my stats? And where are the rest of them? Based on the information I have gathered from others, it was suggested that there would be statistics for attributes such as strength and intelligence, but I cannot locate them. That’s strange, but since I don’t know what I’m doing, then I’ll have to ask Mother or Father about that. Hmm… also, it seems that I have more skills than I thought. It is a foregone conclusion that I possess the skill of herbalism, as it was imparted to me by my mother. But what about the rest? And look at the bonuses, I hadn’t heard of anything like that before. Maybe it’s a wizard thing? It gives +8 to all of my stats, that is a great boost for anyone. I wonder if being a wizard is also the reason I don’t see my other attributes.”

Nate didn’t know how he got the skills mentioned but didn’t spend too much time wondering before stowing everything in his ring that was absolutely necessary. He needed to get out of this dungeon, so he left the confines of the secret room to continue his journey.


Chapter 12

Nate was on a mission and didn’t let anything deter him from it. With the new offensive spells he’d acquired, Nate didn’t need the shield or sword right then. He wielded magic and the creatures on all ten levels he traversed failed to approach his proximity. Of course, most of them were under his level.

Traversing the subsequent five floors proved to be challenging as the creatures were beyond his level. Nevertheless, with his increased abilities and magic levels, he managed to repel them and ultimately vanquish them.

While scouring the floors for valuable items, he discovered two additional fragments of the dungeon core, several magical tomes to expand his knowledge, and more herbs and spices that went into his ring for later observation.

The tomes he found were for Life Magic and Earth Magic. Nate was unfamiliar with the concept of Life Magic, although he comprehended the notion of Earth Magic. The spells he could remember were about moving dirt, rocks, and other inanimate objects. Although there were other spells available, he lacked knowledge of anyone who practiced earth magic, which meant he had a limited awareness of that magic level.

He refrained from perusing the tomes, as doing so would have prolonged his stay in the dungeon. He would look through them later.

With his mind straight, Nate went down to the twentieth floor. He encountered some spiders and other icky creatures to deal with. The arachnids proved to be a challenge to exterminate, resulting in a few lacerations from their sharp appendages. His healing ring helped a lot on that floor.

When he was nearly done clearing the floor, he noticed a double door and pushed it open. Inside was a big cavern. By activating his [Light Orb], he was able to move around better than if he had a torch lit.

Nothing caught his attention, so he moved toward the other side to see if there was an exit. As he was almost there, a noise interrupted his thoughts. Nate turned to see what it was and wished he hadn’t. Before him stood the most dreadful and perilous creature of his realm.

The Blackblood Viper, a most deadly foe. Even a tiny bit of venom in your system from a baby Blackblood Viper could prove fatal within moments, but the snake in question was a colossal creature, measuring thirty feet in length and boasting a head diameter of ten feet.

The viper, which had its head almost touching the cavern’s ceiling, approached him with a hiss as it realized that Nate had spotted it. His mind was in despair as he analyzed the creature.

—Blackblood Viper Level 200—

It dawned on Nate that there was no way he could emerge victorious against that thing, causing him to gasp. He meticulously explored his surroundings for an exit and ultimately identified it roughly twenty feet away, hastening his pace toward it. The serpent comprehended his intention and promptly pursued him.

As Nate neared the exit, a rumble ensued as the viper approached. He extended his arm toward the door, and the ground beneath him shifted and crumbled. The sound of Nate’s screams echoed through the air as he plummeted through the hole in the floor for what felt like an interminable amount of time until his momentum was abruptly halted by a violent impact. Rocks and debris tumbled down, with some landing on him.

When they ceased to fall, Nate groaned and whimpered as he attempted to mobilize himself, albeit unsuccessfully. His body was severely damaged and weakened, and the ensuing pain was so unbearable that he lost consciousness.

++++

Nate woke up groggily and tried to remember what was going on. He moved his head and looked around the area, but it was dark. With a mental command, his [Light Orb] formed for him to see why he couldn’t move. There were huge rocks on his back and legs that had to weigh a lot, and he realized that he might not be able to move and die down here. Wherever here was. He finally remembered what had happened and exhaled a troubled breath. His body was broken, or at least, it was before he lost consciousness.

Nate looked up and saw a tiny bit of light far away from him. That had to be the hole that he fell through. He took a few breaths to calm himself and knew that he needed to get out of here before something came after him.

With a determination even he didn’t think he had, Nate pushed the rocks off him. They fell off to the side, away from his body. Nate groaned and moaned as he rose from the dirty floor and observed the area.

As he gazed at the stones he had shifted, he discerned that he ought not to have possessed the strength to lift or relocate them.

Had to be after I leveled up. My strength stat must have improved. Yeah, that’s it. But what about my body, how did it heal?

Nate remembered the healing ring and looked down at it. There was no ring on his finger where it should have been. Using his light, he was able to locate it on the floor where he had fallen. After analysis, the system determined that it had been depleted and subsequently disintegrated. 

Nate sighed and shook his head in disbelief. “So, the ring healed me as did my normal regen. Unfortunately, now I’m incapable of healing myself as I delve deeper into this dungeon. Just great.”

With a few sniffles, he wiped his eyes and the dirt away with his shirt before conducting an inspection of the room he had arrived in. He noted that it was not particularly expansive, resembling more of a hallway. On the left side, there was a doorway, which led him to a vast, empty room.

A door lay open on the ground to his right about thirty feet away, but there was nothing else to note about that. He moved toward the raised floor and saw something very interesting. A pedestal in the middle of standing black water that supported a chest.

“What could be in that?” Nate wondered.

Nate shrugged. He was curious, so he went over and looked down cautiously to see if there were any creatures that lived in the five-foot puddle. When there was no evidence of anything living within, Nate moved over and opened the chest. There were two tomes and the last fragment of the dungeon.

Beaming, Nate lifted the chest and placed it on the ground to commence his work. He knelt down and picked up the first tome, which was titled Dimension Magic.

What does that mean?

Nate shifted his gaze toward the second tome. It was titled Mendore Magic.

Mendore Magic? Never heard of it either. Huh, interesting. Maybe the sage was able to create his own magic. That would be cool to do.

He opened the outside cover and read the first paragraph. The sage revealed that this new magic was indeed originated by him. Nate shook his head in disbelief. The sage was very intelligent.

The name Mendore Magic was derived from the combination of mending magic and restoration magic. The sage went on to explain what mending and restoration magic was used for.

Mending Magic was the practice by which a mage wielded their magical abilities to restore, rehabilitate, heal, and even cure. Restoration Magic was a form of magic in which a mage could utilize their powers to restore something or someone to its former state, and in some cases, enhance it.

Fascinating! Through the implementation of this magic, he could have the ability to heal his mother and assist others, such as Gerard. Oh, the possibilities!

Nate took a few moments to regulate his breathing, as his initial objective was to escape from this place. Nate was uncertain about how he would achieve this, given that he was confined to a room of unknown depth within the dungeon with no clear escape route.

It was then he remembered what his mission was. To repair the dungeon core.

He had found all five pieces of the dungeon core, just like he was tasked to. Considering that, he sought out a clue about his forthcoming assignment. He surmised that there was a connection between the tomes he had discovered and what he was observing, but he needed confirmation.

It was apparent that the most sensible approach was to mend and restore the fragments with Mendore Magic to make the core whole, but Nate knew that the involvement of dimension magic was necessary for a specific purpose, he just didn’t know what yet.

He picked up and opened the Dimension Magic tome, causing a piece of parchment to fall out. Nate grabbed it and began reading.

According to the parchment, the sage declared that repairing the core would demand the application of the forms of high-tier magic he had just discovered. Nevertheless, it was critical to acknowledge that all the magic he had encountered to date within the dungeon needed to be utilized.

Dimension Magic, usually referred to as void magic, was used for a multitude of items like dimension rings, magic bags, item boxes, gate and teleportation, and other important spells. Applying the majority of the aforementioned abilities onto any object for precise purposes was a daunting task.

Nate thought about the dimension ring, which, as previously mentioned, was both rare and prohibitively expensive even in its most basic form. If a dimensional mage were to create a superior version, it would be deemed a national treasure.

In order to avoid the risk of being maimed or killed, it was important to have those items soul bound. However, the monetary gain that could be obtained by vending those items to the aristocrats and esteemed adventurers would ensure the financial stability of the dimensional mage and their lineage.

Moreover, the spell that was considered the rarest of them all was [Personal Dimension]. This was a spell that enabled you to construct your space to any desired size and level of sophistication, depending on the quantity of mana you possessed, and the number of times you could enhance it. The greatest achievement ever documented was accomplished by a mage who constructed a single-story dwelling suitable for habitation with their family. It was awe-inspiring and terrifying at the same time.


Chapter 13

Nate re-examined the parchment, which outlined the sage’s proposed approach for mending the core.

Having formulated his course of action, Nate commenced perusing the two extensive tomes, and with the guidance of the sage, Nate would be capable of successfully executing the arduous incantations needed. After he completed that task, he would need to pull out the tomes on Earth and Life Magic to read and learn those spells as well.

Nate felt overwhelmed by the immense responsibility that lay ahead of him, but he reminded himself that the sage had confidence in his ability to complete the task, and so he persevered.

After finishing the books and going over the spell list, Nate began to meditate like the sage suggested. The assignment required the proficiency of a vast array of spells, which presented a challenge for an eight-year-old. He diligently adhered to the sage’s directives, which involved a considerable amount of time researching and mastering the craft.

Despite the information overload and ensuing headache, he exhaled and proceeded to hone his new spells. These abilities encompassed a wide range of actions: manipulating rocks, self-healing, casting fireballs, extinguishing flames, creating dimension spells on rocks and dismantling them, reversing spells, and cultivating flora using samples obtained from the dungeon.

Nate demonstrated his proficiency in the use of dimension magic by creating a personalized item box capable of containing his house. Through diligent research and persistent endeavors, he would no doubt be able to develop one with a boundless storage capacity.

Nate disregarded the notification sounds that permeated his mind and remained steadfast in his commitment to accomplish his mission. He took many breaks to help calm his mind and the stress of his body, most importantly his mana.

His unease stemmed from the uncertainty surrounding the amount of mana at his disposal, which made him wary of depleting it and potentially succumbing to unconsciousness, especially in the face of menacing creatures.

Slowly and cautiously, he continued to work, pausing intermittently to repeat the process.

Upon completion, Nate smiled and took a few deep breaths, shifting his focus toward the spell list, now comprising an extensive selection of powerful and peculiar spells.

The fact that Nate could even cast these types of spells was unfathomable, but his wizardry and the sage’s direction allowed him to succeed in these endeavors. The sage meticulously documented a step-by-step guide, which appeared overwhelming, but given his sagacious nature, was not insurmountable. 

Following a brief interval to consume some rations, Nate was granted the opportunity to clear his mind and focus on the upcoming task, which was of paramount importance.

Let’s get this done, I’m ready to go home. No telling how long I’ve been down here.

Nate began the task of arranging the dungeon core fragments in the sequence indicated by the sage. Through the use of a spell, the sage had assigned them numbers that were imperceptible.

Nate had to execute a revealing incantation to exhibit the numbers so that he could arrange them. His observation was that the sage possessed a high level of intelligence. However, he questioned the necessity of using a spell to conceal the numbers, given that it could only be utilized by Nate.

Well, perhaps if someone else discovered the dungeon, they might have found the fragments. Yes, that’s possible.

Once prepared, Nate perused the list of incantations that he would utilize to restore the core and proceeded to execute them in the prescribed sequence. Moreover, he was obliged to accurately time each spell, refraining from surpassing or falling below the allocated duration; any deviation could potentially cause him to restart the procedure or, even more critically, lead to the fragments’ destruction.

Despite the uncertainty of events, he continued to cast them within the designated time and waited for the next time interval. Upon reaching the midpoint, Nate observed the fragments emanating a white and then orange luminance. Of course, that could have something to do with the fire, life, and restoration magic.

As Nate uttered the final incantation, he heard an unusual noise emanating from the adjacent hall where he had descended following his fall. He proceeded toward the commotion to observe the situation. At first, he was perplexed by what he saw, as dirt and rocks started raining down on the spot where he had landed.

He glanced upward and observed that the light shining through the aperture he had fallen from had increased in intensity. He detected movement in the area and, shortly after, he expressed surprise as additional rocks tumbled down, exposing the Blackblood Viper, which was attempting to access the opening.

Nate widened his eyes as a few other large rocks plummeted, and he moved away from the doorway as they impacted the ground heavily.

There was more commotion, so he went back to his repair project to see if it was complete, but it wasn’t. The luminosity persisted, and the hues had transformed from their previous yellow state to a green shade.

Nate heard more rocks in the room again and decided he couldn’t let the viper interrupt the core as it was being restored. He relocated himself and invoked an earth spell to displace rocks and soil to obstruct the doorway, which would conveniently prevent the viper from entering upon landing. That is, if it pursued him, as seemed likely. However, it also obstructed his sole exit route. If that was the way out.

After the spell was finished, Nate returned to supervise the core, attempting to avoid any concerns about a possible encounter with the dangerous snake.

After a mere couple of minutes, an object collided with the wall where the doorway formerly existed, creating a substantial fracture. The repeated strikes caused the formation of a deep crevice in the wall, ultimately leading to the emergence of a massive hole as the viper’s head appeared. It emitted a hissing sound and wriggled through the improvised opening upon detecting his presence.  

Attempting to retreat, Nate lost his balance and fell on his behind. In a state of panic, he endeavored to move away from the viper as he hurriedly began casting spells of fire at the creature. Functioning at level 200, it moved with a remarkable level of fluidity and efficiency, nimbly avoiding the fire spells that Nate launched in its direction. 

Nate cursed and moved away from the core as much as possible, but the room wasn’t big enough to hold the gargantuan snake. Even though Nate employed all the offensive spells at his disposal, the creature remained unharmed and instead grew increasingly agitated.

Despite the falling debris caused by the snake’s collision with the ceiling, Nate was unaware he was trapped by the snake until his attempt to move was impeded.

Nate held his head high with great courage, concealing all fear from the viper, even as it hissed and lowered its head, causing him to sigh and shake his head in disbelief at the entire situation. Having successfully navigated the dungeon and accomplished all the assigned tasks, he was now faced with an untimely death at the hands of a seemingly insignificant snake.

Of all the things to die from, it will be venom and being eaten by a Blackblood Viper. What a way to go.

As the viper drew nearer, Nate persisted in attempting to devise a solution to his predicament, to no avail. With a sigh, he closed his eyes and waited for the inevitable. But at that moment, he had an idea. A crazy one, but it was something. He just needed a distraction. Anything.

When the head of the Blackblood Viper was near, he was going to jump out of the way and try his idea, but as Nate bent down, the other side of the room lit up brightly and rumbled.

The viper stopped and turned its head in that direction, giving Nate his distraction. He approached the viper’s body and placed his hand on it, desperately hoping for a positive outcome, and then shouted, “Stow!”

The serpent emitted a hiss as it gazed downward at Nate, and shortly thereafter, it disappeared.

With no force to keep him upright, the young adventurer let out a yelp as he toppled to the ground. With a hearty laugh and a triumphant whoop, Nate cleared the dirt from his eyes and checked his inventory in the item box, confirming the presence of an item in a specific slot.

1        Blackblood Viper

Nate grinned like an idiot; his plan had worked. 


Chapter 14

Nate reclined on the ground for several minutes to compose himself. After he had regulated his breathing, and he was prepared to proceed, he stood and surveyed the wreckage left by the serpent.

That viper destroys anything in its path, it seems.

Nate was pleased his idea was successful, and he’d eliminated this calamity-class monster with a terrifying level of danger, but he was still uncertain how that thing came to be locked down there.

Could it be that it was left behind when the dungeon core was destroyed? No… maybe?

Well, it didn’t matter and who knew how long it was stuck here. Nate had to complete this task promptly to continue with his mission and depart from this place.

He walked over to the area where he had left the core and stopped in his tracks. The core was suspended in midair above the pedestal, emitting a bright light that illuminated the entire surrounding area.

It was also blinking in a pattern that had Nate wonder if it was some sort of code. Maybe it was starting to…

The dungeon was filled with creaks and rumbles, causing the ground to shake below his feet as fragments of the ceiling and walls started to collapse.

Nate was uncertain about his options but decided to wait it out and relocate to the core, assuming it would be protected against falling rocks and debris.

After a prolonged period, the dungeon eventually became still, which provided Nate with a sense of peace. He briefly directed his gaze toward the opening through which he had initially entered and observed that the entryway had been restored. Motivated by his curiosity and the absence of any activity, he ventured into the hallway to assess whether it had spontaneously mended, which it had.

Nate observed his surroundings amidst the darkness and, due to his enhanced night vision since it had leveled up, was able to discern everything as if it were daytime.

Looking up, he couldn’t see any holes above. No other living creature or calamity-rated monster would be capable of falling and obstructing his mission. But what about an exit? Nate could not locate any.

He returned to the interior of the room, where the dungeon core remained suspended in mid-air, blinking in the same pattern he had observed before.

“What do I do now?” Nate uttered out loud to the void of the room, not anticipating any response.

He emitted a sigh, followed by a groan, and was considering his next course of action when the core ceased blinking and radiated a brilliance akin to that of the midday sun. Nate was compelled to shut his eyes and shield them with his hand to prevent himself from being blinded.

When he opened them after the light dimmed, Nate almost came out of his skin. An older man stood ten feet in front of him. Well, man wasn’t the right word, ghost, maybe? Nate could see the wall behind the guy, as he was completely transparent.

The older gentleman’s hair was a mix of gray and dark hair, and his eyes were blue. He was of a towering height and had a slim build. 

“Welcome, Nathanael,” the old guy greeted the young adventurer.

Nate was wary now. What’s going on?

He didn’t want to be rude, so he cleared his throat and replied, “Hello.”

The transparent gentleman chuckled softly before speaking, “There is no need to be concerned, young one. Allow me to introduce myself and put your mind at ease. My name is Draleus Valroth, and I have eagerly been awaiting your arrival and the fulfillment of the tasks assigned to you.”

Nate gasped and stepped back before replying, “You’re the sage? But how are you still here? Aren’t you, uh… not among the living?”

The sage chuckled and nodded to the young man. “Nathanael, your thought process is accurate. But I am a manifestation of the sage, known as Draleus Valroth, or more precisely, a segment of his conscious psyche that he embedded into the dungeon core that you have restored. Technically speaking, I’m not the sage in flesh, so to say.”

Nate was confused initially, but after contemplating the apparition’s statement, he nodded in agreement. “So you are a fragment of his consciousness, then?”

The sage apparition grunted and said, “Sort of. To facilitate understanding and simplicity, it may be helpful to think of me as someone who is here to assist you, young Nathanael.”

“Assist me? Uh, how are you going to do that?”

Would the specter-like entity follow him around? That would be creepy, especially if others could see him, and his mother would freak out if that happened.

“The dungeon core now recognizes you as its master, after you revived it,” the sagacious psyche informed him. “And it will provide gifts to you periodically. For example, that viper that is in your item box, bring it out.”

Nate looked around the area. “Um, I’m not sure that it will fit, sir.”

The specter nodded and pointed over at the hallway and said, “Place it in the hall, it will fit there.”

Nate hesitated, and then walked over and into the hall before saying the command to retrieve the viper. He concealed himself within the doorway as it dropped into the hallway, lifeless. Thank the goddess for that. He didn’t know if he could do the same trick again.

Nate moved closer to the calamity-class monster and wondered whether the creature was a remnant from the dungeon’s prior operation.

“It is a fascinating monster, and deadly,” the sage specter commented. “That was smart thinking, pulling it into your Item Box to kill it.”

“I wasn’t sure if it could or not,” Nate revealed to the specter. “I haven’t been around anyone that has the skill Item Box, so I wasn’t aware.”

“Well, just remember that nothing sentient can live in dimension spaces or item boxes that aren’t part of your Personal Dimension.”

“Huh, I guess I hadn’t thought about the Personal Dimension,” Nate said in a low tone. “Though I haven’t tried to cast that yet.”

The specter nodded and said, “That is fine; we can work on that later. This will prove to be useful in situations where you come across creatures you desire to keep as companions or other living things you wish to preserve, but let’s now focus on this dead viper. Given the serpent’s high level, I’m certain that it resulted in a significant gain of levels for you.”

“Probably, I turned my notifications to manual so that I wouldn’t get distracted from them popping up or beeping at me.”

“That was a good idea. So, we’ll check on that later. I’m sure that you want to get out of here, so let’s conclude our business with your dungeon core.”

“My dungeon core?”

The specter smiled and said, “Yes, your core. What that means is, you can use this dungeon for your own training grounds or open it to the public, or both. However, given the limited number of species present, it will be necessary for you to provide more in the future. Just kill them and send them to your Item Box and drop them here in the dungeon. It will then use the corpse as a sample and begin producing them. Also, I would return most of the weapons and flora that you stowed for your dungeon to defend itself. Oh, and some currency for rewards and loot.”

Nate pouted a bit and reluctantly did what the specter sage advised. With a resigned breath, he left most of the weapons, plants, a few coins of each currency, and spices, intending for them to be utilized by the dungeon for traps, rewards, and other purposes.


Chapter 15

“Now that we have concluded that matter,” the spectral entity began but ceased when the dungeon core emitted a series of rapid flashes, and the dungeon began trembling once more.

Nate’s fear was palpable as he let out a gasp and directed his attention toward the specter, who was unwaveringly fixated on the core. After almost a minute, he hummed and grunted.

“That is indeed intriguing,” he uttered audibly as he continued to gaze at the core.

Nate was skeptical but asked, “What is intriguing?”

It took a minute for him to answer. “Well, the core just told me not to worry about bringing any monsters in, it will take care of that. It is already working hard on it.”

Nate contemplated the meaning of that statement before replying, “I’m pleased to hear that, but how will it accomplish that?”

“The core says that the dungeon is located on three major ley lines, and the magic it can use is substantial. It will lure the monsters here from all over the region.”

“All over the region?” Nate asked in surprise. “How far can the magic reach?”

Once more, the specter fixed its gaze upon the core while it underwent a sequence of luminous bursts, prompting Nate to realize that this was likely its method of communication. But how was that possible?

Nate waited a bit more before he got his answer.

“The core says a minimum of ten kilometers and a maximum of a hundred kilometers from east to west, and a minimum of ten kilometers to a maximum of sixty kilometers from north to south.”

“Wow,” Nate mumbled to himself. “That is quite the distance in each direction.”

“Yes, it is,” the specter agreed with a grin. “It has already located monsters, and it is luring them here. Ogres, wolves, basilisks, scorpions, minotaurs, banshees, and others.”

Nate was filled with dread upon learning about the lineup of monsters slated to occupy the dungeon for years.

“That’s fantastic news, and I would prefer to be at a considerable distance when they arrive,” Nate replied with a sigh. “But can we get back to certain things?” Nate then pointed at the viper and asked why it was still there.

The sage specter suddenly exclaimed, “Oh, I forgot, pardon me,” and swiftly flew over to hover above the deceased Blackblood Viper. “Come over and loot the serpent, Nate. And do you mind if I call you Nate?”

I shrugged and strolled over, replying, “That’s fine with me, but what do I call you? Draleus? Or Mr. Valroth?”

The specter hovered in thought for almost a minute before he responded, “I don’t think it would be a good idea to call me by that name, some may remember and wonder how I am still here. So, call me Augustus.”

“Augustus? Okay, cool name,” Nate stated as he looted the viper.

The snake gave him tons of vials of Blackblood Venom and blood. They could be used for poisons and other nefarious items that Nate didn’t want to think about. In addition, he obtained a vast amount of meat and promptly stored it in his Item Box.

The skin was yet another item that was looted and could be utilized for the creation of alchemy potions, armor, and other equipment. Fangs were also a dropped item that could be used for weapons.

When Nate had everything looted, the serpent sunk into the earth and vanished.

Nate looked around to see if he could spot it anywhere, but he couldn’t.

“That viper will be used as the final boss of the dungeon,” Augustus informed me. “It will also use smaller forms for the other floors.”

That made Nate think about something. “How many floors are in this dungeon?”

“There are a total of one hundred floors,” Augustus responded promptly. “Draleus was instrumental in redesigning the dungeon, making it more efficient and lethal than its previous version. Runes were etched and hidden spells were attached to the core fragments when he broke the core. It used to be a Level C Dungeon, but now it is a Level B Dungeon with the updates and with the viper that you submitted.”

“Wow, a Level B Dungeon.” Nate whistled. “That will be tough to defeat.”

The specter grunted and said, “Indeed. And just so you know, the viper now is a level 300 within this dungeon. Not many will be able to defeat it.”

Nate’s mind boggled, and he asked, “Level 300? That’s crazy. What if someone stumbles in here without the sufficient level to even dive the first level?”

“Not doable,” Augustus retorted. “They will not be given entry.”

Nate let out a relieved breath. “That’s great to hear. Why would Draleus upgrade the dungeon, then?”

Augustus responded with a smile, “He intended for this to serve as your hunting grounds when necessary. Moreover, it is a specific area that is designated for testing and experimenting with new spells and other magical practices.”

“Sounds good to me,” Nate said.

“Also, the original Draleus wanted it to be difficult to defeat the dungeon and then try to destroy the core for its power.”

Nate didn’t want the core to be destroyed either, since he just restored it. “Is there anything we can do to make sure that doesn’t happen, even if the dungeon is defeated?”

“Not really,” he replied with a shrug. “We could conceal it within the walls, but that would be futile, as its presence could be detected by others.”

Nate pondered on it for almost five minutes and then came up with an idea.

“What if we could put it somewhere so no one could access it?”

“What do you mean?” Augustus asked curiously.

Nate discussed his plan with Augustus, who laughed, visibly impressed.

“Draleus outdid himself when he decided to give you his knowledge, kid,” Augustus said with pride. “That is an ingenious idea.”

Nate went red, not used to being complimented.

“Well, let’s get to work on it if you will help me? Then we can get out of here. Oh, that’s what I wanted to know. How can you travel with me?”

The dungeon core then flashed brightly and moments later, two chests appeared on the ground in front of Nate. He smiled as he proceeded to open the nearest one, revealing a necklace, a rare healing ring, a remarkable farming tool, as well as ten mana potions and ten healing potions. On top of those bottles were the recipes and a thank-you letter from the dungeon core. It stated that the core was happy and awed by the fact that Nate was worried about the core’s safety.

Nate thanked the core for the gifts as well.  

The other chest had a legendary dagger from a nefarious rogue, a legendary short sword from some famous warrior that he didn’t know about, a tome of Shadow Magic, a tome about Flesh Magic, and an epic pair of boots that were created by an infamous cobbler.

Those items would prove beneficial for any future requirements he may have. Nate was excited that there were other magic tomes to read and learn from, plus the exceptional weapons that he received. The farming tool was curious to see, but the mana and healing potions were a great thing for an adventurer to have. And not to forget the healing ring; it could be given to someone like his mother or his father since he was always in danger when he went hunting. 

Nate was reluctant to review their statistics at present, but he intended to do so later. He was ready to get home. So, he stowed everything and thanked the core again.

“Okay, are you ready to help with the core?” Nate asked the specter.

“We shall delay the matter momentarily, and instead, let’s discuss the necklace you have acquired. The pendant bearing the likeness of a silver dragon conceals the dragon’s hidden mana stone, in which I shall reside. In this way, I can accompany you without being noticed by anyone. Additionally, it will enable me to communicate with you telepathically, given that it is in contact with your body.”

Nate nodded and retrieved the necklace from storage to put around his neck. With that done, Augustus helped Nate create a personal dimension in the black water that would be totally hidden from everyone and inaccessible to anyone but him. When it was finished, they moved the core inside the personal dimension and linked it to the dungeon.

They made sure that it worked before preparing to go forth on their journey.


Chapter 16

As the two finished, Nate smiled and said, “Now, can we get out of here?”

Augustus chuckled and said, “Let us be away then, young Nate.”

Just as Nate was about to inquire about the method, a sound to his right caught his attention. He swiftly turned his head to discover the opening of a doorway, emanating a beam of light from within. It was indeed peculiar to witness, without a doubt, but Augustus began levitating toward it and motioned for him to come along.

Without any concern, the specter proceeded through the doorway, and Nate, having faith in him, followed along.

The pair was momentarily incapacitated by a dazzling burst of light, and within moments, a portal emerged in the hallway through which Nate had initially entered the mountain. Naturally, all the debris had been cleared away, allowing them to exit unimpeded.

Stepping outside for the first time in a while, the young adventurer couldn’t help but smile broadly and appreciate the refreshing air that surrounded him. It was daytime, and he instinctively savored the fragrances of the trees and flora nearby.

A thought occurred to him, and he posed the question, “Uh, Augustus, did you happen to realize how much time elapsed while I was in the dungeon, given that you saw visions of me?”

Augustus quickly replied, “I did not, young one. I am sorry.”

Nate grunted and shrugged before he said, “Well, I guess we will find out soon enough. I can only imagine what my mother is going to do to me. I probably won’t be able to sit down for a month.”

Augustus was amused by his last statement and answered, “I’m positive that she will be thankful for your safe return.”

Nate responded with doubt, scoffing and shaking his head before saying, “Admittedly, for the first hour or so, things may seem promising, but once the initial shock dissipates, the true situation will become clear. The mother bear will emerge and discipline the curious and mischievous young bear.”

Augustus snickered but didn’t respond to him in words.

The two walked a little out of the way for Nate to be able to get up on the ridge and head home. When the pair had made it, and they were on the way to Nate’s home, Augustus stopped him and said a few words. At that moment, he vanished before the young adventurer, leaving Nate bewildered and unsure of how to proceed.

Ah, it worked like a charm. Good on Draleus and his mind.

Nate flinched when he heard this external voice within his thoughts, yet he swiftly composed himself by recalling the specter’s previous proclamation.

“Uh, so you are in the stone within the necklace?”

Yes, that’s correct. You will be able to speak to me without speaking audibly.

Ah, so we can speak together within my mind.

Yes, telepathically.

Oh, that will make things better, especially not having to explain where you came from.

Nate took a few deep breaths and quickened his pace, eager to reach home.

He expediently made his way through the forest, reaching the place where he planned to establish his garden, but Augustus objected to that idea. He argued that Nate possessed the capability to establish a garden within his Personal Dimension and could potentially reside there. 

This idea was truly remarkable, even though Nate struggled to grasp its plausibility.

Following that, Augustus discussed Nate’s statistics and all the elements related to the system for some time. The conversation revolved around the analysis of the statistics and strategies for moving forward. Augustus instructed him to delay checking his notifications until tonight, when he was in solitude and lying in bed. The specifics were not provided, but Nate had confidence in his advice and believed that he would not lead him astray.

During the remainder of the journey home, Augustus permitted him to engage in silent meditation as he walked, without fearing any potential obstacles. Even if such a situation were to arise, Nate would be fully equipped to deal with it.

After what seemed like an eternity, Nate finally reached the outskirts of his village. With a smile on his face and a hint of uncertainty, Nate began his journey toward the village. However, he was stopped by Augustus, who advised him to don the rings he had obtained. Nate complied with Augustus’s request, although he was unsure of the reason behind it, and walked into the village.

He failed to perceive the gasps and murmurs emanating from within, as well as the residents who gestured toward him. His primary objective was to reach his residence without any additional delay. Contrary to expectations, an individual bellowed his name, prompting a cascade of others to shout out to him as well.

Observing his surroundings, Nate noticed a crowd approaching him. Gerard was in the lead and right beside him were the elves, Julian and Lujia, who were wide-eyed in astonishment.

Swiftly, the three of them moved toward him and conducted a thorough assessment of his well-being. Nate wasn’t aware of what they were trying to ensure. Following this, they embraced him.

Several individuals approached and asked a series of questions, which gave Nate a surreal sensation. He was surprised by the residents’ interest in him, as they often disregarded or overlooked him.

“Nathanael, where have you been?” Gerard asked as things settled down. “We have been looking for you for quite a while, son.”

Nate didn’t really want to answer, and Lujia picked up on it.

“It’s okay, Nathanael,” she calmly stated as she put her hand on his shoulder. “You can tell us, or if you prefer to tell Luna, Talia and Mika went to fetch her. She has been extremely sad and depressed ever since your disappearance.”

Julian nodded. “We conducted an extensive search for you. Lionel escorted us to the location where he last saw you, and we attempted to track your footsteps, but we unfortunately lost sight of them near a cliff.”

Nate nodded and was about to speak when a scream came from his left. He pivoted in that direction to observe his mother rushing toward him, visibly distraught and speaking unintelligibly, until she finally reached him. The woman tightly embraced him and bestowed numerous kisses upon him, thoroughly examining him multiple times to verify that it was truly him.

Nate whispered to his mother, assuring her that everything was fine.

“Where have you been, son?” Luna asked, wiping tears out of her eyes. “Your father and I have been worried sick about you, thinking the worst.”

Nate was reluctant to divulge any details, particularly pertaining to his personal experiences. If his mother were to learn of these, she would impose a restriction on his ability to leave the village again. It was possible that she would refuse to grant him permission in the future after this entire ordeal.

Tell her that you were trapped in a dungeon and found the exit by sheer luck.

What? Then she will have someone locate it.

That will be fine, no one in this village has the capacity to make it far within.

And that is the problem, they won’t believe that I survived in that dungeon.

Merely present the rings on your finger to your mother. She will understand how you survived when she sees the healing ring.

Oh, good thinking.

Nate cleared his throat and stared into his mother’s teary eyes as he said, “I found a… dungeon.”

That set off gasps throughout the crowd surrounding him.

Gerard and Lujia were looking at him with astonishment, while Julian observed him with skepticism. Despite this, his mother refrained from sniffling and as if to confirm the veracity of his words, asked,

“You found what, Nathanael? A dungeon?”

Nate nodded and firmly responded, “Yes, Mother, it is indeed a dungeon.”

“And how did you manage to survive?” Gerard inquired, addressing the question that was on many people’s minds.

The occurrence triggered discussions and disputes regarding the credibility of Nate’s account, prompting speculation about his motivations and intent to evade consequences.

Nate initially remained silent, but his mother persisted with her questions, so he showed her his hand with the rings on it. Despite Nate’s efforts to conceal his necklace, she had already noticed it but didn’t ask about it. Yet.

In a tone filled with wonder, Luna whispered, “A healing ring,” and then continued. “And a mana regeneration ring.”

“What?!” Lujia gasped in astonishment.

Luna looked over at her and glared, the elf had heard what she had whispered.

“Sorry, I…”

“We will discuss this later,” Luna commanded the elf.

Lujia nodded and suggested, “We should disperse and provide them with space. Luna has had a challenging time, and I believe Nathanael must be exhausted from his ordeal.”

The others were confused but did what she suggested. Lionel then came over and fiercely hugged Nate, saying that he was glad to see him. Nate smiled and told him the same thing.

“We will see you later?” Lionel asked him.

Nate snorted and looked over at his mother, who was glaring at him. “Not for a while.”

Lionel chuckled and knew he was telling the truth. He hugged his friend again and left. Walter, Talia, and Mika hugged him as well, which was shocking to him.

When everybody left, his mother grabbed his hand and led him home in silence. Nate knew better than to argue or go against her, so he let her lead him.

As they approached his home, Nate asked, “Is Father about?”

Luna shook her head and said, “No, he is out hunting. It will be his last excursion before winter.”

Nate grunted and was led into the kitchen where she pointed at a chair and commanded him to sit. Luna went over to fetch a mug of water for him, then carefully set it down in front of him.

He smiled and thanked her for it.

“Do you need anything to eat?” Luna asked sternly.

“No, Mother,” Nate responded politely.

“So, you found a dungeon and came back with rare artifacts.”

Nate gulped and knew that he wouldn’t be able to lie to her or fabricate any story. He would have to tell her the truth, but he had to make it look like he didn’t know what those rings were for.

“What do you mean, Mother? What artifacts?”

Luna narrowed her eyes at him, pondering if he was telling the truth or not. She gestured to them and asked, “You don’t know what you possess?”

Nate shook his head and said, “No. I felt them get warm a few times, and it seems they saved me many times, but I don’t know what they are.”

Luna gazed at him for an extended duration before she scoffed and replied, “Do you genuinely believe that I will accept that narrative? You should know better, mister. I know that you possess a healing ring, a ring for mana regeneration, and a damn dimension ring. Although it is the basic version, its worth in this village is invaluable. Oh, and the necklace you are trying to hide that is underneath the pendant that you are wearing is a necklace of knowledge. So, let’s cut the crap and you tell me what you have been up to for the past two months.”

Two months? Nate thought. That’s a long time.

“I was gone for two months?”

Luna exhaled a breath and said, “Another week and it would have been two.”

“Okay, Mother, I will tell you the entire story.” With that, he began to tell his tale.

He recounted his experiences, including the incident of falling into the sinkhole and his encounters with the monsters, yet he omitted any mention of the tomes of magic. Augustus told him to keep that secret and about the core being restored.

She cried, listening to his tale, and after lying about falling into the core room and waking up healed after lying in agony, he told her that was when the core let him go, and he immediately came home.

Luna sniffed and wiped her eyes again. “So, what level are you, then? I cannot tell.”

She will not be able to tell from analyzing you. Wizards are immune to that skill and those kinds of spells.

Huh, good to know. Then what should I tell her? I don’t even know because I haven’t looked at my stats in a while. And you told me not to, on the way here.

Yes, I did. What level were you at when you last checked?

Hmm… level 5, I believe.

Then tell her that. She would believe that, but I would say after killing that viper, it is way above that number.

Indeed.

“I am level 5,” Nate responded to her.

She smiled and said, “Level 5. I am impressed, son. What is your class?”

Do not tell her that you are a wizard! Matter of fact, tell no one.

I remember your warnings, or Draleus’s warnings.

Just tell her that you’re a mage. And if she asks about a spell, use a light spell or a fire spell. A basic one like [Candle] or [Light Orb].

Nate mentally grunted and turned his attention back to his mother. “Mage.”

Her eyes about popped out of her head. When she got herself back to normal, she cleared her throat and asked in a low tone. “What kind of mage, Nathanael?”

“Fire and earth.”

That made her gasp in astonishment. “You have two affinities? That’s awesome, son.”

She hugged him and asked, “Can you show me a spell? Do you know any?”

Nate nodded and performed two basic spells for her. She laughed joyfully and then went serious. “Don’t show anyone this. If you already know the system, and that you can cast spells, people will talk and people will come for you.”

That took Nate by surprise. “What do you mean, Mother? Am I in danger?”

“I didn’t say that, but there are always jealous people out there. Just be cautious. And it would be wise for you to refrain from attending the aptitude tests on those particular days. That is because of the likelihood that your level and class will indicate your utilization of the system without being tested, and they will want to know why.”

They will not be able to do that.

I know, but you told me not to tell her that I’m a wizard, so I cannot tell her that.

Oh, I see your point.

“All right, I won’t attend, and I’ll tell anyone who inquires that I was unable to obtain my desired class and had to assume the role of a hunter, much like my father.”

Luna grunted and said, “That’s a great idea, but we will need to tell your father what has occurred. Matter of fact, I will tell him. As for that storage ring, never tell anyone that you have it.”

“Yes, Mother.”

“Good, now, go get cleaned up. Dinner will be ready soon. I will make your favorite.”

Nate smiled and went to clean up, glad that he was finally home.


Chapter 17

The days, the months, and even the years went by too quickly. Nathanael grew to be an intelligent and resourceful young man by the time he reached the age of ten.

Augustus, his guide and mentor, assisted him in further developing the magical abilities he acquired in the Babilon Dungeon, where he played a crucial role in restoring the core and reactivating its functions.

Nathanael was under the obligation to carry out his tasks clandestinely, as his mother informed him of the inherent risks involved in disclosing his status as a mage who had successfully navigated a perilous dungeon.

Through his unwavering commitment to daily practice and self-discovery, he was able to develop a personal dimension that expanded in parallel with his burgeoning magical abilities. In the beginning, its magnitude was limited to the dimensions of his personal dwelling. However, under the mentorship of Augustus, who provided instruction and rectified his mistakes, it expanded exponentially. When he last checked, he was unable to measure it due to its immense size.

Augustus consistently made remarks about his substantial mana levels, but he reproached him for attempting hazardous endeavors.

The evening when he returned from his quest to restore the dungeon core, Augustus had him check his Stats. The realization that he had achieved Level 150 was a profound surprise for him. It was a direct consequence of his triumph over the viper, restoration of the core, reestablishment of the dungeon’s functionality, and successful facilitation of the upgrade to Level B.

After examining and dismissing the extensive array of notifications — there were hundreds of them — he had let out a sigh of relief and smiled to acknowledge his achievements.

The system had actually transmitted error messages, endeavoring to determine the reason behind a young adventurer, who was a mere eight years old, reaching such a high level. He received twenty additional notifications addressing the issue before the system declared the absence of any further errors, while simultaneously granting him an elevated proficiency and enhanced capabilities.

His happiness stemmed from the fact that he had gained capabilities, irrespective of his lack of knowledge and indifference toward the mechanics.

Nate was feeling pretty content with everything, except once his body began to undergo changes, the level of pain he experienced became excruciating. All his body was in agony, from the top of his head to the bottom of his feet.

Upon the completion of the changes, his bone density increased, his vision underwent improvement, his hearing became more acute, and his muscles became more defined. As a result, his strength, constitution, and agility surpassed the standard by a considerable degree. Nate’s height was also influenced by his leveling, albeit only by a few inches.

While troubleshooting his high level, the system implemented measures to ensure his physical growth proceeded normally. In addition, due to the incomprehensibility of a young man attaining that level, the system applied a ratio to ascertain his projected level as an adult. It granted him invulnerability, rendering him impervious to harm unless attacked with multiple direct strikes from a legendary enchanted blade, and from a warrior that was a higher level than him.

The skills that he was given were stone skin, dragon strength, and a few speed abilities. The latter abilities enabled him to appear invisible once activated and end up a hundred feet away.

Even at his young age, no single mage was capable of defeating him and surviving to share the tale. Despite Nate’s lack of training, a mage would prioritize the development of intellect and wisdom instead of strength, constitution, and agility, which would impact those attributes and ultimately have a negative impact when dealing with a wizard, since they had class bonuses.

Nate’s racial bonuses, as both a wizard and a half-elf, provided him with significant advantages to enhance his Stats. All of his stats increased by ten with each level he achieved.

Regardless, following a brief period of rest, thanks to his mother’s insistence, Nate recovered and acquired the knowledge to effectively operate with his altered physique.

When his father returned, he was ecstatic to see Nathanael and hugged him profusely. When his mother had a chance to speak with him regarding his disappearance, William saw the young tike in a different manner. He changed his approach toward him, no longer treating him as a youngling, but rather as an apprentice who would eventually have to rely on his own survival skills.

Following that winter, William started a higher frequency of hunts with him, and Nate’s involvement surpassed his initial expectations. Nate obtained a significant amount of knowledge from his father during those times, and he also rescued William on multiple occasions when he was overwhelmed by the monsters that he was hunting.

Furthermore, Nate’s mother made it clear that whenever Nate was at home, he would either assist her or attend classes with Gerard and Julian working on his swordsmanship, particularly after Nate informed his parents about his skill in dual wielding.

The youthful adventurer diligently strived to blend in, and even when Gerard and a small group set out to explore the dungeon, they returned with a multitude of unanswered questions. They were mainly seeking to understand how he survived in a Level B Dungeon, as well as the circumstances surrounding his accidental entrance, given the stipulation that only individuals above a specific level were permitted to enter.

Nate deliberately avoided answering those questions and resorted to falsehoods to protect himself. His mother explicitly prohibited him from discussing anything related to his time in the dungeon and his recollections of it.

He discovered that his mother had an extensive conversation with Lujia, who had overheard Luna mentioning the rings on his fingers when he returned from the dungeon. Luna desired to maintain their secret for as long as possible, so an agreement of sorts was reached with Lujia, particularly as Luna relinquished four mid-grade potions, two of mana, and two of healing. Those were the last that she had saved for a rainy day.

When Nate eavesdropped on her discussion with his father, he let out a sigh and understood that he had to replace them and eventually confess about the recipes he acquired from the Babilon Dungeon. Not only did the recipes cover high-grade level potions, but they also provided instructions for creating mid-grade and low-grade potions. He regarded the two pieces of parchments as a national treasure, envisioning that they would yield substantial financial gains once he refined those recipes using his alchemical and apothecary abilities.

The high-grade potions were both expensive and scarce in his local area, whereas the mid-grade and low-grade potions were readily available but remained costly for individuals with limited resources.

Augustus shared with him a technique to transform them into pills, which would greatly facilitate and reduce the expense of a young adventurer attempting to create them.

Nate was excited to hear that and had his mentor give him the recipes for such a product. He could see a ton of possibilities if the specter was being truthful. The pills would be a great way to make money in the world, but he wasn’t going to produce them until he was out on his own. At least, to sell. Of course, he would experiment with them for sure to see if they actually worked.

This prompted him to embark on a quest to acquire the necessary plants, flora, and materials for their creation. It necessitated multiple journeys to retrieve the items, which were scattered throughout the forest and other regions he explored while hunting alongside his father. As a result, he decided to create his gardens within his Personal Dimension, as suggested by Augustus. He now possessed a multitude of gardens filled with vegetables, fruit, spices, herbs, and various other items.

The garden tool acquired from the dungeon core proved to be an invaluable asset, possessing the extraordinary capability of morphing into many forms and equipment. A hoe, shovel, shears, scythe, trowel, rake, sickle, plow, and other pieces of equipment. All he had to do was picture it in his mind and it transformed into what he wanted. Additionally, this tool facilitated rapid growth of whatever he planted, along with his personal dimension.  

At the commencement of his experiments, Nate conducted his work in a laboratory situated within his single-story farmhouse, a creation of his imagination modeled after the residence he shared with his parents.

However, Augustus demonstrated to him the proper way to establish a laboratory and assisted him in constructing it in a separate building, situated a short distance from his residence, to ensure that any unsuccessful experiments would not pose a risk to the main house. Within the personal dimension, it shouldn’t matter, though, but Nate didn’t want to test that theory and listened to his guide.

Having undergone a ton of unsuccessful experiments, he eventually attained the capacity to fabricate mana and health pills and potions, resulting in a notable enhancement of his proficiency in alchemy (Level 17) and apothecary (Level 18).

Despite the aid of Augustus, it was a challenging endeavor, and it took him years to obtain the precise recipes and perfect the ingredient proportions required for product creation.

Apart from dedicating his time to developing his crafting skills, he also had to endure classes with Gerard and Julian. Lujia also provided support with archery, although the main focus was to acquaint him with the dual blades he would eventually have to use. Mostly short swords, knives, and daggers. He wasn’t able to use two regular swords at a time, yet.

While his other skills reached greater heights, he believed Level 10 was satisfactory for his blade usage.

He received the enchanter skill from Augustus. He provided assistance in deciphering the runes and acquiring language proficiency, a task made effortless by his possession of the Necklace of Knowledge. He also leveled up his linguistic skills.


Chapter 18

Throughout this period, Nate also devoted his time to practicing magic and studying the spells contained in the numerous tomes he had acquired. He honed shadow, dimension, flesh, life, and mendore magic. Those were the areas he concentrated on during his free time.

His mind was mush after learning an untold number of spells, but he kept at it and with Augustus’s help, he achieved what he set out to do. Several spells he had learned were not part of his intended objectives, including healing wounds, repairing broken legs, and even regrowing limbs. Even though the skills were essential to have and were part of the lessons given, Nate hoped that he didn’t need them. Healing wasn’t something that he saw himself doing for a living, but who knows what the future holds.

Those experiences gave him nightmares. He could not conduct experiments on people, so he had to do them on animals. Although he did not inflict any injuries upon any of them, he actively sought out injured animals.

Once Nate was shown how to connect to his magic in order to communicate with Augustus inside of his Personal Dimension, the latter suggested that he could remain there for further guidance, eliminating concerns about others spotting his necklace containing the mana stone.

“We can speak to each other telepathically, so that I can answer any questions or concerns,” Augustus advised the young man. “Nathanael, I will also have the ability to perceive what you desire me to perceive.”

Nate grunted and said, “Okay, I understand that this is probably best, but why now?”

Augustus plucked an apple from a tree and inspected it before indulging in a bite. Despite the absence of taste, he derived pleasure from the semblance of consumption.

Nate was astonished when he saw Augustus helping himself to a piece of fruit from his orchard, and he followed this up with a vegetable from his garden. It was quite surprising, to say the least.

“It is now the opportune moment for you, Nathanael, to take charge on your own, so to speak. As it stands, you are on the threshold of adulthood. You are fifteen now, almost sixteen.”

Nathanael emitted a grunt and shook his head, reflecting upon the multitude of accomplishments they had achieved throughout the years. It had been a fairly solitary undertaking, as the majority remained oblivious to his proficiency in magic, and his parents refrained from discussing it to prevent others from overhearing and spreading the knowledge.

Those he grew up with had left the village after they were tested; Lionel, Walter, Talia, and Mika left for their academies after learning their potential for magic.

After Nate returned from the dungeon and his mother finally allowed him to leave the house, he had met up with them many times and got into mischief.

Occasionally, they inquired about his encounters in the dungeon and teased him when he recounted certain anecdotes. Despite not being able to use the system, he had achieved triumphs in battles against zombie rats, mole rats, slimes, and other creatures within the dungeon, a feat that remained unheard of, especially for a lad of eight years.

Nate was cognizant of the fact that many didn’t believe his stories. Talia and Mika had recounted the occasions when their parents attempted to venture into the dungeon and discovered the formidable challenge of defeating it. They frequently tried to understand how Nate had survived the gauntlet, now referred to as the Babilon Dungeon.

The dungeon had acquired a prominent reputation, with the news of the formation of the new dungeon rapidly spreading, prompting adventurers from various regions to converge and ascertain whether they could venture inside and seek the potential treasures within.

Nate witnessed the arrival of adventurers and explorers to their village with the singular purpose of delving into the dungeon, and he was well aware of the arduous task of survival that lay ahead for them.

When he was able to venture off and assess the dungeon, the core informed him of the significant number of casualties. The primary cause of death was the unavailability of potions necessary for their survival, leading to the demise of most individuals.

Nate, with the assistance of Augustus, engaged in a debate with the core, demanding the rewards of potions upon reaching specific levels within the dungeon. The dungeon core listened to its master and did what he wanted. 

The young adventurer understood the importance of lending a hand in any way possible. After contemplation, he realized the appropriate course of action, yet hesitated due to potential repercussions. Eventually, he relented and ultimately furnished his mother with copies of the recipes for the mid-grade and low-grade potions.

As expected, his mother demanded an explanation regarding the recipes’ origins, and upon learning that he came across them in the dungeon, she was upset that he had concealed this information. From her point of view, such information would be advantageous for adventurers and their village, as it would generate economic activity and allow for trade.

An issue was the ingredients needed to create the potions, and Nate opened his mouth without thinking and said he had them. That prompted another argument and after he showed his mother that he had the ingredients by pulling them from his inventory, she exhaled a few breaths to calm herself.

Luna composed herself and bravely posed questions, despite her fear of what the answers would be. She wanted to know how he came across the ingredients and had them stored for use.

Nate eventually yielded and disclosed to her that he had acquired a knowledge of the recipes and successfully concocted his own elixirs. He purposely omitted any mention of the pills, as the revelation of their existence would surely provoke her extreme agitation, given that nobody in this realm had the means to obtain them.

Luna sighed, acknowledging that her son was concealing things from her, particularly the magic he had acquired to keep living things alive. The item that he extracted from his inventory was fresh, exhibiting both soil residue and slight dampness. So that meant it was part of a garden somewhere that was hidden from sight.

It was during that time that she experienced a moment of revelation, pondering whether he possessed expertise in Dimension Magic, as it could provide an explanation for his prolonged absences without detection. When she asked about his whereabouts, he always told her he was on the outskirts of the village or forest, which were situated at a reasonable distance from there.

She had frequently questioned herself about what other things he might be concealing, yet she refrained from voicing her concerns. It was likely the most prudent course of action to maintain the current situation for the purpose of plausible deniability. Luna didn’t want to pry, she just wanted what was best for her boy. Maybe one day he would tell her the truth of what happened down in that dungeon.

In the meantime, she simply accepted his explanations and even inquired about obtaining a few potions that he had produced, aiming to sell them and ascertain if they could contribute to their financial growth.

Without hesitation, Nate gave her ten of each potion, and she barely managed to conceal her astonishment but kept quiet about it.

The villagers were amazed to learn that she had such items but had never spoken of them. She justified her actions by claiming that her past experiences while adventuring were marked by terrible memories.

However, witnessing these adventurers embark on a perilous journey to a challenging dungeon without any potions was a situation she found unacceptable. Sticking to her minor falsehood, she initiated the production of potions, with the invaluable assistance of her son.

Using those particular ingredients, he contributed to the growth of her garden. Should she require any missing items, Nate would always have them available to prevent any ingredient shortages.

It turned out to be a huge boon for their village, especially for her business and other businesses there. Now the village consistently bustled with activity and had experienced a considerable surge in growth.


Chapter 19

Nate stopped dwelling on past events and turned his attention back to his guide.

“Did you remember something?” Augustus asked his student.

Nate grunted and said, “Yeah, I was thinking over the past years and how busy I’ve been.”

Augustus smiled and stated, “You have undeniably been quite occupied, my young protégé. I acknowledge that you are nervous, but I assure you that you will be fine, and I will be there to support you. Given the connection between your personal dimension and yourself, I am fully equipped to assist in whatever way I can. But you have to make your way now, Nathanael. It is time for you to walk your own path.”

Nate exhaled his breath. “I understand your perspective, but given the duration of our camaraderie, it will take a significant amount of time for me to adjust.”

Augustus understood what he was saying, and they discussed a few other things before Nate left his personal dimension. After a momentary pause, he grinned and proceeded to navigate through the forest, making his way back to his dwelling.

Upon his arrival in the village, he was met with a vibrant scene of bustling activity. Nate let out a sigh as he walked toward his mother’s storefront.

Due to the considerable demand for mana and health potions, along with healing items, spices, and herbs, she had a construction commissioned and dedicated her efforts to its operation rather than venturing into the city to sell her merchandise.

This strategic decision had proved advantageous, greatly benefiting their family. This necessitated the hiring of additional help to manage the front of the business, while she focused on the products out the back.

Nate arrived at the store and went in to see that there were clients about, so he exited and went around back to check in with his mother. She was packaging up some herbs and humming a song. He stopped and observed from a distance. She was happy, it seemed, as she kept her tune going as she went to gather up some potions.

Her attitude had changed after the ordeal that Nate went through in the dungeon. She was content that she could now vend her wares in the village or small town rather than making the trip to the bustling city. It was safer, too. However, she always carried with her a lingering regret that she was no longer able to use her magical abilities.

Nate knew that she had always missed it, and now that he was able to do magic, he caught some of her emotions: Jealousy, depression, and envy. He wanted to give her back her abilities and had been slowly healing her over the past few months without her knowing.

Nate was hesitant to disclose his additional abilities to her at this moment.

If the knowledge of his ability to mend the conduits through which mana circulated, potentially granting others the capacity to resume their magical pursuits, were to become public, he would be promptly summoned to the queen’s presence. If it were to come to light that he possessed the ability to regrow limbs, he would be entrusted with the responsibility of serving her and other nobles, functioning as a means for them to accumulate wealth.

He was cognizant of the impropriety of such thinking, but the aristocrats consistently manipulated the commoners to accomplish their objectives. So if they were able to generate profits from them, it would be even more advantageous.

Nate shook his head to clear his mind of those thoughts and resumed gazing at his mother. When she was healed, would she go back to adventuring again with his father? Nate didn’t know the answer to that.

“Hey, honey!” Luna called out to him. “Where did you go off to this morning?”

Nate smiled and said, “Good day to you, Mother. I had some errands to run for Gerard this morning and then went to the forest.”

Luna approached her son and embraced him, aware that he was likely engaged in some magical activity elsewhere. He had yet to disclose his capabilities to her.

When the testers arrived in the village, he deliberately remained absent as part of the carefully orchestrated plan to conceal his mage abilities from them.

Others were curious about his whereabouts, but as planned, she mentioned that he had previously undergone a test which revealed his lack of magical ability, and he desired to remain in the village.

Although it was an act of self-interest on her part, she yearned to preserve his company for as long as possible. Given his high level of intelligence, Nate would be perfectly fine even without attending those prestigious academies. She was reassured by her decision, knowing that he possessed exceptional language skills and avidly read any books available to him.

“How is business today?” Nate questioned her as he inspected the backroom.

Luna shrugged and said, “It’s fine, Nathan. Business as usual. Now, let us speak about your name day party. What do you want for dinner? Anything special?”

Nate smiled and shook his head at her. “You don’t have to make anything special, Mother. Your cooking is always great regardless of what you make.”

Luna snorted and said, “You are about to become an adult now, Nathanael. Turning sixteen is a big deal, so think about it and let me know, will ya? It is only two days away.”

Nate grunted and nodded. “I will. Where is Father today?”

“He went out with a party of adventurers to your dungeon,” Luna huffed and moved to pick up more packaging. “He’s trying to find some rare treasure for your name day. The old coot needs to leave the dungeon diving to the young’uns from now on.”

Nate snickered at her remark and said, “All right, I will leave you be and let you get back to work.”

He left her and went to his house for some rest and relaxation before delving into his tomes to research more plants and flora for his experiments. Augustus wanted him to persist in his research, as there might potentially be a breakthrough in the development of other medicinal remedies or potions that could prove beneficial in the future.

The rest of the day went by uneventfully and when his father came in that night, Luna playfully mocked him for not finding what he was searching for. The two argued for some time but eventually stopped and made up. Nate looked on with a smile, knowing that his parents loved each other.

Over the course of the following two days, Nate conducted additional research. He had come across a handful of plants that piqued his interest, and over breakfast, he informed his mother of his intention to embark on an exploration of the southern region in search of those particular plants.

Despite being aware of his preference for adventure and freedom, she expressed her displeasure upon learning that he intended to go out exploring on his name day. She sighed and urged him to return by evening for their celebratory gathering.

“Be careful, son,” William urged and patted him on the shoulder. “Just don’t make us come looking for you again.”

Luna appeared frustrated and gave him an intense gaze, letting Nate know that her reaction would be strongly negative if he failed to arrive punctually. He made his way toward her and enveloped her in a hug, reassuring her he would be present well before dinner was scheduled.

She kissed his cheek and let him go before packing him snacks and rations for his trip. Following William’s unnecessary reminder to bring his bow and short sword for protection, Nate departed from his dwelling to journey south.


Chapter 20

Nathanael moved with agility and strategic precision, harnessing the power of his shadow magic to enhance his level. It had been consistently maintaining a count of thirteen, but he was hopeful that it would reach fourteen by the time he arrived home.

He savored the refreshing air coursing through the valley, taking a few breaths, all the while observing the animals as they gracefully traversed the surroundings.

The young adventurer made good time to his destination to see if the plants were in the location his research had indicated they were. He conducted a thorough search and careful examination of the area in an attempt to locate the medicinal plants and herbs, yet his efforts proved unsuccessful.

After a duration of a few hours, he brought his endeavors to a halt. They had yielded only a small number of Hirus plants, reputed for their potential to alleviate inflammation and muscle cramps, along with the multifunctional Karroh plant.

The Karroh plant was utilized for the purpose of stopping bleeding wounds and cuts, as well as applied as a poultice to assist with burns and sores. Additionally, it was employed in the treatment of fevers and colds. Allegedly, that was the intended purpose of the plant, but Nate would need to conduct tests to verify its validity.

He rested and used his rations to replenish his body so that he could continue his exploration. Following the momentary respite to catch his breath, Nate proceeded to venture out and thoroughly examine the area adjacent to the mountain range, in order to see if he could locate the elusive Karroh plants.

In that particular region, he eventually discovered a substantial area where the plant thrived. He proceeded to gather a few specimens and store them, intending to transport them to his personal dimension and dungeon to cultivate as many as desired.

Content after his prosperous exploration, Nate began packing and stowing away his equipment and gear to commence his journey back.

He looked skyward to determine the amount of time he had left to return home. Nate let out a sigh, realizing making it back in time would be a close call. He hoped his mother would not be too angry if he were to arrive slightly behind schedule.

Nate started hurrying and witnessed the terrain swiftly whizzing by as he employed magical abilities to enhance his speed. A touch of magic would not cause harm, and it would remain unnoticed as no witnesses were present.

The journey back was uneventful and gave him time to think about his future. He was conscious that at some point he would have to venture on his own path. The moment it became public knowledge that he possessed magical abilities, rumors would undoubtedly arise, causing others to question his absence from a magic academy. As a result, his parents would be under scrutiny or, in a worst-case scenario, held accountable.

Nate exhaled audibly, consciously pushing those negative thoughts from his mind. He made a deliberate effort to fix his gaze upon the surroundings unfolding in front of him. He was fully aware of the need to stay vigilant in order to avoid any collisions with rock formations or trees.

When he was in close proximity, he made a detour to the Babilon Dungeon to ascertain if anything had happened there recently and to leave behind a few of the plants he had recently come across.

There was no sign of any fatalities, and a considerable number of adventurers and explorers had visited since he had last been there a few weeks ago.

The dungeon core demonstrated its joy at his arrival by visibly brightening in the familiar pattern. Nate smiled and told it that he was happy to see it as well.  

When his business was done, the core gifted him a medium-sized chest filled with goodies. A few weapons, axes, and swords, with some bows and quivers as well. Nate was surprised at that but thanked the core and was about to leave when a notification came up.

He checked the green screen and was shocked to see what it said.

~Congratulations! The gift of a summoned beast has been bestowed upon you. Check your inventory to see what was given.~

Nate immediately looked into his Item Box and saw that a slot was occupied with a Level 200 Blackblood Viper.

Nate gasped and was in awe that the core gave him that summoned beast. He didn’t even know how to summon a beast.

A bright light flashed, blinding him, and he tried to rub his eyes to see. When able, Nate looked down and found a tome lying on the ground. Picking it up, he smiled, figuring out what it might be.

Another screen came up in front of him.

~Congratulations! You have found the Tome of Summoning~

Nate grinned like an idiot. Another form of magic. That’s awesome, he thought.

He proceeded to open the small book and commenced reading the tome. It detailed the summonable animals and the quantities in which they could be summoned. As a wizard, he could summon up two at his beginning level.

—Linguistic skill has gained another level—

~Congratulations! You have learned the ability to Summon~

—Summoning has reached level 1—

Nate got rid of the screens and kept reading on. As per the book, he possessed the power to summon a creature of equivalent level — which was 200 like the viper in his inventory—that would be bound to him.

Nate couldn’t help but grin again when he discovered that there were additional forms of magic that involved different creatures and monsters, which could potentially seek a contract. It was called taming.

With that type of magic, he could have familiars or companions that would help him in his time of need. Some creatures would even engage in temporary contracts and subsequently depart after providing him with assistance. That kind of magic was very handy.

Augustus was hyped up about him being able to get his hands on that tome. The sage must have given the core instructions to do so when he was ready.

It was confusing, but Nate wasn’t going to complain about it.

When he was finished with the first section, Nate stored the tome into his inventory and thanked the core again before leaving the dungeon.

Outside the mountain, he briskly traversed the terrain once more, dreading his mother’s imminent disapproval.


Chapter 21

At the point where Nate had traveled half the distance to his village, he became aware of smoke in the distance, which caused him distress as it seemed to be near his dwelling.

By harnessing his magical prowess, he invoked a spell that bestowed upon him greater swiftness, propelling him forward. As he raced ahead, the trees became a mere blur, thanks to his magic, which safeguarded him from any potential collisions or harm.

With great concern, Nate approached the outskirts, where he noticed the smoke becoming increasingly severe and the sound of screams echoing from the surrounding area. In an urgent manner, Augustus called out to him, demanding that he cease his running.

Nate abruptly stopped in his tracks and sought refuge behind a series of trees in the forest. He was breathing heavily and demanded an explanation from his mentor for the sudden stop.

Augustus sighed. “I understand your concern, my student, and it is valid. However, it is imperative that you pause and carefully examine the surroundings to determine the situation. It is apparent that the village has fallen victim to a raid. Nonetheless, it is of utmost importance that you ascertain the identity of the attackers and evaluate the current number of raiders present. It can be determined that this attack is not recent based on the presence of smoke. As such, it is crucial that you utilize your stealth and shadow magic to get a feel for the situation.”

Nate consciously regulated his breathing and mentally prepared himself before adhering to Augustus’s suggestion. In order to defend himself, he procured his armor and short sword from his inventory. Skillfully maneuvering through the shadows of the trees and the houses, he sought to uncover the source of the disturbance.

He heard someone scream from his left as he peeked out from the side of a house and saw that barbarians were moving around the area. Two of them were dragging a man down the path out of the village, and his clothes were ripped open. He was already traumatized and now they were taking him somewhere.

Nate looked around to see men lying face down and bloodied. He didn’t know if they were alive or not and couldn’t check on them yet because there were other barbarians around the area. Five in total.

He turned his head and saw others lying face down on the ground in front of their houses as they burned. The young man was appalled at the destruction and killing at the hands of these barbarians.

Nate took a breath and began his trek toward his house, passing others that were burned, using his fire and earth magic to douse the fires. Hopefully, the invaders wouldn’t begin looking for who had accomplished that feat until he’d had a chance to search for his parents.

The young man eventually arrived at his residence and observed that it was engulfed in flames, yet there was no one present on the ground. Nate fearlessly stepped inside, heedless of the fire’s proximity, reassured by his mentor’s vigilant protection.

Augustus extinguished the flames while Nate conducted a thorough search of the house for his parents, but they were nowhere to be found. There was a cake that had melted onto the table, and the house was on the verge of caving in as a result of fire damage.

Where are they?

There are three barbarians that are near this section of the village.

Okay, let’s see what they can do.

Augustus chuckled. I know that you are young, but this is real, Nathanael, not your practice dummies. It is a matter of life and death, and we prepared for this. Remember, causing death is just another way to learn.

The young adventurer was taken by surprise by this remark, but it turned out to be correct. He had never taken the life of another or truly experienced the sight of someone deceased.

Nate walked out with sword in hand in search of the barbarians. It didn’t take long before he was face to face with the three that Augustus warned him about. They were combing through the houses and area, possibly in search of survivors or anyone that was hiding. Or maybe they were looting. Whatever the reason, he didn’t like it.

He listened to them speaking for a few minutes, trying to figure out what they were saying. He hadn’t ever heard the language of the barbarians, so he wanted to see if his skill worked like he thought. And it did.

~Lingusitic skill has gained another level~

—You have learned Chedric, the barbarian language—

Nate grunted and was happy that it worked. He listened to them laugh and brag about taking slaves and killing. As they were unaware of his presence, Nate held the advantage. His initial research on the races his mother compelled him to study during his childhood indicated that the barbarian hordes were incapable of harnessing magic. Therefore, he concluded that these three individuals were ill-equipped to handle his onslaught.

The young wizard didn’t wait and dropped the barbarians into his inventory, killing them instantly.

Augustus laughed at his first use of magic against a foe. Nothing like going back to what works.

Nate grunted. Yeah, the fewer I see or face will be fine with me. I bet I’ll have to use my magic to heal the wounded from my village.

Yeah, it looks like everyone will know your secret now.

Well, it had to come out sometime. Let’s go see if we can clean up this area of scum.

Nate strolled off, storing his sword and making sure his rings were on to help him survive.

He found the next squad of raiders near the arena where he had lessons with Gerard and Julian. He wondered if they were alive and scanned the area for them as the barbarians were mock fighting with each other.

It was then that he saw Gerard hanging on the fence with lacerations all over his body. He was even missing an arm and foot that looked to be cauterized. Julian was sitting up against the fence with both arms cut off, lying beside him and bleeding out. Nate could hear him moaning and groaning.

Others were lying on the ground, either dead or moaning in pain. Fueled by anger, Nate approached the arena and utilized the power of the earth to drag the vicious men underground, ultimately suffocating them. All ten of them. Following that, he proceeded to survey the nearby area for any other barbarians that could potentially obstruct or assail him.

Nate hastily went to check on Gerard’s well-being, discovering he was unconscious as a result of the pain he had experienced. He proceeded to move over to Julian and observed that he was close to death.

The young wizard pulled out two high-grade potions that he had made for this sort of occasion. Augustus suggested that he use them instead of healing magic.

After administrating them to Julian, he observed as blood stopped flowing and the wounds on his arm closed. His complexion transitioned from an extremely pale hue to his usual tanned skin.

Julian mumbled something as Nate went over to give the same to Gerard. Both began to wake up and groaned in pain from their missing limbs.

Nate heard them curse as they tried to move but couldn’t.

Gerard saw him and hissed, “Nathanael, you need to get out of here. We were attacked by barbarians.”

Nate grunted and said, “I’m aware, Gerard. Stay still while I get you down.”

Despite engaging in an argument, Gerard’s physical disability rendered him incapable of taking any action, so he allowed Nate to assist him in descending from the pole.

Nate helped him over and sat him down beside Julian, who was urging him to leave while he had a chance.

“No, I’m not leaving until I find my mother and father.”

The two went quiet then, and the young man noticed.

“What is it?” Nate questioned the two.

Gerard sighed and muttered, “They took her, son.”

Nate went still when he heard that. After a few moments to let it sink in, he said, “How long ago?”

“A few hours ago, Nathanael,” Julian murmured and hung his head. “They took the village around noon while everyone was taking the midday meal, hundreds of them. They began raiding and plundering, killing anyone that fought against them. The bastards then began to take prisoners, all the women they could, and children as well. Lujia, Mika, and Talia were taken too.”

“They were back from the academy?” Nate questioned in disbelief.

“Yes, they were on a break,” Julian replied with a sob.

Nate’s mind was in tatters now. They took all the women?

Gerard continued after Julian stopped and couldn’t go on.

“The pricks killed the adventurers first, taking everything of value, then began to toy around with the others still alive. Most were hacking off limbs and watching their prey die while others were searching the houses for riches and hidden villagers before setting them ablaze.”

Nate had tears running down his face and stood still for a few moments after they gave their accounts of what had happened. He then wiped his eyes and asked, “What about my father?”

“We don’t know, Nathanael,” Gerard responded in a low voice. “We had our own issues to deal with, but… the last I saw him, he was fighting off the ones that took your mother at the front of the village as they loaded the women into cages.”

Without responding, he ran swiftly toward the front entrance to the village, dealing with any barbarians he encountered by beheading them with his sword or burying them in the ground.

When he approached the entrance, Nate looked around in search of his father. He didn’t see him, so he searched everywhere and began tearing up again when he couldn’t find him.

“Nathanael!”

The young wizard whipped his head around to see who called out his name. He was tense and ready to battle whoever it was.

“Lionel?!” Nate gasped and ran over to hug him. He had four inches on the guy now. “What are you doing? Are you hurt?”

Nate looked him over to see that he had a broken arm and lacerations on his head.

Lionel grunted and said, “Not anything fatal, man. I tried to find you when we got back earlier this morning. But that is beside the point, what are you doing? I didn’t know you could use magic.”

Nate didn’t answer at first, so Lionel continued, “You hid it. I admire that, you always were smart that way. …You had it when you returned from the dungeon.”

Nate heard an accusation in that rant and responded, “Yes, I did, but that’s not what we need to be discussing right now. I’m looking for my father, have you seen him? Or… his… body?”

Nate was worried now.

“Yes, I know where your father is,” Lionel said and gestured for him to follow.

Nate’s attitude changed at that, and he hurried after his friend. If they came across any raiders, Nate took care of them. A few minutes later, Lionel stepped into an area behind a house that was hidden from sight. He maneuvered around and pointed at the ground inside some foliage. His father was lying there, pale and hurt badly.


Chapter 22

Nate gasped and immediately dropped to the ground to check his father’s vitals. His breathing was ragged, and he had lacerations and bruises all over his body.

He could tell that his ribs were broken, and there was probably internal bleeding from all the bruising, but what caught him off guard was the dent in his head. The barbarians had worked his father over and beat him to an inch of his life.

“We’re sorry, Nate,” another voice spoke from the foliage, causing him to startle.

Nate looked over to see Walter staring at his father in sorrow.

“We could do nothing to them,” he said and teared up. “There were too many.”

Lionel went over and put a hand on his shoulder, comforting him. “They came out of nowhere, man. Our magical abilities were of little assistance. We failed to complete the incantations before we were overwhelmed!”

Nate grunted and noticed the two were hurt worse than he thought. Without any hesitation, he took out four high-grade potions from his inventory and offered one each to Walter and Lionel.

They gaped at him in disbelief and stammered something unintelligible.

“Ingest these potions and brace yourself for initial discomfort because they possess potent healing properties.”

Nate turned away from them, but they kept gaping at him. He pulled his father’s head up and slowly poured the two potions into him. His intention was to verify the potions’ effectiveness in providing comprehensive healing. Nate heard the ribs snap back together, saw the blood stop flowing and the wounds heal.

“Wow, where did you get these?” Lionel asked in awe. “And how did you purchase them?”

“Yeah, it had to be an exorbitant amount of money,” Walter agreed.

Nate refrained from responding to them until he observed the dent in his father’s head shifting and returning to its original position. He moved his eyelids and saw that his father was recovering. Nate sighed with relief.

Slowly, he lowered his father’s head back to the ground and retreated to allow himself a few moments to breathe and compose himself before moving on to his next undertaking.

“Nate?”

With an upward glance, Nate turned his attention toward his two childhood companions, subtly raising his eyebrow to indicate his desire for them to carry on.

“Do… Do you have any more of those?” Lionel asked in a whisper.

“If you do, then there are others that need them,” Walter added.

The young wizard exhaled deeply before saying, “I do possess additional potions, but it is imperative that you inform me what you know about the barbarians. Where did they go when they left? Did you see which way they went?”

Lionel nodded and replied, “Indeed, their course took them eastwards, toward the human kingdom, and after that they will likely venture northeast to their tribal territories in the mountains.”

Nate grunted and thought about that. He would need to hurry and find them before they crossed over to their territory.

“You aren’t going after them, are you?” Walter asked incredulously.

“Yes,” he responded without hesitation. “I need to cut them off before they reach their lands.”

“How will you defeat them?” Lionel asked with concern. “They are gone, Nate. Without an army, you won’t get near the prisoners. I’m sorry, but your mother, our mothers, Mika, Talia, and Lujia are gone. As are all the others they took.”

Walter began sobbing at that moment. It was then Nate remembered that Walter had siblings, a brother and a sister that were younger.

“Did the barbarians take your brother and sister?” Nate asked Walter in a calm voice.

Walter acknowledged with a nod but abstained from verbalizing a response, prompting Nate to formulate a plan.

“All right, can you look after my father then?” he asked the two with him. “When he wakes, let him know what happened and that I am off to see about tracking them down.”

The two began arguing with Nate, but he held up his hand to halt them.

“Look, fellas, I’m going to rescue my mother, and there’s not anything that you can say that will deter me.”

Walter and Lionel exhaled audibly.

Lionel continued, “Before your departure, could you lend a hand with tending to the others’ injuries? Gerard and Julian are in a perilous condition. There is a strong likelihood that they have passed away, but it is crucial that we check on them.”

“And our fathers,” Walter added after.

Nate grunted and nodded before he got up to follow them out. “I’ve already helped Gerard and Julian, so they should be awake or maybe asleep, who knows by now. I healed them before I ran into you two.”

The two sighed in relief and began to move around to see who was still alive. Once they completed their search for survivors, they found that they could only provide help and healing for half of them. They would need rest to build up their strength. The others that had lost limbs were dead from blood loss.

Nate stopped all the fires while the others were tending to the injured.

The trio went over to check on Julian and Gerard. Walter and Lionel were almost sick as they noted their poor states.

“We helped and revived the ones that we could,” Nate said as he walked over to them.

“That’s something,” Julian muttered. He hadn’t moved at all from his spot on the fence.

“Nathanael, can I ask you something?” Gerard asked.

“Sure,” Nate said and knew what he was going to ask.

“Where did you get those potent healing potions?” Gerard stared at him.

Nate shrugged like it was no big deal, but Julian piped in.

“And when did you learn magic, boy?”

Nate kept quiet and scanned the area for any danger. It was then Gerard figured it out.

“You had magic when you returned to us after you escaped that dungeon,” he said with a chuckle. “Man, how did you hide that from everyone?”

Nate scoffed and declared, “It’s not a difficult task when no one truly paid heed to me. When the testers came, Mother made sure that I was far away from them and said I had been tested in the city.”

The two elder gentlemen expressed their discontent with grunts but stayed silent for a few minutes.

Finally, Lionel said, “We need to get them to a place out of the weather.” He gestured to the nearest home that seemed stable.

They picked Julian and Gerard up and set them down on the floor inside. They looked for any blankets for them and finally found them at the fourth house that Nate checked.

“Nathanael, Lionel has divulged to us your intention to confront the barbarians,” Gerard blurted out upon Nate’s arrival. “I am inclined to see if I can successfully persuade you to remain. Lionel and Walter have communicated to us that your father is still among the living. Please remain and assist in his recovery process.”

Nate responded with contempt, declaring, “I shall depart and return with my mother and whoever else I am able to retrieve. Just like I informed Lionel and Walter, there is nothing you can say that will change my mind about this.”

“It’s a suicide trip, Nathanael,” Julian butted in. “There were at least two hundred that left the village with the slave cages, and they probably had others waiting for them not too far from here.”

Nate let out a breath and remarked, “Maybe, but I shall make a judgment upon reaching my destination.”

Walter and Lionel wore worried faces as Gerard sighed and commented, “I wish we could go with you, Nathanael. I’m sorry about that.” He pointed to his missing limbs.

Julian grunted and agreed with him. Nate shook his head and responded, “There is no need for you to apologize. You guys need to recuperate and get the village back to normal before I get back with the women.”

Gerard smiled sadly and said, “We will be waiting for your arrival, but it will be some time before we can move properly.”

The young wizard seemed to think about it before exhaling and turning his attention back to the older gentlemen.

“Apologies, gentlemen, but it is necessary for you to be in a state of slumber for this procedure,” Nate advised, gesturing toward them. Shortly thereafter, both individuals were rendered unconscious. He then swirled his right hand and three dead barbarians landed in front of him. Walter and Lionel screamed and moved away.

“They’re dead,” Nate announced as he pulled out a high-grade mana potion from his inventory and drank it. He wanted to make sure that he had enough mana to get this done.

“Where did they come from, Nate?” Walter asked in disbelief.

“My dimension ring,” Nate said and wiggled his finger on his left hand.

“You have a dimension ring?” Lionel asked incredulously, gaping at him once again. 

Nate deliberately ignored the question and instead offered a word of caution, “Gentlemen, I suggest you consider leaving, as this situation is about to become messy.”

“Wha-,” Walter spoke, feeling nauseous as he witnessed him forcibly remove an arm from one of the deceased barbarians. He departed shortly after, and Lionel followed suit, unable to stomach whatever Nate was about to do.

Nate’s was focused on his mendore magic, so ignored what Walter and Lionel were doing and instead concentrated on restoring the missing limbs of the men before him using those of the dead barbarians. His mind went over what needed to be done and, with the help of Augustus, he worked until the task was done.

While working with life magic, Nate ensured that the skin tones of the two individuals were identical and that their limbs were of equal length and flawless in functionality.

Following a lengthy period, Nate took several deep breaths and carefully examined his work to ensure that Gerard and Julian were breathing normally. He then buried the remaining fragments of the invaders and employed water magic to cleanse the bloody aftermath.

Nate groaned as he stretched his body after completing the demanding task. Pausing briefly to catch his breath, he scanned the room and noticed Walter and Lionel staring at him with a blend of astonishment and apprehension.

“Who are you?” Lionel asked in a whisper. “How can you restore limbs like that?”

Walter softly stated that one needed to possess immense magical powers to accomplish that form of magic.

Nate chuckled and said, “When they wake up, give them lots of food and rest. I’m setting out now with the intention of tracking down those pricks.”

Nate went over and was at the door before Lionel stopped him.

“Aren’t you going to take any rations or food with you?”

Nate shook his head and said, “I don’t need any.” Following that, he proceeded to open his inventory and extract rations, which he placed on the table for their consumption.

Walter and Lionel were in disbelief, shaking their heads at the incredible power their companion possessed. The two thanked him as he walked out the door and headed in the direction the barbarians left.

Nate scanned the area as he walked. Some villagers were about, trying to move the dead bodies to wagons for them to be buried. The young wizard shook his head at the men, knowing he didn’t want to stay around for that and felt sorry for them. They displayed a lack of emotion as they moved around.

As Nate left the village behind, he hoped that the men would be able to defend themselves.
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Nate employed his magical powers to boost both his speed and perception, enabling him to swiftly move across the terrain and follow their path, even though the barbarians had not attempted to conceal their tracks.

He ran until exhaustion forced him to stop and take a break, attentively absorbing his mentor’s advice and mentally preparing for what he would encounter upon arrival. The barbarians had more than a four-hour head start, and it was dark now.

Extracting his waterskin, he consumed the fresh water before standing and downing a mana potion in order to sustain the desired velocity as he continued.

Two hours into his journey, Nate caught sight of an orange sky in the distance, a clear indication of ongoing fires. Presently, he found himself within the domain of humans, and if his presumptions were accurate, the barbarians had ravaged this part of the region as well.

Not knowing how the humans would react to him coming in to check on them, he decided to skirt around the town so they wouldn’t falsely blame him for anything.

Once he had passed the town, he continued on his journey, trailing the barbarians and witnessing the destruction of three additional towns during his nocturnal passage. The sounds of agonizing screams and despair reached his ears, indicating that the barbarians might possess a larger number of raiders than he had initially anticipated.

If this were a planned takeover, then there could be more raiders escorting the prisoners than he had expected.

Nate couldn’t think about that right now and traveled far into the night until he stopped and rested within his Personal Dimension for a few hours. He needed to be in peak form when he caught up to the barbarians.

Augustus awakened him and emphatically demanded that he eat a substantial meal before proceeding any further. Nate thought that running for most of the night would make him sore and tired, but his abode and magic dimension healed him of his ailments.

He ate an elaborate breakfast arranged for him by his household, which involved a remarkable enchantment instructed by Augustus. The specter also advised him that his magic would aid his healing through the mana induction derived from his Personal Dimension’s plane of existence.

Yawning, Nate left and began running again after making sure that he was on the right path. He soon came across the destruction the barbarians had left in their wake. Wagons and trees were trashed, people lay dead on the road and on the sides, and the terrain had been recently burned.

The barbarians had destroyed everything they encountered. Nate was in disbelief, wondering why they needed to kill, plunder, and enslave.

He dismissed those thoughts and redirected his focus on his journey, intensifying his speed and perception with an added touch of magic.

After two hours passage, the lingering traces of the barbarians gradually diminished, causing him to reduce his pace accordingly. He came across a few stragglers who were being reluctantly dragged along by the barbarians for their entertainment. Nate was enraged when he saw this and conjured vines from the earth to grab the barbarians and pin them down to the ground.

They hollered out for only a moment before the thick vines covered them completely, closing off their breathing, and then broke every bone in their bodies before they were ripped apart. Flesh and blood went everywhere.

Nate provided mid-grade level health potions to the ten humans who were being dragged, as their injuries were not severe enough to require high-grade potions.

When he advised them that he was about to leave, Nate asked how many barbarians there were. From looking at the footprints and cage tracks, there were a lot.

One human told him there were over four hundred in number and at least forty cages of prisoners were being transported.

Nate responded with a disapproving shake of his head as he contemplated the matter, recognizing the large number of people who had been kidnapped and the likely triple count of fatalities or injuries. It perplexed him why none of the kingdoms had taken any action to address these raiders, who clearly needed to be dealt with.

He intended to deal with them, and the consequences were unpredictable.

Another few hours passed, and he finally caught up with the horde of barbarians. The vast majority were of a remarkable height and muscularity, complemented by long dark hair and golden-brown skin.

Clad in brown trousers without shirts and armed with swords at their hips, they presented a challenge that puzzled Nate. Maybe it was their sheer numbers that overwhelmed others, or it could be their strength. Nate was unsure, yet based on his recollection and Augustus’s account, they were not to be underestimated.

With the aid of the shadows, Nate pursued the horde as they traversed a lengthy expanse of desert land. He was cognizant of the fact that they were now within their territory and feared the impending circumstances.

The young wizard attempted to locate his mother, however, he found it complicated to determine her whereabouts within the many wagons being pulled by oxen.

He decided to wait and follow them to where they would end for the day. After a couple more hours, Nate utilized the shadows of the raiders to traverse, strategizing a plan to release the vast number of prisoners held within the cages. The majority consisted of women and children, although there were a few teenagers of each gender, he observed.

Someone blew a horn and Nate saw a stone fortress in the distance with guards on top of the walls watching for any danger. A company of barbarians exited the fortress through an enormous gate to welcome the returning raiders.

The barbarian with whom he hitched a ride approached the entrance of the fortress. Once inside, Nate smoothly transitioned to another shadow adjacent to the wall and proceeded to follow the remaining shadows that guided him into a building that resembled a warehouse.

Initially, Nate was confused as he recalled the customary practice of the barbarians was to dwell in huts and lead a nomadic existence, but this particular clan or tribe displayed behavior that deviated from the norm.

Having successfully gained entrance, Nate carefully awaited the arrival of nightfall from the shadows before advancing his plan. He just hoped his mother was okay, and if not, he would raze the entire compound and eradicate the barbarians.

While he was waiting, Augustus informed him that he could create a pocket world and link the entrance to the warehouse. That way, Nate could observe the outside world with no one the wiser.

Additionally, Augustus mentioned that Nate could construct a sanctuary within the pocket world that the prisoners could use as a refuge after he rescued them. With the help of Augustus and Nate’s magic, the refuge had the ability to provide sustenance and aid while the captives healed.

Nate was wholeheartedly enthusiastic about that idea, and he would be able to construct the pocket world expeditiously with the aid of his mentor.

Augustus provided guidance on how to construct it. The pocket world bore similarities to his Personal Dimension, with the exception of its measurements and mana consumption. Through the implementation of his Dimension Magic, Nate successfully established a link between the pocket world and the underground mana flow.

After completing the construction, Nate let out a sigh and proceeded to open the entrance. He then made a request to his pocket world, asking it to conjure a table, chair, as well as food and water. Moments later, he was granted these items, and he received a plate of baked chicken, potatoes, and bread.

The young wizard didn’t hesitate to dig in and eat his food as he observed the outside where the barbarians were moving around. His mentor had constructed the entrance to the exterior wall of the warehouse, allowing Nate to strategize his rescue.

Nate pondered the contents of the warehouse and summoned his magic to reveal the barbarians’ stored items.

A significant portion of the area was occupied by crates, rendering the merchandise hidden from sight. Nate observed the vicinity for any potential adversaries for a few minutes before he exited and started to investigate.

When he came upon the first area, he checked the crates to see what was hidden and found bags of flour and grain. In the next two rows, there were bags of seeds for planting, although he didn’t make an effort to examine the contents of each bag.

He uncovered bags of salt and pepper in the following crates. These commodities were highly prized by most, prompting Nate to question the source of such a plentiful supply.

They must have stolen them, obviously. Maybe from caravans or shipments to the cities. Whatever the case, this is a gold mine. I wonder what they plan on doing with them.

Checking the surroundings to make sure there was no danger, Nate pressed on to ascertain what other hidden items they had.

He came across a diverse range of nuts, tubers, lentils, oats, and other food items.

After scanning the entrance and observing no signs of intrusion or surveillance, Nate proceeded to the opposite end of the warehouse to investigate its concealed contents.
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The young wizard was surprised to see the crates full of weapons.

Axes, spears, halberds, poleaxes, swords, daggers, and knives. There were also a ton of shields and armor. Nate was perplexed as to why they had decided to store these items in this location rather than employing them in combat.

After closing the lids of the remaining crates, Nate heard a noise and promptly took cover behind the crates.

Six barbarians waltzed in with some chatter and laughing about the new prisoners and what they were going to do with them. Most of the conversation was about selling slaves and the guys having women warm their beds. The two women that were with them and heavily muscled scoffed and said they would want some male slaves to warm their beds as well.

Nate didn’t like to hear any of that, especially anything regarding selling slaves.

He waited for them to exit and thought about his next move. The crucial task was to find the captives before daylight ended, as there were only a couple of hours left. And Nate desired a solution to observe them while maintaining the secrecy of his existence and location.

While he was deep in contemplation, a dragonfly swiftly flew by and perched on the crate. Observing the insect, Nate’s countenance brightened as he momentarily allowed himself to imagine the exhilaration of flying and the remarkable sights it would afford. He swiftly dismissed the notion and resumed his introspection.

It was only with the arrival of another dragonfly on the same crate that an idea materialized in his mind — the potential to establish a temporary contract with the insects to undertake the tasks on his behalf.

Nate established a temporary contract with the dragonflies, but he was incapable of audibly comprehending their speech since they lacked the ability to communicate in that manner. Nonetheless, he possessed the authority to assign them tasks.

Through the use of mental imagery, one of them communicated with others in their cluster, informing them of the situation and seeking their support. Nate extended his gratitude to them as they departed to conduct a thorough surveillance of the vicinity, in search of any information pertaining to the prisoners and the enclosures in which they were held.

Pondering the potential reason the warehouse was so well stocked, the young wizard retraced his steps to the entrance of his pocket world. Could he just store the crates in his Item Box? Yeah. Or he could put them into another dimensional storage that only housed his loot. One that was linked to his Personal Dimension so he could review everything once he got back home. That was a better idea. And if there was any money around, then that would go in that as well. That would be in the keep somewhere.

Nate sighed and moved to the wall and entered the pocket world to continue observing the outside.

There were squads of barbarians spread out now in a wide area. Some were training with swords, others were doing calisthenics, and some were smoking cigars. But most of the squads were shooting arrows at captives hanging from walls with targets painted on them, while others were throwing knives at other prisoners that were standing against a wall about fifty feet away. The surrounding crowd was even betting on who could hit what part of the body and how long the prisoners would live.  

The barbarians included women, who were as brutal as the men, and some even more so.

Nate experienced a profound sense of revulsion as he averted his eyes, unable to witness the savage actions of the barbarians. He was aware that they would face the consequences in due time, hence he attempted to suppress the abhorrent events from his thoughts.

The young man waited at the table for his informants to return, drinking some water while pondering what else needed to be done. Nate made a list in his mind of what the tasks should be and in what order.

The next order of business was to make sure the barbarians couldn’t leave after he rescued the captives.

Their attitude to life was totally messed up. Nevertheless, the other kingdoms were not any more commendable. They preyed on life and ran over whoever they needed to get richer. His father divulged this information to him during a drunken episode.

The humans showed a high level of cunning and malevolence in their engagements with one another and external parties, especially when it aligned with their interests. The elves exhibited corruption and a disregard for moral values, even within their own society.

The beastfolk were honorable to a fault, unless you angered them. Friendliness was reciprocated by them toward those who displayed it.

The fae had devious intentions, skillfully manipulating and misleading those who lacked awareness of their pacts and transactions.

The barbarians were just malevolent and nasty to other races.

Nate had decided to leave their fate with something that hated others as well.

“Augustus, can I make copies of my summoned beast?”

It took a bit for the specter to answer his inquiry.

“Hmm… you can, but not the identical plane. …What I mean by that is you cannot make copies at the same level as the summoned beast. The maximum level of your summoned beast limits you to creating the copies with only half of that level for the first three and then the levels drop to a quarter for the next three.”

Hmm… “So, the max number of copies that can be created is six?”

“Yes, that is because you are only a novice summoner,” Augustus replied with a nod.

That’s a shame, but at least I can summon a total of seven beasts. That will be helpful, especially letting loose the Level 200 Blackblood Viper.

The mere thought of the devastation that the vipers would cause brought a smile to his face.

It was then that he saw the two dragonflies fly around the entrance to his pocket world. With a command, the entrance opened to let them in. The insects immediately flew over and communicated  images to him regarding the prisoners. They were being held at the far east building in cages.

Nate didn’t get a complete count because there were so many, but he would figure out something when it came time. With that, he held out his hand, and the two dragonflies flew over and landed on it. In a matter of moments, they vanished into his Personal Dimension. He’d made a promise when he contracted with them that they could enjoy a peaceful existence there, free from any interruptions, and thrive within.

The remaining dragonflies who provided help arrived a few minutes later, totaling ten in number. They joined the two in peace.

Nate took a deep breath and rose from his seat, making his way toward the exit to attend his next assignment.

As the sunlight gradually diminished, completing his task became urgent.

Remaining hidden in the shadows, he skillfully approached a group of barbarians gathered around a fire, consuming a roasted delicacy. Nate made no attempt to examine its contents, as he was completely concentrated on observing the five individuals seated. One could only hope that there would be a prompt evacuation from the fire.

He listened to them blather on about their conquests and the upcoming raids. Most of them were in the human kingdom, as well as the beastfolk kingdom, but others were headed to the elven kingdom. Evidently, there was a huge demand for slaves.

Nate was going to make sure they faced obstacles at the earliest opportunity. One of the individuals yawned and departed from the fire with a wave.

The barbarian walked away but didn’t see the traveler in his shadow. In close proximity to the warehouse, Nate deftly escaped from the barbarian’s shadow and used his shadow to guide him the way he wanted, moving the barbarian into the building. Swiftly and decisively, he delivered a strike to the temple of the foolish individual, rendering him unconscious.

Nate used his magical prowess to transport the unconscious individual into a pocket world where he slammed him into a seat that he conjured.

Subsequently, a rope was wound around the fool so that he was securely fastened in a manner that prevented him from escaping, although his options for escape were already limited.

When he was ready, Nate splashed some water into the face of the captured barbarian. The fool groaned as he opened his eyes, feeling that he was confined and trapped somehow.

“Why am I tied to a chair?!” the barbarian yelled out, trying to escape.

Nate chuckled and poured more water on the guy, cooling him off. Or, so he thought, but the barbarian hollered even more.

“You need to quiet down,” Nate commanded and sat down on the other side of the table.

The barbarian laughed and then mocked, “A child got the best of me? I must be drunk and hallucinating.”

The barbarian’s repeated efforts to escape from the rope proved fruitless. Nate waited until he finally gave up and looked over at him.

“There we are, I was getting impatient. Time is running out,” Nate advised him.

The barbarian wore a smug expression as he uttered, “Yes, time is dwindling away, isn’t it? It’s only a matter of time before someone comes in search of me. Particularly considering how much I’ve been shouting.”

The idiot began yelling again. With a groan, Nate rose, leaned over the table and slapped the barbarian across the face. It stunned the fellow before he growled and promised pain for Nate when he escaped.

Nate shook his head in disdain at the fool before him. He grew fatigued by his ramblings, ultimately deciding to deliver a punch to his face.

“Now that I have your attention, I need to know some things about your keep,” Nate stated as he looked at the enraged barbarian. “More importantly, how many of you are guarding it?”

The guy scoffed and said, “As if I would tell you anything.”

Nate nodded and said, with a sigh, “I had hoped to obtain the information without the need to delve into your thoughts. Your continuous ramblings have exhausted me. So, I will extract the information from you then.”

The barbarian was briefly surprised, blinking in response to the child’s words before erupting into uncontrollable laughter.

The barbarian spoke to him condescendingly, stating that no one possessed such magical abilities in this world.

Nate chuckled and gestured to the room that he was in before speaking, “Oh, and where do you think you are now?”

The guy finally took a look at his surroundings, scrutinizing the area before he went wide-eyed and gulped audibly.

“Where are we?” the barbarian spoke in a trembling whisper.

Nate laughed. “We are in my own little world, and no one can find you,” Nate enlightened him. “And now, I will do as I said. Augustus, I implore you to utilize the enchantments available to us in this realm in order to extract information regarding the quantity of personnel tasked with protecting the stronghold from both internal and external threats. We already know where the prisoners are being held, I just want to make sure if there are captives within to look out for. Also, make certain to actively look for anything that may be considered valuable.”

Augustus made an appearance and nodded in acknowledgment of Nate’s command. The barbarian looked afraid when he saw the specter and promptly endeavored to disclose the information. But Augustus wasn’t deterred and proceeded to use his ability with life magic to sift through the barbarian’s mind and get what was needed.


Chapter 25

After Nate’s mentor successfully carried out his task, the barbarian was unconscious but still seated.

Augustus told Nate that there were a hundred barbarians guarding the keep, with only ten or so prisoners within.

Nate sighed and thought about what he had to get done. What he really needed was another mage to help, but there was no one else around. Unless…

“Augustus, how would you like to join me on this adventure?”

The specter smiled and bowed before responding, “I would enjoy it very much, sir.”

Nate grinned and said, “Good, I will need the help. It is about time to get started. Darkness has covered the horizon. Oh, and we are going to empty this warehouse of its contents. They will not need them anymore.”

The specter grunted and followed his student to the exit. They departed from the pocket world, and the young wizard proceeded to traverse the warehouse, meticulously storing all items within his Personal Dimension. Within a short span of time, the warehouse was completely empty of any items.

A smile graced Nate’s face as he left the warehouse and scanned the area for any patrols.

“Nathanael, let’s utilize your Summoner Magic and release a few copies of your viper.”

Nate acknowledged with a nod and centered his concentration on his desired outcome. In a matter of moments, six vipers materialized, their sizes approximately half that of the one he confronted within the dungeon years ago. They were still over twelve feet tall and twenty feet long.

The six vipers hissed and waited for his commands.

“Seek out the barbarian horde within this fortress and kill them,” Nate stated to the serpents. They seemed confused by their command.

“Nathanael, it is imperative that you describe their appearance,” Augustus enlightened the young man.

“What?” he replied in confusion. It then dawned on him that the serpents didn’t know what the barbarians looked like. He walked over to the entrance of his pocket world and grabbed the still unconscious barbarian and threw him in front of the summoned vipers.

The serpents carefully examined the man lying on the ground and hissed to indicate their understanding. The one near the barbarian moved forward and bent down before chomping the guy’s head off. Swallowing it whole.

Nate shuddered and looked away, before walking out and commanding, “Go forth and kill them all. You will run into a female version of the barbarians, kill them too. If there are any children, spare them. Go.”

The six headed off and began seeking out their prey.

“They will gain experience each time they kill anyone or anything. Remember that,” Augustus advised him before setting off. He called out as he walked away, “I will run interference, so you can rescue the captives. Oh, and when you are done with that, release the Level 200 beast.”

“Will do,” Nate snorted and watched his mentor float away, not caring about stealth. He went toward the barracks to pick a fight.

Nate’s attention was drawn to a commotion on his left, where he could hear screaming. He shook his head before employing his magical powers to swiftly advance toward the building located in the far east part of the fortress. He made it in a matter of seconds.

Nate noticed the barbarians were running around trying to kill his summons, even the ones guarding where the prisoners were being held. They went to assist their brethren, leaving the doors defenseless.

He could also feel rumbling from the west and saw magic being thrown about, knowing his mentor was in a fight as well. The young wizard exhaled a few deep breaths before making his way into the building.

Nate proceeded to open the door and enter. He found empty rooms on the first level, utilized by the barbarians for an unknown objective. He was told this by the dragonflies, so the young man moved swiftly toward the stairs that went down to the bottom level where the captives were being held.

He heard explosions above, and the ground trembled as he reached the entrance of the lower level. Nate slowly opened the door and listened for anyone around the area; he had been informed that four were guarding the prisoners.

Nate was unable to detect the presence of anyone near the door, so he casually entered and surveyed the barely lit room without any hindrance. The activation of his Night Vision skill allowed him to see perfectly well, as he was on the verge of reaching Level 15.  

He crouched and began to scan the region for the guards, but all he saw were the cages around. Nate didn’t want to concentrate on the captives yet; he wanted to deal with the barbarians. So he stuck to the shadows around the cages left by the torches that were lit every so often.

When he came upon the guards, they were standing at multiple points in the room beside the cages. There was a problem, though: there were ten of them. The insects might not have seen the rest, or perhaps they entered after they left.

Regardless of their numbers, he had to handle them, and he was fully aware of the precise method he would use. Nate smiled and touched the earth beneath him, still hidden by the shadows. Within moments, the earth began to tremble and where the barbarians stood, stalagmites shot out of the ground, impaling them, and lifting their bodies off the ground.

The people inside the cages who were awake were astonished, and some even gasped.

Nate then moved out of the shadows, which caused the captives near him to shriek and move away to the other side of the cage. He held up his hands, trying to calm them down.

“Are there any others around?” Nate questioned the inhabitants of the cage.

It took some time, but a lady with unkempt blonde hair stepped forward and said, “No, Sir Mage, there are no others. The ten that were guarding here are dead from your spells.”

Nate grunted and took a few breaths, wishing he hadn’t. The pungent smell was overpowering; he had failed to notice it earlier, but he guessed that was because he was so concentrated on finding the guards.

“I’m going to free you but don’t run off. If you do, then I will not be responsible for your deaths. There are still barbarians above us, so stay near the entrance until I free everyone.”

The lady nodded and said, “I will comply, Sir Mage. My name is Brenda, if you will.”

Nate bowed his head to her and said, “My name is Nathanael. Nice to make your acquaintance, Brenda.”

The lady nodded her head to him as Nate walked to the cage door and disintegrated the lock with his fire magic. He then moved to the next cage and did the same, and then the next, looking for his mother and those captured from his village. Nate issued a directive to all those he had released, requesting them to abstain from venturing outdoors for the time being.

Collectively, the bottom two levels housed over a hundred cages. The dragonflies had not given him any further information, and he needed to find the remaining captives. He found his mother and the others from his village, but Mika and Talia were nowhere to be found. There were other young women that weren’t present either.

“Nathanael?” Lujia asked in shock and ran over to hug him. “You came for us?”

He nodded and hugged the elven woman back, saying, “Yes, ma’am. Have you seen my mother?”

“Nathanael?!” a voice shrieked from his right.

Nate turned around as someone swiftly approached and embraced him. He directed his gaze downward and discovered that it was his mother who had seized him.

Luna was shaking, and it took a few moments before Nate figured out that she was crying.

“It’s okay, Mother,” Nate comforted her.

She sniffled and wiped her eyes and nose. It took a bit, but she got herself back together and murmured, “I’m so happy to see you, son. How did you find us?”

“I tracked the invaders and followed the horde here.”

“Did you… check on the village?” Lujia butted in.

Nate directed his gaze toward the elf, offering a nod of acknowledgement before replying, “I made an attempt to save the ones that I could.”

“Nathanael, your father,” Luna said hesitantly. “He was hurt badly. …His head was dented in, and he lost a lot of blood trying to save me.”

The young man grunted and said, “He was hurt badly, to the point of death, but I got there in time and gave him some high-grade potions to heal him.”

That caused many gasps from around the area. Nate glanced around and saw women and teens gaping at him. Most were from his village.

“What do you mean, Nathanael?” Luna demanded of her son. “Where did you get high-grade healing potions?”

The others around began murmuring.

With a smirk directed at his mother, he retrieved a potion from his inventory that illuminated the surroundings and presented it to his mother. “You mean a potion like this?”

Everyone stood still and quiet after he did that. His mother was astounded at what her son had just done. She knew that he had a dimension ring, but not the Item Box skill.

“How…” Luna began to ask her question, but Nate held his hand up to stop the many questions that were undoubtedly about to be asked.

“Please refrain from asking questions,” Nate said. “After tonight, you will have a hundred, but things are about to get difficult, so we need to hurry out of here and get the newly freed captives somewhere safe.”

That set off a flurry of statements and questions, but he stopped them again.

“Just follow me and when able, I will give you the answer that you all want to know,” he commanded and walked off.


Chapter 26

Luna was still staring at her son with the high-grade health potion in her hands.

“Did you know that he was a powerful mage, Luna?” Lujia muttered under her breath, trying not to speak about this in front of everyone.

Luna sighed and shook her head. “No, not really. He has been secretive about most things, including the skill he has just demonstrated by presenting this potion. I don’t know the entirety of his skills and abilities, and between you and me, I had no desire to acquire such knowledge.”

That information stunned the lady elf. “What? You didn’t want to know the extent of his abilities?”

As they followed the young Nathanael, Luna replied in a low voice, “As he would have been required to attend an academy, he would have left us, a situation I wished to avoid. Nevertheless, he proposed abstaining from revealing his powers, and I acquiesced. If he had attended the academy, Nathanael would have incurred a debt to the kingdom, a circumstance I had no intention of enduring given the corruption of the leaders. Furthermore, considering the state of the human kingdom, it would have been even more unfavorable.”

Lujia snorted and said, “I agree with you on that, Luna. Talia and Mika will have to work off their debt to the kingdom when they graduate.” The elf sighed and slumped her shoulders. “I just hope that they are okay, but I’m worried that they took them away from us.”

Luna patted her on the shoulder and tried to comfort her. “We will find them.”

Lujia grunted and hissed, “If anyone has molested them or even touched them, then I will cut off their cock and balls and shove them down their throat.”

Luna silently agreed with the elf, knowing if it was her daughter, then she would do the same.

“Why didn’t you ask about Julian?” Luna asked after they had walked a bit in silence, trying to change the subject.

Lujia exhaled a troubled breath before speaking, “Because I didn’t want to hear him say that he couldn’t save him. Julian and Gerard were cut up and left to bleed to death. I doubt they are alive.”

Luna didn’t know how to answer that and since Nathanael revealed that he had saved William from death’s door, she could imagine that he probably didn’t get there in time to save them.

The captives who were recently freed trailed behind the young wizard, listening to the rumbling and explosions overhead. Luna and Lujia refrained from speaking in an effort to suppress their questions, although their desperation for answers was palpable.

The other individuals did not have any reservations and started to inquire about the situation. Despite the circumstances, Nathanael remained unfazed and carried on walking, offering no response.

When they reached the exit, Nathanael finally turned to address the crowd.

“Before we go out into the mess outside, how many of you are magickers?”

“Do you mean magicians?” a woman with dirty brown hair asked.

Nathanael nodded and replied, “Yes, people with magic. Are there any about?”

Nate held onto the hope that there would be some individuals in the crowd, yet a thought entered his mind. If there were any individuals with magical abilities, why had they not made an effort to escape?

His inquiry was met with several hands in the air. Despite his thoughts on the matter, he was curious and asked, “Okay, and is your magic working at the moment? I know that you were captive, but I don’t know how long you have been here.”

It was Lujia who provided the answer, explaining, “Nathanael, we have mana-eating collars that inhibit our magical abilities.”

That was confusing to the young wizard, and he voiced his question. “Mana-eating collar? What is that?”

Lujia gestured toward her neck, indicating a brown piece of leather that encircled it with no buckle or ties. The young man found this strange. When he scrutinized the item, the singular peculiarity he noted was a gray metal square that the leather pieces were connected to.

Maybe that is how it’s latched together, but why can’t they get them off?

“I must apologize for my ignorance, but due to my unfamiliarity with the subject matter, I would appreciate an explanation as to why you can’t remove them.”

The lady with the dirty brown hair replied to his question. “The collars are adorned with runes that bear a sealing curse, rendering them resistant to removal. Without the aid of Dispel Magic or Light Magic to counteract the curse, separating them becomes a formidable task, necessitating the intervention of a cleric or paladin.”

Ah yes, the paladins. Holy Warriors of the Light blessed by their goddess, Ophelia. I had forgotten they had magic as well. Huh, it takes Dispel Magic or Light Magic to get the collar off? I may consider investigating the sealing curse at a more appropriate time and see with Augustus why he omitted it. I’ve never seen or heard of a mana-eating collar before, which is why we’ve never talked about it, I guess. So many questions, but we don’t have the time.

“Okay, Mother, turn your head so that I can see it better,” Nate requested and waited until she did what he wanted. Nate narrowed his eyes at the collar and observed it more closely. When he couldn’t decipher what the runes said, he put his hand over the collar. One of the women scoffed and began speaking when he said, “[Aboleo].”

A bright light shone from his hand and enveloped the mana-eating color and moments later, the collar fell off his mother’s neck. The crowd around gaped at the young man and his powers.

Luna gasped as she felt around her neck after the device fell off. She really didn’t know why they had put it on her since she lost her powers a long time ago.

“You have Light Magic?” Lujia gaped at him in awe. “Fel has someone out in the world that isn’t a cleric or paladin? Uh, can you take my collar off as well?”

The onlookers murmured their requests.

Nate was confused at what Lujia had said. Fel? Who is that? Is she referring to Ophelia? That is kind of blasphemous, right?

He was about to respond when his mother wrapped him in another hug and said, “Nathan, honey, that was great, son.”

Nate grunted and patted his mother on the back before gesturing to the others with the mana-eating collars on. After a few minutes had passed, the collars were grouped together in a pile on the ground. Nate refrained from instructing anyone to dispose of them; two unfamiliar women reduced them to ashes, while the third individual buried them in the earth.

The young wizard smiled and nodded to them before getting back to business.

“All right, those of you who want to fight back, I will not stop you,” he began but held his hand to halt their comments. “Simply retrieve a weapon from the deceased and you magickers can employ your magic, without a doubt.”

Individuals within the gathering who sought retribution expressed their support for assistance.

“And for those who want to stay alive?” a woman with blonde hair and green eyes inquired. “I have seen too much death. Please tell me there is a safe route out of here.”

“Are there any others with you?” a young woman with red hair asked him.

Nate shook his head and said, “No, there aren’t any others with me. I made my way here as soon as I found out what happened.”

“Then where did those explosions come from?” Lujia’s confusion was palpable as he turned his gaze toward his mother, whose own confusion was evident.

Nate shrugged and replied, “That is a little hard to explain, but in a few minutes, you will know. So, let’s get a move on before they realize what happened and that it was a distraction.”

Well, not really. Augustus should be taking care of most of them with the help of my viper summons.

With a gesture, he directed everyone to stay in their current locations until he could determine if there were any individuals in the vicinity. Despite their discontent, the recently emancipated captives adhered.

Nate opened the door and heard more explosions and shouts in the distance. In the absence of any nearby barbarians, he employed his [Night Vision] to survey the area surrounding the warehouse.

He looked back inside and said, “All right, everyone, follow me. You’ll see the dead on the ground, so if there is a weapon, then take it. We are headed to the warehouse for safety. I have something inside that will protect those who want to stay hidden and safe. Understand?”

The crowd nodded and followed closely behind.


Chapter 27

There were bodies everywhere, chewed up and split apart. The sight was horrifying to witness, causing the crowd to gasp and murmur as they laid eyes on the lifeless bodies. Not only that, but there were also destroyed buildings with fires still burning and rubble left in the wake of the vipers. The fortress had been set ablaze by Augustus, illuminating the surrounding area for all to witness.

Luna and Lujia were situated near Nate, choosing to withhold their questions from him, while openly discussing their queries together. They were whispering fervently to each other about what they were witnessing.

Once they reached the warehouse, Nate redirected his attention to the stragglers who had procured a weapon, prompting him to patiently wait for them to catch up. When everyone was present, the warehouse was filled with a substantial number of freed captives, approximately two hundred in total. 

The assembled surveyed the warehouse, finding nothing. Consequently, murmurs arose amongst them, as the distant sounds of shouting and magical incantations persisted.

Taking a breath, Nate directed, “Okay, for those of you who wish to be protected, let me just say that you can’t see the haven yet, but you will stay there until I have reached my objective.”

“Could you please clarify why it is not possible for us to see it?” a boy asked in disbelief. “Is it invisible?”

The assembled crowd engaged in mumbled conversations.

Nate grunted and halted any more questions before it got out of hand. “It will be easier to show you, but we don’t have much time. Mother, I kindly ask that you stay with the individuals who are not joining us. I think this will have a positive effect on their emotional state, and I’ll feel relieved that you are safe.”

His mother argued that he was putting himself in danger. “And just what is your objective, son?”

Lujia was also concerned about everything because her daughter and niece were still missing.

“I’m going to cause some chaos and rescue those who are still in the keep. And take care of our barbarian problem.”

Luna and Lujia expressed their deep concern as Luna vehemently argued against his choice to confront danger without her.

Lujia stepped forward as a volunteer, along with others, to help ensure the removal of any captives that may have been overlooked and assist with taking out the barbarians.

Luna was unhappy about being left behind, but she ultimately consented, albeit reluctantly, to stay with the others.

Another explosion occurred, and Nate knew that he needed to get these people to safety and get into the fight. He pointed at the entrance to his pocket world and said some words under his breath that others couldn’t hear. Moments later, the entrance lit up for the others to see.

All of them gaped and took a few steps back, not knowing what they were staring at.

“All right, those of you who are staying and want safety, please step inside,” Nate announced and gestured to the lit-up entrance.

The young man became the center of attention, with everyone fixing their eyes on him without moving or saying a single word.

It was his mother who composed herself to speak, although she ultimately refrained at the final moment. Watching her son effortlessly manipulate magic, without the use of chants, made her suspect the true magnitude of his abilities.

“Just who are you?” Lujia asked in a low voice. “Where did you learn all of this magic, Nathanael?”

“He must possess the attributes of a mage with multiple affinities,” an individual interjected, prompting Nate to redirect his focus toward his mother in the hopes of concluding the discussion.

Luna cleared her throat intentionally, with the aim of preventing further questions, as she was well aware of her son’s preference for privacy and his discomfort with the attention.

“Nathanael, show me what you had in mind for everyone that is staying.” Luna patted her son on the shoulder and walked over to the lit-up entrance. “This is Dimension Magic, right?”

His mother was shaking her head and chuckled to herself.

Nate smiled at his mother, appreciating her changing the conversation to something else. “It is, and just walk inside. I’ll go first, and you can follow, showing everyone that it is safe.”

The young wizard didn’t wait for any response and moved inside his pocket world. Once his mother entered, she looked around and grinned in awe.

“Is this a pocket world, son? In my early days as an adventurer, I became acquainted with the concept of them through others, even though I haven’t had the opportunity to see one myself. But this is incredible.”

Nate grunted and replied, “That it is. And it is more convenient than you think.”

“What do you mean?” Luna asked, as she noticed a few houses in the distance, accompanied by a sizeable play area for children, a gazebo situated to the west, and a sunny sky that added to the overall serenity. Additionally, there was a pond equipped with fishing poles securely planted in the soil for anyone’s convenience.

Nate explained how if one considered their desired cuisine, it materialized, along with a drink.

He demonstrated how this worked, by producing a cup of water, which he promptly consumed. Following that, he made a gesture for her to give it a try and she complied, filled with amazement that a cup of water materialized, even though she had just witnessed her son do it.

“This is truly remarkable,” she exclaimed, wrapping her arms around him, and then added, “You must handle your affairs, but expect a lengthy conversation when we arrive home.”

Nate emitted a snort and declared, “I didn’t expect that there would not be one.”

He left her still gazing around with a smile on her face. When he exited, the others were huddled near the entrance and startled when he just appeared.

Nate didn’t speak, he just let them decide for themselves to go in. If they didn’t, then at least he knew his mother would be safe.

Not long after, a few of them moved over and went inside. When one of them stuck their head out and smiled, the others followed, totaling around a hundred and fifty. The remaining individuals were armed and prepared to initiate the retribution and rescue operation.


Chapter 28

Nate ventured toward the entrance of the warehouse and carefully observed his surroundings, ensuring the absence of any potential assailants and guaranteeing the protection of those in close proximity.

When ready, he said, “Let’s go. No one is around, so we head straight to the keep. I’m assuming that no one knows where the tribe leader is?”

They all shrugged and murmured that they didn’t. One of them blurted, “They are probably on the top level, observing what is going on.”

“I would have to agree with that, but we need to be careful and not run into an ambush,” Lujia added.

Nate grunted and began his way toward the keep in the distance, moving around dead bodies and craters in the ground.

Augustus must be kicking some butt.

Nate chose to keep that information to himself and then detected a hissing sound to his right. He turned his gaze in that direction and observed one of his vipers approaching him. The remaining individuals accompanying him let out verbal expletives and assumed a prepared posture in order to protect themselves.

Nathan held his hand up and said, “Halt!”

Much to the surprise of the surrounding individuals, the viper ceased its movement and patiently awaited his commands.

Just as Nate was about to speak, a loud roar emanated from his left, and a squad of barbarians charged toward them, covered in blood and consumed by anger. More shouting was audible from his right, as another squad advanced from that side of the keep. There were at least a hundred of them.

The ones behind him muttered that they were outnumbered but hushed when more hissing came from behind them.

The young wizard looked over his shoulder to see another viper slithering toward them. With a smile and a nod of determination, he understood that the time had come to demonstrate to the world what a level 200 viper was capable of.

With no time available, Nate hollered out, “Come forth!”

The forty-foot-long, twenty-foot-tall viper appeared out of nowhere and shrieked for all to hear.

The barbarians abruptly came to a halt, and those at the front were trampled on as their companions were unable to stop in time. With its gaze fixed on the enemy, the Blackblood Viper emitted a menacing hiss, patiently awaiting Nate’s authorization to strike. The two remaining half-sized vipers also joined and waited together.

Nate glared at his enemy, determined not to show mercy to the enslaving people in front of him.

He pointed and yelled, “Annihilate all those barbarians and conduct a search for any of their kind around the outside of the fortress. If there are any left, then kill them as well. Except the children!”

The three vipers hissed loudly and took off with an agility and speed that most could not comprehend. The viper at level 200 proceeded toward the left, while the remaining two vipers opted for the path to the right. Shortly thereafter, they collided head-on with the terrified barbarians, who were left in a state of shock. They were completely stunned by the towering vipers, unable to comprehend the unfolding events until it was too late. Most couldn’t understand how the vipers appeared from nowhere.

Nate caught wind of the astonished remarks from his group, yet he refrained from replying and swiftly headed toward the entrance to the keep. The rest promptly followed.

Nate disregarded the need for stealth as he was aware that the terrified screams and death caused by the vipers had already alerted everyone to the events occurring outside.

In a display of force, he threw his hand forward, and the doors shattered into countless pieces. He then proceeded to enter without any hesitation. 

The young wizard scanned the area for danger and pointed down the hall to show that there was danger in that direction. Ten pulled off and hurried that way to battle with the barbarians. Steel against steel lasted for about a minute when the magickers let them have it and spells flew from their hands.

The keep rocked with explosions as Nate and those remaining with him kept moving. Whenever barbarians were spotted, his group engaged them and subsequently eliminated them. The courageous women, alongside several young men and women, vehemently refused to yield to the defending barbarians, inflicting fatal harm upon their captors.

The rescue team located additional captives and set them free, directing them to equip themselves with a weapon from the deceased and accompany them. Without hesitation or making any excuses, they sought retribution, motivated by their desire for justice. All except for any injured individuals, who Nate gave healing potions. 

Nate and his company of self-made soldiers methodically cleared each floor, eliminating their enemies and salvaging any survivors. Tragically, some individuals had already succumbed to death, intensifying the anger of Nate and his fellow soldiers.

His concern grew as they failed to come across any trace of Mika or Talia. Lujia was becoming increasingly concerned as well.

Upon reaching the highest level, the barbarians fiercely resisted, impeding their advancement, yet the magickers ultimately terminated their existence.

Body parts and blood were everywhere when they were done. Nate, having grown tired of playing games, decisively demonstrated to the intruders that their actions, which included invading his village, harming his father, and kidnapping his mother, were grievous mistakes. The anger that consumed him during the ordeal fueled his actions. When he finally had the opportunity, the young wizard forcefully kicked the doors, causing them to splinter and break apart.

Nate walked into the room with Lujia and a few others. The remaining stood guard outside or helped their injured comrades.

After the arduous search of the keep, the young man finally discovered Mika and Talia, who were shackled to the throne in the presence of the tribal leader, without garments. The sight of the people arriving left the two young women in a state of shock. They glanced at Lujia, whose anger had reached a point where she was prepared to physically confront the fighters in the vicinity. There were twenty of them and all had weapons of all sorts in their hands.

The tribal leader surpassed all others in height and muscularity, although most of them, both men and women, were nearly eight feet tall and heavily built. Standing at nearly nine feet tall, he exhibited an impressive physique endowed with significant muscularity.

The tribal leader held a double-bladed axe in his hands while seated on his throne. He directed an intense glare toward those who were intruding and uttered a low growl, demanding that they depart in the common language. “You do not belong here.”

Before Lujia could say anything, Nate laughed at the tribal leader and pulled his legendary sword out of his inventory.

“You are not welcome in this place, barbarian,” Nate retorted to the imposing leader of the barbarians. “This fortress belongs to us now.”

The barbarian tribal leader laughed, rose from his throne and bounded down the dais toward Nate with a smirk.

“You are the one who is commander of this, whatever it is?”

Nate snorted and said, “Whatever this is? You couldn’t come up with something better than that? Pathetic, but yes, I’m the one who orchestrated this uprising.”

Seeking to catch Nate off guard, the barbarian leader lunged toward him, but Nate was prepared. With a deft movement, Nate stepped aside and skillfully sliced his sword across the back of the barbarian’s legs, inflicting deep wounds on both.

The barbarian screamed and fell to the floor. Nate swiftly denied him any opportunity for evasion by retrieving an additional sword from his inventory and driving both blades into the shoulders of the barbarian, thereby securing him firmly to the unyielding stone floor. The two swords were plunged into his body and the floor, right up to the hilt, making it so the idiot couldn’t move.

Nate rose from behind and said, “Don’t move, I have some questions for you before I let you die.”

The tribal leader was lamenting in anguish, while the surrounding barbarians emitted growls and manifested their dissatisfaction with both the circumstances and the harm inflicted upon their leader.

He knew that they were about to move on him and the others, so he pointed at them and dropped them inside one of his unlivable dimension rings.

As that ended, Nate took a few breaths and turned his attention to Lujia. “Go get them free, and if they need any healing, let me know. In fact, here.”

The young wizard retrieved two mid-grade healing potions and mana potions from his inventory before presenting them to Lujia.

The lady elf hugged him and went over to take care of her task. Nate went over and crouched down beside the tribal leader, moving others out of the way so he could have a conversation with him.

Despite Nate’s persistent questioning, his interlocutor adamantly refused to provide any answers, so he exacerbated the subject’s distress by manipulating the blades in a back-and-forth motion.

Nate stood up with a sigh and was on the verge of speaking when screams suddenly echoed from the hallway. Right as he was on the verge of discovering the truth, Augustus gracefully floated in and made his way toward him.

Nate smiled while the others around, including Lujia and the now clothed Mika and Talia, fled the area. They were alone now, and Nate was glad for it.

“Have a good time?” Nate asked his mentor.

Augustus chuckled and replied with a nod, “Absolutely. It seems that you had an enjoyable time as well.”

Nate shrugged and said, “Not really, I just wanted to rescue the captives and make the barbarians pay for their mistakes. There is no telling how long these people have been kidnapping and selling people as slaves.”

The tribal leader of the barbarians emitted a hiss and attempted to make a comment on the matter, but Nate swiftly kicked one of his shoulders, eliciting a cry of anguish from the barbarian.

“Hush up, you have no reason to comment since you were mute when I asked you my questions,” Nate said in a calm voice.

Augustus was curious about what Nate meant, so he told him what he wanted to know: If these were the only clans that enslaved others, if this was one clan or many. If there were other areas that had prisoners, and the most important one of all, where was his money stash?

The specter advised Nate that he would take care of it from here. Nate thanked him and went around the area to see what was valuable so he could put it into his inventory: The golden throne that the tribal leader had been sitting on, paintings, décor, and weapons that were scattered around.

When he had all the items in his inventory, Augustus came over.

“There are no other areas with prisoners, everyone was in the fortress,” Augustus revealed. “Through the elimination of the other tribal leaders, the leader on the floor over there facilitated the merging of three clans. Whoever challenged him was killed. The question whether other clans have engaged in enslavement remains unknown, thereby relieving us of any concerns for now. His monetary assets are located in his bedroom, concealed within a secret chamber.”

Nate grunted and took that all in before he smiled and walked toward the barbarian that was still pinned to the floor.

“Thank you for the information,” Nate said and immediately put him with the others in his ring. Exhaling a breath, he stored his swords away and went to the leader’s bedroom to find his money stash.

The room was vast, housing an abundance of gold, jewels, jewelry, tapestries, artifacts, and various valuable items. The tribal leader had been busy taking from others, so Nate did the same to him. He wouldn’t need it anymore.

Nate whooped as he stored all of it into his Personal Dimension to sort out later. He would probably give some to others, but he wouldn’t worry about that right now.

Sporting another smile, he exited and descended the stairs of the keep in search of the others. They needed to get the ones that were in hiding before returning home.


Chapter 29

When Nate stepped outside, he encountered a group to his left who were transfixed on something nearby. He averted his attention to where they were gazing and observed his summons. Nate had forgotten about them and hastily rushed to view the three vipers, who were still alive but had sustained injuries.

According to Augustus, his summons would automatically regenerate upon reentering his pocket world, so he dismissed it and the copies present.

He felt a wave of relief from the nearby crowd as they exhaled upon realizing that the vipers had departed. Nate surveyed the surroundings and observed that fires were still ablaze at the locations of the building ruins.

Corpses were scattered all around, and he felt a profound sadness upon realizing that not only barbarians lay lifeless on the ground.

“Sir!”

Nate turned his attention to where the voice originated and saw that a group was escorting twenty small barbarian children toward him. They ranged in size and obviously in age, and he observed their emotions as they approached. Most were fearful, sad, and somber. There were a few of the older ones that showed anger, which was understandable.

A beastkin woman with orange and black furry ears strolled over and stopped in front of him. She had a toned and graceful figure, accentuated by her blonde hair and blue eyes. The lady was a few inches shorter than Nate.

As his attention remained on the young barbarians, Nate addressed the woman before him, “How may I be of service?”

The woman refrained from answering and instead approached him, embracing him unexpectedly, which initially surprised him. The woman found comfort in Nate’s instinctive gesture of wrapping his arms around her, and she let out a contented sigh.

“I couldn’t believe that you came after us, Nathanael,” the woman whispered as she continued to embrace him. “And then ended up saving us.”

It was then that Nate recognized the woman’s voice.

He cleared his throat and said, “It is good to see you again, Monica. I take it that you are not injured.”

Monica was a beastkin from his village, who was friendly to others, unless you wronged her in some way. Nate had always liked her friendly and outgoing personality.

She released him and lifted her gaze toward him, responding, “There is no cause for concern. However, we took the initiative to gather the young children. We heard your directive not to cause them harm, and it was widely understood that disobeying that directive and provoking your displeasure was ill-advised.”

Nate stared at the tiger woman, remembering that she was no one to underestimate when angered. He chuckled to himself and shook his head at the surreal day that he’d had.

“Thank you for doing that for me,” Nate praised her and the others around. He turned his attention back to Monica and said, “Did your little ones get taken as well?”

Monica growled her displeasure and replied, “Yes, they did, but they are under your protection.”

That statement made him confused for a moment until he shook it off, knowing that she was referring to his pocket world with the other freed captives.

“Good, then they are safe. Now, let me deal with the survivors.”

Monica executed a formal bow, then moved aside to make way for Nate. He approached the twenty children, who were conversing amongst themselves in their native language, unaware that their dialogue was understood by others.

The primary focus of their conversations was centered around devising strategies for escaping whenever possible, including some individuals discussing the possibility of resorting to violence against their captors in order to reach the nearest tribe.

Nate spoke in their language.

“I would strongly advise against indulging in that kind of thinking, young ones,” he warned.

The children of the barbarian tribe were taken aback and stared at him, mirroring the reaction of the onlookers. All were astonished that he could speak their language.

Nate sighed when he stopped in front of the children. “I would like to apologize for what you have gone through, but you have to look at it from our perspective. For an indeterminate period, your tribe has engaged in pillaging, plundering, and raiding, resulting in the appropriation of individuals and properties from other kingdoms, as well as the perpetration of despicable acts against these individuals. Killing, slavery, and rape, among other things.”

The children refrained from answering, their defeated expressions serving as confirmation of the truth behind his words.

“What are you going to do to us?” one of the older children asked in a subdued voice.

“They are probably going to do the same thing to us as our tribe did to them,” another of the group butted in. “Sell us into slavery.”

Nate exhaled a breath, thinking of what he needed to do. Although he had asked that the tribe’s children be kept safe, he was not prepared to take any definitive actions concerning them.

“I’m not going to sell you into slavery,” Nate responded to them. “I will put you somewhere to keep you safe, especially from those here who seek retribution. Seeing you may bring up difficult memories and emotions within them.”

They murmured their agreement with him.

Nate had a conversation with Augustus, and they decided to put them in his Personal Dimension, far away from his abode and farm.

Recently, the young wizard constructed a new farm with the purpose of providing shelter and safety for others while functioning efficiently. Nate was cognizant of the fact that there would come a point in time when he would need that specific functionality.

With a nod to them, he advised the children that the specter with him was cordial and would watch over them. The children found his words to be perplexing, and within a few moments, they disappeared.

The crowd gaped and immediately looked over at Nate, but he didn’t even respond or look over at them as he strolled away to investigate the other parts of the fortress for any injured.

He came across a few individuals who required assistance and provided support in restoring their well-being.

“Sir Mage,” a voice called out from behind, and Nate glanced over to see who it was.

“Yes,” Nate answered the young man who approached, accompanied by an older woman. Both individuals were adorned in attire that had formerly been opulent but had since become grimy and unkempt. Humans.

“We would like to thank you for saving us,” the woman said and bowed to him, as did the young man.

Nate coughed to conceal his discomfort in response to the praise bestowed upon him by the woman.

“Um, I’m just glad I could help in this matter. It wasn’t a big deal, I was just trying to locate my mother and those from my village,” he hastily disclosed, expressing his desire to discontinue this conversation.

The woman gaped at him, as did the young human teen. She remarked, “You have single-handedly vanquished the Scourge of the East with no assistance aside from a spook capable of performing magic, which is truly remarkable, and your summoned creatures. I would like to express my respectful disagreement, young man. It is indeed a significant matter. The actions of the barbarians have had a significant negative impact on both our kingdom and yours, resulting in extensive psychological and physical harm. They have traded slaves and perpetrated acts of violence against our people and yours.”

Nate deliberated on her statement and once again wondered why no one had eliminated them if they were truly as terrible as she claimed.

“In light of the new information, I withdraw my previous statement and offer my sincere apology for the lack of tact in my initial response. But I did want to save my mother and the people of my village, that’s the truth.”

She grinned and shook her head. “You are a special young man, and I can see that you are uncomfortable with praise, so I will stop with that for now. I am grateful for the opportunity to have met you, and I deeply regret any impoliteness I may have displayed. Can I ask your name before proceeding?”

Nate failed to perceive any issue in revealing his name, despite the presence of others nearby. It was not like these people would remember him once they returned home.

“My name is Nathanael,” Nate informed the woman.

“Thank you for your name, Nathanael,” she said with a smile. “My name is Selene, and this is Joshua, my nephew.”

Nate bowed to them and responded, “Well met. I need to attend to others, so please pardon my departure. It was a pleasure to meet you.”

Upon receiving a nod from the woman, Nate proceeded to walk away in order to determine if there were any other individuals who required healing or any other form of aid. He offered aid to those who were in need by providing them with food and water from his waterskin.

The entire assembly rejoiced in their fortuitous survival and, whenever possible, a faction relocated away from the fires to commence deliberations concerning their subsequent actions. Nate saw no need for his presence and thus decided to locate Lujia and check on Mika and Talia.


Chapter 30

Lujia was seated alongside Mika and Talia in close proximity to the warehouse. Rising from their seats, they patiently stood and waited for him to come closer, and as soon as he did, the two young women wrapped their arms around him in a hug so tight that it nearly took his breath away.

“Thank you for coming after us,” Talia said and brought his head down to kiss his cheek.

“Yes, thank you,” Mika responded and did the same.

When the two let go, Lujia grabbed him into another hug and then kissed him on the lips, passionately. It stunned him.

“Don’t look so shocked, Nathanael.” Lujia giggled and kissed him on the lips again. “You saved the damsels in distress. Literally. I am only giving you what a brave hero deserves.”

“It looks like you broke him, Mother,” Talia said and giggled at the look that Nate had on his face.

A wave of giggles swept over Mika and Lujia while Nate struggled to find his voice.

“I’m not shy in that manner.” Lujia shrugged and winked at him. “Especially when the man showed great prowess and was brave throughout the entire ordeal even though it may have been uncomfortable for him. I like that in a man and will show affection when it is due.”

Talia snorted and shook her head before responding in a serious manner, “Watch out for Mother, Nathanael, she is on the prowl.”

Nate was uncertain about how to reply and decided not to pursue it further. The three ladies giggled once again at his expense.

“He was brave,” Mika agreed and glanced over at him. “And he has been keeping secrets.”

“Well, I would have too if I had that kind of power,” Lujia informed her. “With that type of magic and the abilities you have, Nathanael, the kingdoms would have sent you straight to the front lines or the royals would have had you under their thumb. I would have done the same and kept quiet.”

“Except his abilities are not hidden anymore,” Talia muttered.

Mika murmured her agreement.

They were silent for a few moments before Lujia said, “Nathanael, can you let us into your hidden world?”

“Hidden world?” Talia asked in confusion and looked at her mother. “What does that mean?”

Mika was intrigued as well.

The lady elf smirked. “My man here has loads of secrets, dear. And that is one of them.”

That made the two young women more confused, and they looked over at Nate for an explanation. As they waited for his response, a group of individuals arrived and made their way toward the warehouse.

“Sir Mage,” someone called out.

The four looked over to see a crowd forming up near them. Nate walked over and said, “How can I help you, ma’am?”

The woman appeared to be in her thirties, but being an elf, her true age remained unknown. Unless the elders ventured out from their dwellings in the forests, all of their kind appeared youthful.

“Uh, can we see our loved ones?” she asked with a hesitant smile. “And once again, thank you for saving us.”

The remaining individuals in the crowd expressed their gratitude and requested permission to enter and visit their loved ones, including the humans. Monica and Selene were among them as well.

Mika and Talia were still baffled about what they were asking for.

Nate nodded to them and pointed at the entrance of the pocket world he created for the captives. It lit up, and he opened it. The ones that hadn’t seen it before gaped in awe at the sight.

“Mother, is that…” Talia asked and stopped her question, not sure what she was seeing.

“Yeah, honey.” Lujia chuckled. “That is Dimension Magic. Like I said, my man has skills.”

Talia shot a disapproving glance at her mother and firmly declared, “Mother, it is essential that you refrain from engaging in such conversations in the presence of others. They will think that you and Nathanael are in a relationship.”

Nate discreetly expressed his amusement, fully acknowledging the implausibility of this exquisite elf ever entering into a romantic partnership with him. Besides, he thought she was with someone else. Not that it mattered.

“And what would be wrong with that?” Lujia asked and wrapped her arm around his before lowering her voice. “He has reached the age of maturity, my dear, and as I previously stated, his skills and abilities arouse my interest. Just look at him. He is handsome, tall, hardworking, brave, courteous, and a mage with multiple affinities.”

Lujia looked around for others listening in on their conversation. In a discreet manner, she leaned forward to whisper to her daughter and niece. “I would like to share a word of advice with the two of you: When you come across someone like him in this world, it is crucial to swiftly secure his presence before another woman does. He possesses the power to take you on unprecedented journeys, however, the most significant contribution he makes is in terms of security and serenity.”

Nate went wide-eyed at her declaration.

Talia let out a deep sigh, then cautioned, “His mother will most certainly object to this and could potentially kill you.”

“I agree, auntie,” Mika concurred with her cousin. “Luna dotes on him and almost smothers him, especially when she feels the need to intervene. It is a reason that we haven’t tried getting to know him better. Uh, no offense, Nathanael.”

Nate expressed his disbelief over this remarkable situation by snorting and shaking his head, then calmly replied, “No offense taken.” He was unaware of their interest in him, as they never expressed it. However, their statement held truth, as his mother did possess those characteristics. Upon reflection, it likely came from her inability to conceive and the fact that Nate was adopted.

Lujia exhaled a breath and said, “We will have to cross that bridge when it comes. Come on, baby, let’s let these people see their loved ones.”

The gorgeous older elf kissed him on the cheek and led him away. Mika and Talia smiled broadly, knowing that Luna would soon face a considerable challenge as a result of Lujia’s announcement.

As they gazed at the couple they thought, Poor Nathanael, he hasn’t got a chance of rebuffing her advances.

The woman had an unwavering resolve when it came to pursuing her desires, and it was apparent that she craved affection and excitement in her life.

Since the passing of Talia’s father five summers ago, Lujia had been lonely, particularly during Talia’s time at the academy. This could be good for her, even though it might not last that long.

The two giggled and began following.


Chapter 31

Nathanael materialized within his pocket world, after expertly directing the crowd inside and ensuring the safe arrival of all survivors. He observed them as they gazed around in awe at their surroundings.

Most began walking over to wherever they saw their loved ones.

Mika, Lujia, and Talia were gaping in wonder as they observed everything. Nathanael chuckled and left them to their wonderment and went in search of his mother.

He finally found her speaking with a few women in the gazebo. They were a mixture of races: humans, elves, and a few beastkin.

Nate walked over and settled on the bench beside her, and Luna squealed and hugged her son, wrapping her arms around him.

“I’m so glad that you’re okay,” Luna whispered into his ear.

When she let go, he grunted and said, “We took care of the barbarians, but there were casualties.”

Luna appeared melancholic and observed that the women nearby had departed from their positions. She observed a small group of women approaching the newcomers and seamlessly integrating themselves into their company.

“Anyone we know, honey?” Luna asked her son, regarding the deceased.

“A few of our villagers didn’t make it, Mother,” Nate informed her and watched the freed captives who were in high spirits.

“If the barbarians are taken care of, then we can leave,” Luna commented as she spotted a few members of their village out by the playground.

“It was dark when we came in here, so we can rest for tonight and leave tomorrow,” Nate said and looked around to see that they would need many beds for the newcomers. Or they could spend the night under the stars. Nate smiled as he thought about that.

“The sooner we can we leave this despicable place, the better.” Luna sighed and hugged Nate’s arm. “I want to get back to check on William. Until I see him face to face, I’ll worry.”

Nate responded with a nod.

“Since this is all over, Nathanael…,” Luna began but stopped when a few individuals walked up and sat down on the benches before them.

“Luna, how are you doing?” Lujia asked as she sat down.

Luna smirked and said, “I’m just fine, Lujia, since my son created this sanctuary for us.”

“It is absolutely amazing,” Lujia gushed and stared at Nate with a beaming smile.

Luna looked confused, but turned to Talia and Mika who were complimenting their surroundings.

“It is wonderful,” Luna agreed.

The ladies then began speaking about things that went over Nate’s head, and he didn’t care to listen to. He entered a state of deep reflection, considering the sequence of events and the potential consequences of his actions.

What would happen when he left and destroyed this complex? Would anyone try to track him down? Among those who witnessed his actions were humans, elves, and beastkin. He had the power to erase their memories if he so wished, but Nate refrained from exploring that form of magic. It would be ethically wrong to do so, despite the potential for relieving them of their hardships.

He was brought out of his thoughts when he felt someone tapping his shoulder. Nate turned his attention to his mother and his brow rose.

“You were zoned out, honey,” Luna said. “What are you planning on doing with all these people?”

Luna, Mika, and Talia were intrigued.

Nate cleared his throat and said, “Well, I would say that everyone needs to get cleaned up if they haven’t already.”

Luna smiled broadly and butted in, “I was hoping that would be a function of your world, son. Can you…”

Nate knew what she wanted and closed his eyes, envisioning what he wanted constructed. Not long after, he opened them and turned his head to look at the two new buildings.

Luna and the other ladies glanced over at what got his attention. The four squealed and hurriedly rose.

“Tell me that is what I think it is,” Lujia exclaimed and stared at him.

Luna questioned him as well.

“Yes,” Nate said with a grin. “Those are bathhouses.”

All four women hugged him and ran toward the new buildings.

Luna called over her shoulder as she followed the others. “We will inform everyone.”

Nate emitted a snort and shook his head, proceeding to lay his head back and close his eyes for some rest.   

It felt like only moments had passed when he was shaken awake. Nate rose and got the sleep out of his eyes as he realized that he had fallen asleep. When he opened his eyes, Nate could see that it was dark out and fires were rampant in pits all around the area.

He didn’t know where he was until he realized he was still in the gazebo. Nate looked over and saw it was Monica who had shaken him awake.

“Hey there, sleepyhead,” she said with a smile.

Nate could smell the lilac coming off of her even though she wore the same clothing as before. That smelled clean as well.

“You need to go freshen up, sweetie,” Monica said and pointed over at the bathhouse.

Uttering a grunt, he pushed away all other thoughts and devoted his attention exclusively to her words, as he remained in a state of semi-consciousness.

After arriving at the bathhouse, Nate entered the facility and proceeded to disrobe before immersing himself in the hot water, disregarding the need to rinse off any blood or other substances.

No one else was around, so he realized that the other men had already concluded their bathing.  He dedicated a significant amount of time to bathing and rejuvenating himself prior to getting dressed and departing.

His magic had cleaned his garments as well, so he felt clean all over.

When he exited the bathhouse, Monica was waiting on him. She smiled and said, “You feel better?”

Nate nodded and replied, “I do, thanks. Where is everybody?”

The young wizard surveyed the surroundings, observing numerous individuals reclining on the pristine grass, engaging in hushed conversations, or even dozing off. The wind blew gently, the air was pure, and the stars shone brightly, creating a serene atmosphere.

Nate wondered where his mother was and asked the tiger woman. She pointed to one of the houses and said that she and Lujia were using the kitchen for storing any food left over from their feast.

He grunted. His mother knew what to do since he had shown her. Nate tried to work out how long he had been asleep, and then contemplated the transition from daylight to darkness, even though he had not commanded this. Did he think about it in his sleep, or did his subconscious take over? It was strange.

“Did you eat?” Monica asked, interrupting his thoughts. “Of course not. You were asleep.”

Nate thought about sustenance, and it materialized in his hands. A sandwich filled with meat and cheese on toasted bread. His ale showed up moments later.

With a sigh, Monica said, “That’s crazy, Nathanael. The sight continues to be astonishing, even though it’s not the first time today I’ve seen it.”

He nodded and walked over to a fire to sit down. There was no one else there. Monica sat down beside him, and they made small talk. Her children were off with friends right now, leaving their mother to her own devices.

They discussed the events that unfolded during the raid at the village, with certain details proving to be emotionally challenging. A factor that contributed to Nate’s lack of guilt in eliminating the barbarians was the fact that they inflicted harm and injury to others before killing them.

Once their conversation had come to a halt, Nate bid her goodnight and proceeded to locate a comfortable area in the grass where he lay down. While gazing at the stars, Nate smiled and eventually drifted into slumber.

Upon awakening the next morning, he discovered himself positioned on his side, engaged in a spooning embrace with someone. She smelled of fresh flowers and had orange and black furry ears. Monica.

He was bewildered by this as he thought when their conversation concluded, he had bid her goodnight and gone to sleep alone. It wasn’t that big of a deal, except that his morning wood was right in the crack of her exquisite derriere and his hand was covering her left breast as her tail encircled him. The straps to her dress were pulled down to where it uncovered her bosom.

Monica’s breathing was calm, like she was still asleep, which was a good thing since he was in that position.

Nate had the intention of repositioning himself, but as he tried to do this, he realized he was being spooned by another person positioned behind him.

What is going on here?

Nate shifted his head to see who it was and discovered it was Lujia. His heart raced within his chest as the enchanting elf slumbered beside him, embracing him from behind.

Calm down, stupid, she isn’t making a move on you. Although, Lujia did say that I was her man, which is crazy to believe, but why is Monica slumbering with me as well?   

Nate let out a sigh and took a few deep breaths to steady his breathing. Since he was unable to move, he chose to go back to sleep. He intended to derive satisfaction from his current position until it was revoked. Except in his dreams, that was a very likely possibility.


Chapter 32

“What is going on here!?”

Nate immediately woke at the voice that hollered above him. He groaned and attempted to reposition himself, only to recall that he was spooned together with Monica and Lujia.

Nate’s mind finally began functioning as he realized who was speaking. His mother.

Instead of waking up, Monica and Lujia groaned and snuggled closer to him, causing his eyes to widen.

“Monica! Lujia! Wake up!” Luna insisted with a hiss.

“What do you want so early in the morning, Luna?” Lujia questioned in a low voice but didn’t open her eyes.

“For you to answer why you are snuggled up to my son, Lujia,” Luna retorted. “That is what I want to know so early this morning.”

Lujia scoffed and hugged Nate closer before responding, “Because he was all alone sleeping on the ground. He seemed lonely, so Monica and I stayed by his side throughout the night.”

Monica breathed a sigh of contentment and affirmed, “He was warm and an excellent partner for cuddling.”

Nate made a snorting sound and promptly shifted the conversation to prevent his mother from losing her temper. “Thank you, ladies, for cuddling with me throughout the night. I had wonderful dreams.”

Luna hissed in response, and this amused Monica and Lujia, who proceeded to snuggle further into him.

“All right, ladies, I have to get up and we have to get everyone home,” Nate commanded with a pat on both of their arms.

The trio stood up and initiated a series of stretching exercises, during which Nate witnessed the two women bending over in front of him, exposing their breasts as their dresses descended. When they turned around to stretch, Nate fixed his gaze on their backsides.

Luna was on the verge of losing her sanity as the two women kissed him on the cheek and departed in search of their children.

With a fixed gaze, the young wizard observed them walking away, their hips swaying rhythmically, fully aware of his watchful presence.

Luna sighed heavily and grabbed her son by the arm, dragging him away from staring at the older women.

As they walked off, Luna couldn’t hold her tongue and asked, “What are you doing, Nathanael? Those women are not your age.”

Nate replied, “Mother, I’m aware of that already. However, I am unwilling to reject any gestures of gratitude or affection from them for my role in saving their lives.” 

Luna, with a deep sigh, closed her eyes in an attempt to find inner peace, fully cognizant of the fact that any woman who discovered her son’s exceptional powers and abilities would undoubtedly seek to take advantage of them. She just didn’t see that Monica and Lujia, of all people, would be interested in her boy.

“I understand that you have the freedom to make your own choices, my son, but exercise caution in this matter. It is uncertain what their intentions are or to what extent they are willing to demonstrate their affection, but it is important to be considerate of others and their emotions. The abundance of admirers that Lujia and Monica possess means that any public display of affection toward you will likely result in feelings of jealousy from others. Their admirers extend far beyond our village, encompassing humans, elves, and others who compete for their attention during their dungeon expeditions and visits to cities alongside Julian and Gerard.”

Nate knew that and nodded to his mother. “I am unsure of the situation at hand; therefore, I will remain cautious and conduct myself as a gentleman.”  

“I’m not concerned about you, my son,” Luna scoffed and shook her head disapprovingly at the situation. “It is those two that I am leery of. Each possesses her own inherent beauty and demonstrates a propensity for pursuing their desires without regard for the consequences. Just… be careful, please.”

Nate grunted, wanting to change the subject. His love life, or lack thereof, didn’t need to be aired for others to comment or dislike. Naturally, this issue never arose previously, as he was preoccupied with delving into his magical capabilities and experimenting with them.

As the pair arrived at the gazebo, they were met with a gathering of people who were speaking to what appeared to be their appointed leaders. Nate spotted Selene to the right, where an elf with brown hair and blue eyes was engaged in conversation with some of their companions. She was trying to answer questions from others.

In addition, there was a woman present who had black furry ears, black hair, blue eyes, and a long black tail. She was also conversing with others.

It was at that time that Nate actually took in his surroundings. The indifference he displayed last night regarding the presence and racial backgrounds of others was replaced by Nate’s realization, upon seeing them, that there were many individuals from diverse kingdoms. Three kingdoms. Elves, beastfolk, and humans.

Curiosity consumed him as he contemplated the source of their arrival and the duration of their enslavement, only to be interrupted by a beckoning voice.

“Sir Mage, can you enlighten us of your plans?” the lady elf asked as she saw him in the crowd.

Nate cleared his throat and turned his attention to her. “My plans are simple. We leave the fortress within a half hour.”

The crowd murmured and began nodding their agreement, ready to return home.

“All of us will be making our way back to our respective homes. With the presence of magickers and weapons, there should be no reason for anyone here to be afraid of moving about or traveling homeward.”

The lady elf responded with a smile and said, “Thank you for helping us, and saving us, Sir Mage. Oh, and the sanctuary you provided for us throughout the night. It must take a ton of mana to do that.”

With a smirk on her face and a twinkle in her eyes, the lady elf was in search of answers.

Nate let out a grunt and remarked, “Yes, the existence of this sanctuary does require a considerable amount of mana.”

The lady elf frowned and sighed when he didn’t go any further with his explanation.

When the crowd dispersed after his announcement, Nate made sure that everyone was set to leave this horrid place of the barbarians. He consistently refrained from granting anyone answers regarding inquiries about his magical abilities or the origin of his magical expertise.

Talia and Mika approached him and inquired about those two matters, but he dismissed them and asked them about the academies they were enrolled in. They smiled and diverted the conversation toward themselves instead of him. Nate was wondering why they hadn’t asked about Julian. He even tried to broach the subject of Julian, but Lujia didn’t want to speak about it right now.

When it was time to go, he shouted for everyone to wait while he went out to investigate.

Nate exited the pocket world and gazed upon the area to see that it was daytime, and the bodies were still there in their armor with some busted weapons around.

“Augustus, can you come out, I have a question.”

It was almost a minute later when the specter appeared.

“Yes, my student, how may I be of assistance on this glorious morning?” Augustus smiled as he greeted him.

Nate rolled his eyes and said, “It’s about the barbarians and their armor, weapons, and anything of value. Is there a spell that can strip them of everything and put the items at my house in the Personal Dimension all at the same time?”

The phantom shook his head and answered, “No, there is not a spell capable of achieving all of those tasks at once. There exists an incantation that enables you to achieve precisely what you desire, albeit necessitating physical contact with the individual.”

Nate sighed and slowly nodded, knowing he didn’t have time for that; he needed to get these people home. His mentor saw his protégé having issues with that decision.

“Nathanael, I’ll do it when you depart and leave the loot in your house,” Augustus volunteered. “You do still desire to destroy this compound, yes?”

“Affirmative,” Nate said with a nod. “In order to assist you in this matter, I’ll ensure that the Blackblood Viper is left to wreak havoc in a manner that can be heard by all within proximity.”

Augustus chuckled. “It will definitely cause havoc. Have you checked your stats regarding your summoning? With every kill, you get experience as well, not counting the levels that you gain when they receive experience. Last night was a good haul for them and you.”

Nate exhaled a breath and said, “I haven’t had the time with everything going on.”

Augustus emitted a low grumble, fully aware of the veracity of his statement.

“Well, no rush, and I highly doubt that you will run into hundreds of barbarians on the road home.”

“Speaking of that, how are the children?”

“Their state of mind is decent, but it will take a considerable amount of time for them to accept the fact that their parents are no longer here. Hopefully, they will refrain from retaliating in any manner.”

Nate sighed and said, “That was my concern, but I wasn’t going to leave them to carry on with their nefarious deeds.”

“Agreed. What do you plan on doing with the children, anyway?”

“I’ll take them to the closest tribe and explain what has happened, hoping that they will help them.”

Augustus expressed his agreement with his student’s suggestion to take the children to their kind, stating that it was worth a try.

“All right, I will head out now,” Nate advised and summoned his viper, giving it commands to destroy the compound and leave Augustus alone to his tasks.

When ready, Nate returned and let everyone out of their sanctuary.

Luna located her son and accompanied him to the exit gates, where Lujia, Mika, Talia, Monica, and her children joined them. Everyone else followed.

As they exited the fortress, the elves, humans, and beastkin stayed with their own kind, smiling and engaging in lighthearted conversations.

That was before they heard the collapsing buildings and explosions coming from the fortress. The captives all came to a stop, fixated on the spectacle of the fortress crumbling before their eyes. Their jubilation was palpable as they cheered and hollered as the walls fell and a cloud of dust rose to obscure the sky.

Amidst the chatter of the women around him, Nate stayed quiet as they strolled away from the ruins of the barbarian fortress, discussing trivial matters and incessantly posing the inevitable question: How much longer until we make it home?

He was still wondering when they were going to want to know about Julian.


Chapter 33

Nearly two hours had passed since and were due to rest and hydrate, but upon reaching the hill’s peak, Nate came to an immediate stop. The captives also ceased their movement, perplexed.

There were hundreds of soldiers a half click away, marching in their direction. Two battalions’ worth. Nate predicted there were over five hundred soldiers coming their way.

“That’s a lot of soldiers,” Luna commented and looked over at her son. “What do we do? If the situation escalates, we will be unable to engage in combat with them.”

“Agreed,” Nathan said and contemplated what his next steps were going to be. Although he possessed the ability to confront them, casualties on his side would be likely unless he successfully ensured their safety. He would rather not attempt it.

There wasn’t any place for them to go. In the absence of any forests to conceal themselves in, their sole course of action was to continue moving forward.

His advice was to proceed, and he then began his descent from the hill toward the armies.

At the bottom of the steep hill, Nate stopped as the armies coming toward them seemed to come from two different areas. Maybe two different kingdoms?

As their proximity increased, Luna let out a snort and stated, “Those bearing the green flag adorned with the white elm tree are representatives of Esulon, the elven kingdom. The ones bearing the red flag adorned with the yellow lion emblem are from Vatos, the kingdom of humans.”  

“What are they doing together?” Lujia asked with confusion, as did the crowd behind them, wondering what was going on.

Nate interjected, proposing that they may be en route to confront the barbarians. This seemed possible in light of the raids on their respective kingdoms.

The two women thought about it and shrugged, waiting for the soldiers to halt. But they heard arguing from both battalions coming from the front as they approached. The two armies harbored no amicability toward each other and were adamant about not giving way to the other while advancing. The approaching armies were spread out.

It was ridiculous to see two kingdom armies carrying on like that.

“Are the kingdoms at war with each other?” Nate inquired as he stared at the bickering leaders.

“Not that I know of,” Luna stated with a chuckle. “They just don’t like each other. Never have.”

The armies halted and directed their attention toward them, as their leaders reached a consensus. Riders from both armies hurried over, ten of them in total.

The elves were on the left, while the humans were on the right. The elven commander had blonde hair and green eyes, while the human commander sported dark brown hair and blue eyes. Both were wearing heavy armor.

“Greetings,” the human commander spoke. “My name is Sawyer Worrington, commander in the army of Duke Elandros.”

The elven commander wasn’t going to be outdone. He said in a high-pitched voice, “Greetings, everyone. My name is Aimer Craven, commander in Her Majesty’s army.”

Nate was hesitant to communicate with them until it became obligatory. It was the human commander that finally picked up something amiss with the hundreds of people standing and staring at him.

“What happened here?” Sawyer asked as he gazed upon them.

Luna lightly shoved Nate’s arm, wanting him to speak. He sighed and said, “We have just come from the northeast and are headed home. What brings you this far from Vatos?”

“Headed home from the northeast?” Aimer asked in confusion. “Why would all of you be in the barbarian lands?”

It finally dawned on the two commanders that these were captives, and they blurted out many questions that Nate didn’t answer.

“We received word that five towns were raided and plundered. Our orders were to take on the horde and weaken them until our reinforcements arrived the next day. Then we would try to free the captives if we could,” Sawyer exclaimed, wide-eyed. “How did you all escape?”

“Yeah, we heard they had mana-eating collars to stop people with magic,” Aimer added with narrowed eyes.

Lujia then piped in, “We were freed by this man right here.” She gestured toward Nate, smiling broadly.

“One guy took on hundreds of barbarians?” Aimer scoffed and then chuckled. His kin began to laugh as well.

Nate didn’t care what they thought of him, he just wanted to go home.

“That’s right, Aimer,” Lujia hissed and began to walk over. “He heroically saved us all, and should you harbor doubts, I will forcibly dismount you from your steed and deliver a punch to your face.”

The elves were taken aback by her attitude. Aimer looked at her closely and gasped, “Lady Lujia, is that you?” The elf jumped off his horse and strolled over to her. “It has been so long, Lady Lujia. Where have you been?”

Lady?

His attempt to embrace her was unsuccessful as she swiftly sidestepped away. Mika and Talia were snickering at the man.

“Lady Lujia, please let us escort you back to the homeland,” Aimer suggested and looked over at those behind me. “And the others with you. We will protect everyone.”

The elves behind Nate cheered and began walking over to Aimer and his soldiers. Lujia was arguing as Mika and Talia moved over toward her.

Commander Sawyer smirked as he gazed upon the elf that was having troubles with the woman.

“Commander Sawyer,” a woman said from beside Nate. He looked down to see that it was Selene.

Sawyer averted his attention from the elves and directed it toward the individual who had summoned him by calling his name. Upon catching sight of Selene, he was struck with astonishment, dismounted hastily, and dropped to one knee.

“Lady Selene, we have been looking for you and Joshua everywhere,” Commander Sawyer stated as he looked at the ground. “We had almost given up hope, ma’am.”

Lady Selene? She’s a noblewoman?

Selene looked at Nate and shrugged before smiling at him. “Please rise, commander. Just know that we would still be captive had it not been for this gentleman here.”

Selene gestured toward Nate as Joshua stood beside his aunt.

Sawyer came over and shook Nate’s hand before stating, “Thank you for saving these people, I know that you didn’t have to and do not know your story, but whatever it is, you are a brave man to take on the horde of barbarians yourself.”

Nate was about to disagree with him and state that he didn’t do anything on his own but was interrupted by Aimer.

“I still don’t think that you did anything by yourself,” he sneered. “And having Lady Lujia vouch for you is unheard of. She is known for her battle prowess, so I would say that you have somehow put a spell on her to say those words.”

Mika, Talia, and Lujia hissed at his words, and even his mother took offense.

“Where is your proof?” Aimer asked with a smirk on his face.

Nate let out a chuckle and pointed to what lay behind him, stating, “Take notice of the smoke in the sky. That is their fortress burning. Or at least, one of them. I don’t think that all of their kind are evil.”

Aimer looked behind him and noticed that there was smoke in the sky. He scoffed and said, “That isn’t proof of anything. And we can’t see it properly from here.”

Nate shrugged and listened to the elves snickering at his expense. Lujia, Mika, and Talia yelled at them to be quiet. Even the humans and beastkin were getting upset with the guy. They argued that Nate did exactly what was said, but he still didn’t believe anything.

Nate sighed and pointed at the annoying elf and moments later, four bodies fell from above the guy. He yelped and went down. Everyone else screamed and moved away. All except Aimer; he was underneath the dead barbarians.

The elves yelled and pulled their weapons when gazing upon the barbarians, but halted when they didn’t move.

Sawyer whistled and said, “Dimension Magic, that is some powerful stuff. And you didn’t even chant anything. That’s crazy.”

“He is powerful,” Lady Selene said and winked at Nate.

The young wizard couldn’t speak as he was trying not to laugh at the shrieking elf underneath the four dead bodies as his compatriots tried to get him out of the pile.

Nate demonstrated a remarkable ability as he wiggled his fingers and made them vanish. The elves were searching in all directions in an attempt to locate the whereabouts of the bodies, yet they were nowhere to be found.

Aimer was picked up off the ground, and he glared at Nate. The commander hissed, “You will pay for that. I was almost killed.”

Nate scoffed and said, “Those were dead bodies, how were you almost killed? Have you never been in battle before?”

The elf let out a hiss, shifted his position away from him, and instructed his assistants to move him to another place as he walked with a limp.

Sawyer patted his shoulder and thanked him again as he said, “I’ll escort my kind to our kingdom and get them home.”

Nate nodded and responded, “Thank you, commander. That takes a load off me.”

The commander bowed his head to him and walked off. Selene and Joshua embraced him, then made their way toward the human army. All the humans followed them. 

As the armies withdrew, Nate surveyed the surroundings and observed that only the inhabitants of his village remained. It came to his attention that upon the departure of the elven army, a portion of the beastkin opted to travel alongside them, which was good as it absolved him of the duty to escort them back home.

Luna came over and hugged her son’s arm. “Let’s go, Nathanael. I’m ready to get home.”

“We are as well,” Monica added as she, her children, Lujia, Talia, and Mika walked up.

“Shall we begin our journey?” Lujia asked with a smile and hugged his other arm. His mother grumbled something under her breath.

Nate smiled and chuckled. “It is a long way from here. Think everyone is up to the task?”

The ladies exchanged glances with one another and with those near them. They all nodded and said they were ready.

Nate was about to move when he noticed his viper coming over the hill beside his mentor. He waited for them to arrive, dismissed the Blackblood Viper, and asked Augustus to go back to his task.

The specter bowed and vanished. A brief silence ensued as everyone prayed that they had witnessed the final appearance of the large serpent.

“I will forever have nightmares from gazing upon that calamity-rated monster.” Monica laughed nervously.

“And he has it for a summoned beast.” Lujia snorted and chuckled with her.

The two stared at him, waiting for the first step.

Nate took a breath and said, [Gate]

A portal opened in the shape of a huge door in front of them. The onlookers were gaping at him as Nate walked through it.


Chapter 34

Nate exited and proceeded to move away from the portal, while each person began to exit one by one. Luna was the initial one, followed by Lujia, Talia, Mika, Monica, and so forth, until everyone came through.

Once it became clear to everyone where they were, an overwhelming sense of incredulity permeated their beings, and they started heading toward their village from the outskirts of the forest.

“That is some way to travel,” Monica commented and kissed Nate on the cheek before she and her children began their walk toward home.

“I’ll have to agree with that,” Luna concurred and looked over at Lujia.

The lady elf was hesitant to move, as were the two young women with her. Luna felt bad for her, knowing what had transpired. She couldn’t imagine losing a loved one like that.

That was when the village began getting loud, people were yelling, cheering, and sobbing. Lujia began tearing up, as did Mika. Big tears began falling down their cheeks as Luna hugged her. Talia joined in the group hug as all the women were now bawling.

Nate was bewildered and mumbled, “Pray tell, what is going on, ladies?”

When they got themselves together, Luna answered him as she wiped the tears from her eyes. “They are sad, Nathanael. Although they have held it together until now, putting on brave faces, being back home the reality has hit. Losing a loved one is hard on anyone.”

That made his confusion worse, and he said, “Who did they lose, Mother?”

“Julian,” Lujia replied as she still held onto Mika and Talia. “It was a horrible way to go the way that he did. I’m just saddened by the thought of Mika not having her father around.”

Mika murmured her agreement.

Nate smiled broadly and said, “Well, hopefully, she won’t have to go through that for a long time.”

Lujia and Luna glanced at him, their curiosity piqued by his words. Mika seemed oblivious to what he had said, as she remained fixated on the ground.

“What do you mean by that, son?” Luna asked with concern. “Julian didn’t make it, remember?”

Nate heard the crowd get louder and people were joyous now. He shook his head no and responded, “No, Mother, Julian is alive. That is what I have been trying to tell you but was cut off numerous times. So, I am sure that he is wondering where his sister, daughter, and niece are.”

The women glared at him disapprovingly, believing that he was playing a prank on them. They were about to become furious when he pointed toward the village and instructed them to go and observe it for themselves.

Lujia and the two young women stared at him for another few moments before they reluctantly walked off toward the village.

“Nathanael, I hope you aren’t fibbing to them,” Luna warned him. “Because I will be furious if that is the case.”

Nate hugged his mother and gently pushed her toward the village. “Go see your husband.”

Luna frowned, trying to decipher what was going on in her son’s head. She finally sighed and made her way.

Nate realized he would be sought after once Gerard’s and Julian’s limbs were seen to be restored.

He faded into the shadows of the forest and waited for the others to rejoin their families. By closely examining the village, he concluded that future raids were probable and that protective measures would be necessary.

His answer was that the village required the construction of protective walls. This measure would be effective in safeguarding against the infiltration of undesirable individuals and uninvited entities.

Bearing that plan in mind, he explored the area to ascertain the measurements needed. He considered incorporating walls that bore a resemblance to those commonly found at a fortress, complete with an entrance and portcullis.

That was when he remembered that his house was in shambles. Moving towards his abode, Nate concentrated on what he wanted and his magic took over. Not long after, his house was like it used to be with a few upgrades like stone walls and limestone for good insulation.

He then decided to go check on his dungeon; he still didn’t want to answer any questions yet.

Nate used his [Gate] spell to help him travel to the dungeon, and then wondered why he hadn’t used that spell before. It would have made traveling so much easier. It was the prospect of the lengthy journey back to his residence from the barbarian fortress that had helped him to recall the spell.

After ensuring the security and prosperity of the core, he spent a few hours exploring the dungeon. However, he was now aware that it was time to make an appearance, as it was approaching dinner time.

He was still leery because the questions would come. His mother would be the one to ask them, as would his father before the village demanded them.

Nate released a sigh and pondered whether it was the right time for him to depart from the village. Once news circulated of his triumphant vanquishing of the barbarians through his summoning skills and magic, and there were reports of his benevolent deeds in aiding the villagers, individuals would commence their search for him.

With a firm shake of his head, he acknowledged that the royal members of every kingdom would undoubtedly seek him out, along with others who would exploit his abilities.

Well, no time like the present, he thought.

Nate used his [Gate] spell and walked through.


Chapter 35

The young wizard stepped out of the portal to see his village in the distance. It was still lively, with lots of villagers out celebrating even though he had spent a considerable time at his dungeon.

Nate moved around through the forest to his house, not wanting to speak with anyone unless he had to.

When near his abode, he saw that candles were lit inside but no one was by the windows. He shrugged and stopped at the corner to observe the area for anyone looking his way. Spotting no one, he approached the door, entered, and subsequently closed it.

The front of the house was devoid of anyone, and he did not perceive any sounds. Experiencing a sense of relief, he grinned, realizing that he could retreat to his room with no obligation to interact with others until the following day.

At least, that’s what he thought, until his living room began to fill with people.

“Surprise!”

The announcement had a dual effect on Nate, both startling and confusing him. He then remembered that his name day was the same day that the raid happened.

Luna brought in a cake with candles on top as others smiled along. They sang the traditional name day song and cheered at the end.

“I will overlook the fact that you missed dinner, young man,” Luna reprimanded him as she embraced him. “And thank you for fixing the house, it is better than it used to be.”

Nate snorted and looked over at the others in his house who were engaged in conversations. An elf was snuggled up with Gerard, who was smiling at her. Julian had his daughter near him with a big smile on her face. Lujia and Talia were seated on chairs, conversing with Lionel and Walter, who were smiling and discussing their experiences at the academies. Seated at the kitchen table, Monica and her children were engrossed in a conversation with a few familiar beastfolk who helped his mother at her shop.

Nate exhaled audibly and settled himself on the settee, which his mother had pushed him onto. His father was beside him, smirking.

“Hello, Nathanael, I heard that you had quite the adventure,” William said to his son with affection. He placed a comforting hand on his shoulder, experiencing a momentary surge of emotion but successfully suppressing any tears from spilling over.

William leaned over and said, “Thank you for saving and rescuing your mother, son.”

“Stop that talk,” Luna reprimanded him. “Tonight is not about that, and nothing will be brought up about it. You promised.”

William emitted a grunt and nodded in assent to his wife, while the others present murmured their concurrence. Nate let out a snort and shook his head, acknowledging that his mother had brought an end to the inquiries for the evening.

That was very nice of her, Nate thought. At least for tonight, I won’t have to speak about my abilities.

With the assistance of others, Luna distributed cake and wine. She wanted to celebrate her son and his accomplishments because she had a terrible feeling that he would be leaving soon.

At the end of the party, as each attendee embraced Nate and expressed their heartfelt gratitude for his intervention and extraordinary magical abilities, they departed to their respective homes.

Lujia and Monica deviated from the customary cheek kisses and opted to kiss him on the lips, unlike the other girls and women.

The display elicited a reaction from Julian and Gerard, who appeared bewildered, yet they refrained from commenting and left. Lionel and Walter were dumbfounded by the scene unfolding before them, leading them to exchange hushed words with Talia and Mika.

When there were no others present, Nate helped to clean up the house.

“Nathan, can you join us in the living room?” William asked politely.

The young wizard complied and sat down across from his parents in a chair as they were on the settee.

With a gulp of wine from his goblet, William said, “How are you doing, son?”

Nate shrugged and said, “I’m doing fine, Father. And how are you doing after your ordeal?”

William grunted as Luna snuggled into him and wrapped her arms around him.

William responded after a brief pause, stating that he was indeed feeling better than before. “I was subjected to a brutal assault, and upon hitting the ground, I realized my inevitable defeat. My memory is vague thereafter, save for the instance of awakening in an unfamiliar bed alongside Gerard and Julian in the same room. It was eye-opening to see that Lionel and Walter were looking after us.”

Luna snorted and chuckled. “I am sure they took really good care of you, dear.”

William laughed and patted his wife on the back as she still clung to him.

“I remember a few things, though,” William said and halted for a few moments before continuing, “Gerard and Julian were… they had lost limbs and were being toyed with. I was sure that they would die from blood loss. It was when I saw them alive and breathing with their limbs intact that I thought I was no longer among the living.”

Luna growled at him for making that statement. William placed a tender kiss on her forehead in an attempt to alleviate her distress.

“Anyway, when they woke up, the two were obviously in disbelief at having a fully functioning body again. Lionel and Walter gave us a comprehensive explanation of how you accomplished that.”

Nate smirked, remembering their pale faces when he performed that feat.  

“I’m filled with happiness as I acknowledge your noble act of aiding the village and your dedication to saving as many individuals as you could, my son.” William sighed and directed his gaze toward his wife. “Nevertheless, I’m afraid that word will swiftly spread like wildfire about you after learning about what occurred at the fortress and witnessing your abilities here.”

Luna grunted and expressed her concern, highlighting the probability that the humans present during the rescue would divulge information, resulting in subsequent investigations into the fortress. “And don’t forget, within the beastfolk kingdom, your name will be spoken about as well,” she reminded him.

“Yes, I am aware of all of that,” Nate acknowledged. “It is highly probable that I’ll have to make my departure from the village.”

Luna’s eyes filled with sadness as she observed her son, and she let out a sigh, saying, “Nathanael, we have also reached that same conclusion, but until that occurs, we must take each day as it comes.”

Nate scoffed and disdainfully remarked, “As if it were indistinguishable from any other day?”

His mother cast a stern glare at him and gave a firm nod, challenging him to express any disagreement. As one would expect, Nate did not hesitate to offer them a hug before settling into bed, where he dreamed about the possibilities that lay ahead.


Chapter 36

Nate woke up the next day with a groan. He smacked his lips and moved around his bed, only to find someone was in it. Platinum blonde hair splayed all over his pillow as he looked down at the beautiful elf. Her breathing was calm and even.

What is Lujia doing in my bed!? How did she get in here without me knowing? I must have been more exhausted than I realized.

Nate regained composure and endeavored to leave the bed without making a sound, but it wasn’t good enough because she sighed and opened her eyes.

She smiled and pulled him back into bed in only his underclothes. Lujia softly whispered “good morning” in his ear and told him that she discreetly entered his bed this morning to ensure his well-being after the difficult experience they had.

Nate’s heart beat faster, and he nodded to her, too nervous to speak. They stayed in bed, engaging in quiet conversation, delving into the details of her encounter with her brother, who was believed to be deceased, and others.

Lujia wanted to know what his plans were for the day, and after he told her nothing pressing, she wanted to go on a picnic out in the forest. To get to know each other better without others around.

Nate closed his eyes and said in a hushed voice, “Lujia, I deeply value the attention and affection you have demonstrated toward me. However, I must inquire about your future intentions.”

She smiled and quietly stated, “I want to develop a better understanding of you and explore possibilities. That is all. I know that it is not normal, and people may frown about it when they see us together, but you have the qualities that I am looking for in a man. Just know that when I encounter something I want, I make a determined effort to obtain it.”

With a chuckle, Nate acknowledged, “Indeed, your enthusiasm is commendable, but it is crucial to recognize the circumstances and my capabilities. When word spreads, and it will, people will come looking for me. I think my time here is coming to an end.”

Lujia sighed heavily and snuggled with him. “I’m aware of that. Talia and Julian have both informed me of the same matters, suggesting that the situation is about to become even more tumultuous, as if it wasn’t already. In the event that occurs, we will handle it accordingly, but for the time being, let’s use the time we have.”

Reluctantly, he nodded and cautioned, “I suggest that you leave before my mother becomes aware you are in my room. She won’t be happy to find you here.”

Lujia smiled in a mischievous way and looked at his muscles, liking what she was seeing. Nate’s body betrayed him, and he had to cover up his arousal with a pillow to her delight.

She leaned in and whispered, “We shall continue this conversation later, and just so you know, I like what I see.”

Lujia giggled softly when his face went crimson. She eventually departed from his room and cautiously exited through his window, stealthily distancing herself from his domicile.

Nate shook his head at what the woman was doing. What did she really want from him? As he prepared himself for breakfast, the question resurfaced in his mind.

As he sat down, his mother came over and placed a plate in front of him and kissed him on the cheek. She must have caught a whiff of something because she began sniffing and then got closer to her son.

“What is that smell, Nathan?” Luna demanded as she glared at him.

Nate attempted to act innocent by shrugging nonchalantly, but she saw right through it.

“I smell Lujia’s perfume, son,” Luna hissed. “Where did you see her? Did you meet her early this morning?”

William cracked a smile and tried to stay out of it.

“Mother, I didn’t have a rendezvous with her this morning, and I don’t know why you can smell her perfume on me. I opted to go to bed early without attending to my hygiene, which could be the explanation.”

Luna didn’t believe him and only let up when William pulled her to her seat.

“Leave the boy alone, Luna.” He chuckled. “I would have killed to be in his shoes right now. Possessing an unprecedented level of power, adored by women… He has achieved remarkable success.”

His father was digging himself into a precarious position, and Nate had no inclination to assist him in extricating himself.

Luna glared at her husband, and he shut up quickly. A minute later, William cleared his throat and spoke, “Nathanael, people want to come by today and thank you for what you did for the village. We understand that you may occasionally feel uneasy about such matters, but it will be necessary for you to endure it. Although we did not broach this topic last night, Gerard and Julian are eager to delve into the source of the premium potions that you distributed so lavishly. Additionally, the elders of the village will also have inquiries.”

Luna scoffed and said, “I already told you, William. He doesn’t need to tell them anything.”

William shrugged and responded, “Maybe, but they are just trying to understand what he did and how it was accomplished. If the nobles find out about it, then he will definitely need to leave. They will use him for their wicked desires.”

His mother sighed and ate her flapjacks with maple syrup. She didn’t want to think about what lay ahead. The nobles could kiss her pale behind; they weren’t taking her son away from them.

“Son, I have to ask this, and don’t take it the wrong way, but how long have you been able to do that kind of magic?” William asked uneasily.

Nate was confused by his question and verified, “What magic are you speaking of, Father?”

William looked over at Luna, and she looked down at the table, not wanting to discuss it.

“Where you mend physical forms and the like,” he stated with a touch of kindness.

“You want to know why I haven’t healed mother yet,” Nate said. “Or at least, tried to heal her.”

William grunted and drank his water, not wanting to agitate his son.

“I have healed her, Father,” Nate revealed to them. “Well, almost entirely. That is why the barbarians put a mana-eating collar on you, Mother.”

Luna gazed up at him, tears welling in her eyes, desperately hoping that his words were not merely a figment of her imagination.

“I just need to do some adjustments and make sure the flow is functioning correctly. Then you can begin healing again.”

Luna hastily made her way toward her son and took a seat on his lap, enfolding him in a strong embrace as she wept.

With a warm embrace, Nate quietly expressed his love for her before letting her go, allowing her to release her tears.

William conveyed his appreciation to his son for bringing his mother’s dream to fruition.

“Additionally, I have also addressed the ailments that were obstructing your ability to conceive,” Nate mentioned before getting up from the table and leaving to perform his duties.

Both parents stared at his back, not knowing how to respond to that.


Chapter 37

While Nate was doing his chores, he contemplated what he wanted to say in response to the questions that would be asked when he met with the leaders of the village.

He was aware that they would be grateful for his accomplishments, but he anticipated a decrease in their appreciation moving forward. Without a doubt, his mere presence would incite the arrival of individuals seeking to challenge him, and others who would endeavor to exert control over his movements.

Nate let out a sigh and stopped removing weeds from the gardens, instead focusing on gathering the mature vegetables.

After finishing his chores, he made a visit to evaluate the houses and areas that had been affected by destruction or damage. If his fellow villagers needed support, he might be able to provide help.

Nate observed that others had provided assistance and noted that some of the magickers had helped to restore select residences, although the majority still exhibited signs of damage.

He walked up to a couple houses, checked out what needed to be done and spoke with the residents cleaning up debris. They were polite and greeted him.

Nate paused briefly, took a few breaths, and then pointed to a house, which was on the verge of collapse, with its foundation barely holding it up, walls partially intact, and no trace of the thatch roofs. Shortly thereafter, the house began the process of reassembling itself. In fact, Nate improved it by using stone walls instead of wood, and incorporated clay tiles on the roof for enhanced insulation.

The people gasped and moved around to see what he had created. The young wizard nodded to them and proceeded to the next house to help.

Within a couple of hours, Nate fixed, repaired, and rebuilt residences for the residents of his village. The inhabitants exhibited profound gratitude and even bestowed upon him an array of gifts as a gesture of appreciation for his work, including sweets, furs, boots, vegetables, wood decorations, and various miscellaneous items.

The wizard’s magic performance drew the attention of the entire village, who watched in amazement.

Lionel, Talia, Mika, and Walter contributed their support in various capacities, alongside other magickers residing in the village.

When he finished, Gerard and Julian were waiting for him, propped up on the fence outside the last house that he fixed. Nate walked over to see what they wanted and stopped in front of the two.

He acknowledged them with a nod of greeting.

“Nathanael,” Julian said. “The elders want to meet with you.”

“Are you finished with your repair work?” Gerard asked with a gesture to the house.

Nate grunted and looked over at his friends, and they nodded to him.

“Yes, I suppose,” Nate responded as he turned his attention back to the two men. “Lead the way.”

“Do you want to have your parents meet you there?” Talia, who was nearby with his other friends, inquired of him.

He shook his head and stated, “As I have reached the appropriate age, it is my responsibility to address this matter independently.”

His four friends nodded in understanding and watched him walk away. They murmured to each other, knowing that Nathanael had a tough conversation ahead of him. The four realized that he would probably have to leave the village.

Nate followed the two men to where the elders met in the building set aside for meetings regarding the village.

There were six elders positioned around a table, with two representatives from each race and one from each gender. The young wizard was led to a chair in front and sat down.

“Young Nathanael,” the male elf representative acknowledged him.

It was good to see him still alive after the raid.

Nate said, “Elder Briger.”

“We have called you here for a few reasons,” Elder Briger informed him. “To begin with, we are immensely thankful for your quick thinking and intervention in assisting us against the contemptible vermin, the barbarians. Furthermore, for those of us whom you rescued using those undoubtedly costly potions, we express our heartfelt gratitude for your assistance. As soon as it becomes possible, we will endeavor to offer compensation for those.”

The other elders gave their heartfelt gratitude with words and smiles.

Elder Briger continued after pondering for a few moments. “With the accounts given on your rescue mission from multiple sources, including your mother, we have come to the part where we are stumped. We as a group have discussed what the ramifications will be in the next few days, weeks, or even months. Will there be retaliation from the other barbarian tribes? What will the human kingdom do when they are told what kind of power that you have? Or even Esulon, what will they do? We are trying to figure out what is best for our village going forward.”

The lady human intervened, “Nathanael, the intention of Elder Briger’s message is to ascertain the most suitable course of action for your benefit. Given that you have reached the appropriate age, you possess the autonomy to make informed choices pertaining to your future. Considering your exceptional intelligence, it is certain that you have reached the same conclusion as us — that others will actively seek your presence. Whether it is driven by sinister motives or the desire to confirm the rumors.”

Nate nodded his head and said, “I have come to those same conclusions, Elder Giselle. What are you suggesting that I do? Or the inevitable question, do you want me to leave the village?”

“Young Nathanael, do not think that we want you to leave,” the lady beastkin answered. “But it may come to a point where the safety of the other residents becomes more important than anything else. Do you understand that?”

Nate let out a grunt and declared, “I do, Elder Frieda. I acknowledge the possibility of vulnerability arising from the arrival of outsiders in our village for varying reasons, but I express my intention to remain until the appropriate time for departure. Considering that my parents are currently residents, my priority is to spend as much time as possible with them. Furthermore, should the need arise for me to leave, I kindly request that they be allowed to continue their residency.”

The elders expressed their agreement and reassured him that it would not pose a problem, particularly considering his significant contributions to the village. They extended their conversation, emphasizing their request for him to be discreet moving forward.

“Now, let us speak about the barbarians that you have in your hold,” the male human said in an icy voice.

Nate didn’t like his tone and glared at the man. “And what would you like to discuss, Elder Samuel?”

Elder Giselle put a hand on Elder Samuel’s arm and patted it before speaking, “Calm down, Samuel, they aren’t responsible for what happened.” The human elder calmed and then nodded before going silent. Elder Giselle then turned her attention to Nate and said, “We are just curious and a little concerned about what you are planning on doing with the barbarian children that you have in your pocket world.”

Huh, so they know about that too. I suppose that the residents told them about it when they gave their accounts of what happened at the fortress.

“I’m going to take them to the nearest tribe to the ruined fortress tomorrow,” Nate informed them. “As you mentioned, they were not responsible for their kin’s decision to carry out malicious acts against others. I’m committed to guaranteeing their protection regardless of their final destination, even if that entails relocating them to another tribe until I identify the appropriate one.”

The elders expressed their consensus that his idea was the most beneficial for the children and ensured that he would take others with him when he left.

Nate said that he would and then apprised them of his idea of outer walls, and the elders were all supportive of it. The safety of their residents was of utmost importance to them, and they recognized that the defense walls would contribute to that.

When the meeting ended, the elders once again thanked him for everything. He walked out with Julian and Gerard.

“So, how are you holding up, Nathanael?” Gerard asked as they slowly walked down the main path of the village. 

The young wizard took a breath and exhaled before he responded, “As good as can be, I suppose. And what about you two? Any complications after the ordeal?”

Julian and Gerard glanced at each other before the former said, “We would like to thank you for coming to our aid and, um, restoring us.”

Nate snorted and said, “I’m sure if you could, you would have done the same for me.”

Julian sighed and said, “I suppose you’re right, but that is not the point, Nathanael. You did something that was thought to be a myth.”

“You not only restored us, but you also managed to heal our old wounds,” Gerard added with a snort. “That and you healed whoever you could with those high-grade potions that you carried with you.”

Nate grunted but didn’t respond in words. The two men wanted to know where he got them and how he purchased them. Consequently, they inquired further about his capabilities and attempted to ascertain the source of his potions, yet Nate refrained from disclosing this information. He chose to answer only those questions that he deemed safe for him and his family.

When the two were satisfied with all they could get out of him, Gerard chuckled and said, “Well, young man, I will bestow some friendly advice on you. It is important to exercise caution in handling the attention received from women who enter your circle, as they will demand your time and attention. I’m referring particularly to a remarkably clever lady elf.”

Julian glared at the human warrior and inquired, “I request an explanation, Gerard, for the insinuation you are making.”

Gerard expressed his skepticism by rolling his eyes, then proceeded to offer Julian a reassuring pat on the shoulder as he responded, “Julian, you are aware that once she sets her mind to something, she sees it through. Lujia has consistently exhibited that behavior, for as long as I have been acquainted with her.”

Julian groaned and shook his head before saying, “That doesn’t mean that I care to hear about it.”

The elf emitted a snort and bid them farewell, while Gerard affectionately patted Nate’s shoulder and gave him a playful wink before taking his leave.


Chapter 38

Nate chuckled to himself and was about to head home for some grub when someone wrapped their arms around his waist. He looked over to see Lujia with a big smile on her beautiful face.

“Hello, my dear, ready for our picnic?” she queried and looked up at him.

The young wizard released a sigh, followed by a grin, and responded, “I am, fair lady.”

Afterward, she took the initiative to guide them along the designated route, saying, “I do hope that you have an appetite, as I have made provisions for us to extend our social interactions.” The lady elf gestured to her picnic basket.

“Starving, actually.” He gently grabbed the basket from her.

“That is good, it will restore the magic that you expended in assisting our fellow residents. That was quite thoughtful of you to do that, by the way. Talia and Mika were amazed by your self-directed initiative, as no one had specifically instructed or requested it from you. I explained to them that individuals who willingly aid others without being instructed possess a commendable trait.”

Nate snorted and said, “I was just trying to help whoever needed it. Nothing more.”

Lujia lightly tapped him on the buttocks and affectionately replied, “I’m aware of that, darling. That is another checkmark on my list, and just so you know, I’m about to jump your bones.”

Nate glanced over and smirked. “Oh? Well, just so you know, I haven’t had many dealings with women. So, you may be very disappointed in that.”

Lujia smiled in a mischievous manner and said in a low voice, “Oh, I’m aware of that. Talia filled me in following a confrontation with your mother, during which she questioned me about my intentions toward her son. I endeavored to alleviate her skepticism by conveying my serious intent to establish a connection with you and explore potential opportunities. And allow me to acknowledge that I have been made aware of your lip lock with Monica while you were in the process of repairing her house and providing her children with a larger play area. I would like to inform you that I am not the type to retreat from competition, Nathanael; on the contrary, it intensifies my determination.”

Nate nodded because he didn’t know what to say to that or how to handle Monica and Lujia in competition for his affection.

The two eventually arrived at a clearing located within the forest, which Lujia was acquainted with due to her livelihood as a hunter. She spread out the blanket from the picnic basket and arranged all the items it held.

Both enjoyed the conversation and the food as they spoke about other things that weren’t that important and such. Lujia then told Nate that Talia and Mika would be leaving the next morning to return to their respective academies, with Walter and Lionel accompanying them until they had to separate and proceed to their own academies.

Lujia attentively observed the young man positioned in front of her, aiming to discern any emotions he harbored for the young women. However, his reaction didn’t give away any feelings, save for his expressed hope that they would not be plagued by their encounter with the barbarians, which showcased his sweetness.

Nate mentioned his planned excursion the next day to the barbarian tribes, and she vehemently expressed her determination to accompany him. He stared at her and reminded her that Talia would be leaving tomorrow. Lujia then took his hand in hers and asked that he wait for her.

The elf batted her eyes and pouted, trying to sway him into letting her go. Nate shook his head, remembering what Gerard had said earlier.

Women will demand your time and attention. Nate chuckled to himself. The lady was already demanding his time.

Nate informed Lujia that he would wait for her. “However, the elders expressed their desire for me to involve others, even though I don’t think they are needed. So, I will have to ask around to see who volunteers.”

“I’m sure that Julian and Gerard will come along,” she advised him. “I assume that Luna will also attend, although she may need to prioritize organizing her store.”

Nate emitted a grunt, contemplating whether or not his mother would require assistance in restoring her provisions. He would ask her later.

Lujia then put everything back into the picnic basket and moved closer to her gentleman caller. In a whisper, she communicated to him her willingness to proceed at a gradual pace according to his wishes, while also expressing her intention to impart knowledge on pleasing a woman.

Nate’s face turned red as he blushed intensely, believing that the enchanting elf before him was a vivid figment of his imagination. She was adorned in a form-fitting sundress that accentuated her slender figure, provoking illicit thoughts in his mind. Her hair danced in the wind and her fragrance emitted a delightful scent while her eyes sparkled mischievously.

Lujia smiled and then proceeded to teach him how to kiss and make out in the middle of the forest. The young wizard’s heart hammered in his chest as he was living one of his fantasies.

With the picnic basket safely stored in his inventory, Nate and his partner walked hand in hand, proceeding back to the village at a leisurely pace.

As he accompanied Lujia to her house, Nate, amidst curious and astonished onlookers, gently kissed her on the cheek. However, she was determined not to let him leave, considering that others had witnessed his previous lip lock with Monica. She openly expressed her affection by kissing him in front of the spectators.

Following that, she told him how satisfied she was with the day’s experience and that she eagerly anticipated their second date tomorrow.

That was the term she used to refer to them, dates. Nate smiled and performed a bow to her before leaving without making eye contact with the surrounding observers.

During his journey to his mother’s store, Nate contemplated the events of the day and the conversations that took place after their intimate encounters. Initially, their conversation was of a trivial nature. However, Nate brought up how the elf commander referred to her as a lady, in a manner befitting someone of noble birth.

She grew quiet, staying silent for a few minutes before expressing her desire to take some time to become better acquainted with him before unveiling her past.

Nate told her he understood and assured her that he would refrain from probing, and she seemed content with this. 

Lujia possessed an unwavering passion and ambition, yet her private nature called for Nate to handle their interactions with careful consideration.

He wanted to ensure that he would not be caught off guard or taken by surprise by any trouble. Nate pushed aside those thoughts as he made his way toward his mother’s store, which had been heavily damaged and was on the verge of collapsing.

How had he not realized this earlier? Maybe because of all the other distractions he had today?

Nate swiftly navigated to the side to verify the absence of any individuals before commencing his repairs. In the back, his mother was engaged in conversation with her two employees, who were arranging the items suitable for reuse in her tonics and other curative substances. The potions and elixirs that were previously showcased had been utterly destroyed, leaving the bottles and vials shattered.

The young man approached his mother and patiently waited for her to conclude her conversation before offering assistance.

Luna took a moment to glance in her son’s direction, recognizing his patient stance, but she remained committed to completing the tasks at hand to avoid forgetting and becoming engrossed in another duty.

When finished, she turned her attention to him. “Good evening, son. I heard that you had quite the day today.”

Nate looked sheepish and remained reticent, lacking knowledge of the exact subject to which she was referring.

“Mother, please accept my apologies for my delayed arrival to repair your shop.” Nate approached his mother and greeted her with a kiss on the cheek. “How has your day been?”

Luna smirked and decided not to let him off the hook just yet. “It is not me that is the talk of the village, buster. First, you undertook the task of repairing and fixing all the residences, subsequently finding yourself caught in an intimate lip-hugging moment with Monica, a mother of two and a formidable presence. And after speaking with the elders of our village about certain things that we shall not mention out in the open, you were last seen with your arm around a particular lady elf that can shoot your eye out with a bow from over three hundred yards away.”

Nate sighed. So she heard about that too. Guess there is no privacy in our village.

“Indeed, Mother, it has been a marvelous day.” Nate smiled with great satisfaction, reflecting on his memorable experiences with the two beautiful and formidable women, which included intimate moments of kissing.

Luna disdainfully slapped her son on the back of his head and retorted, “Remove that arrogant smirk from your countenance before I forcibly remove it from you. I’m pleased to note that you have discovered an opportunity to pursue a relationship with someone of the opposite sex, Nathanael. However, I must stress the importance of exercising caution. Considering your uncertain future, it is important to avoid causing emotional distress to women who may become attached to you.”

Nate had heeded his mother’s warnings. He found himself in agreement with her and had not hesitated to caution the two women regarding his uncertain future. However, they had continued with their lip-hugging.

“I warned them, Mother,” Nate stated firmly. “They said we would handle anything that arose.”

Luna, upon hearing her son’s words, let out a heavy sigh and responded, “In that event, you have accomplished what was required. Should it transpire, the responsibility of deciding the next steps will fall upon them.”

Nate was confused by his mother’s words. Wouldn’t they just go their separate ways at that point?

“Anyway, my son, I need some favors from you,” Luna advised him. “Regrettably, the raid has resulted in the destruction of my supplies. Is there any chance you could aid me in acquiring new ones?”

He nodded and replied, “I can. Do you want me to fix the shop first?”

Luna’s face revealed a broad grin as she nodded and said, “I earnestly request that you proceed with that. The shop’s income has been of immense help to us, and I am keen on maintaining it.”

The realization left Nate burdened with guilt, as he possessed an abundance of funds in his inventory and was prepared to fulfill all her needs.

“Mother, I have money if you need it,” Nate whispered to her.

She lightly tapped him on the shoulder and quietly whispered, “I’m aware that you likely extracted all that was available from the fortress, correct?”

That and all the money from the dungeon all those years ago.

He hadn’t spent much of it since he didn’t need to. He helped at the shop and so his parents had given him an allowance to buy what he needed if they hadn’t provided it.

“Yes, I did,” he answered her with a nod.

“Then keep what you have, Nathanael,” Luna told him. “You can use it to buy gifts for the two women you are currently seeing, or if there arises a need for you to leave the village, it will provide you with financial resources moving forward. Please be aware, my dear, that no matter what occurs, our love for you remains steadfast. Even if we can’t go with you.”

Nate embraced his mother warmly, expressing his affection. As he began the reconstruction of her shop, she wiped away tears from her eyes.

In a short amount of time, the construction was finished, and Nate successfully replenished his mother’s supplies while also repairing her garden. The next stage would consist of building the village’s outer walls and gates, with the purpose of ensuring their safety.

“Mother, is there anything else that you need done?” Nate asked and looked around the area.

She shook her head and muttered, “No, dear, and thank you for doing that for me. One thing, though. Do not give anyone the recipe for those high-grade potions. Ever. Do you understand the danger you will be in if others realize that you have that?”

“How did you know that I had the recipe?”

Luna scoffed and patted him on the cheek. “Your mother may be old, but she is not ignorant. You wouldn’t have had all those with you or given them out like that. Don’t worry, I can keep a secret.”

Nate snorted and said, “I’m sure that you can. Now, I’ll go out and see about erecting some walls for the village.”

Luna grunted and responded, “I heard about that from Gerard. William and he are somewhere around here, helping those still in need.”

“Then spread the word that I am about to begin and let them know that I will have an assistant helping.”

Luna was confused by his statement. “What assistant?”

Nate displayed a smile and summoned his mentor, leading to his mother emitting a shriek at the sight of him.

“I have a little job for you,” Nate informed his mentor.


Chapter 39

Nate rose early the next day and began a pot of coffee for his parents to enjoy as he went out to handle his morning business. He had intended to embark on a voyage to the barbarian tribes this morning and was not anticipating the forthcoming conflicts.

Despite their unhappiness, his parents recognized that it was the correct decision. Gerard and Julian convened the previous evening to discuss his plans and make the necessary modifications. The two with Lujia, Luna, and a few others would accompany him. One of them was Elder Giselle; she would be the spokesperson for the village and explain what happened.

Nate didn’t care, at least it wouldn’t be him that needed to speak. In words. He would let his magic speak for itself.

Before ending the night, and after the two gentlemen had left, Nate had his mother lie down on the settee and put her into a deep sleep so that he could finish healing her.

William maintained his position beside his son as he diligently labored, and it was a surreal experience observing his boy mend his adoptive mother. No one in the world had been able to heal her wounds, and it deeply affected both of them. Due to William’s mistake, she had ended up with fatal injuries, but fortunately, everything turned out well.

With her newfound ability to heal once more, she would possess the capacity to perform healing magic and regain her previous capabilities. She would also be able to conceive if what Nathanael said was correct.

That was another factor that negatively impacted their relationship at the start. Luna experienced distress due to her inability to conceive a child of her own. Yet, Nathanael came into their lives and brought about a shift in their livelihood, all for the better.

William smiled when Nathanael was done. He hugged him for a few minutes to regain his composure after tearing up.

Nate smiled fondly at that memory and resumed his chores. Uncertain of how long it would take to find suitable homes for the barbarian children, they prepared their rucksacks in order to be prepared for camping. However, if he had his preference, both he and the women who accompanied him would not be in the open air. If the guys wanted to rough it, that was their decision. 

When the time came, he went to his mother’s shop to grab her and meet up with the others. Luna needed to make sure that everyone knew what their duties were as she would be gone for a few days.

Nate conducted a thorough scan of the surroundings and observed a few individuals positioned on the village walls, currently on guard duty. They were veterans of the village. There were a lot of them that had retired here after their duty to their kingdoms. Some were even banished from their armies because of the idiotic leadership they had. Well, that was what he was told.

The walls were created in a relatively short amount of time, with Augustus taking on the majority of the workload due to Nate’s plan of healing his mother that night. The onlookers were awestruck and pointed toward the apparition as he worked with unwavering focus until the entire structure, including the gates, portcullis, and guard shack, was finished.

The elders came out and thanked Augustus and him when they revealed that the construction was complete, and Nate left them to take care of manning the positions.

When he arrived at his mother’s shop, he saw that the group had already gathered and were conversing with each other.

They glanced over as Nate approached and their conversations ceased.

“Good morning, everyone,” Nate greeted the group. “Are we ready to travel?”

The group murmured that they were ready, and Nate began to walk off with his rucksack in his hand. When they reached the outskirts of the forest, Nate exhaled a deep breath and said, [Gate].

The portal opened, taking on the form of an enormous doorway, and Nate walked through without hesitating, not hearing the gasps from behind him.

He walked out to the other side and scanned the region to see if any danger was about as the others crossed over. When the group was ready, he made his way around the ruins that had been a fortress just a few days ago.

Gerard and Julian asked questions and the others answered. The two murmured to each other and those around them about the carnage and destruction.

Luna and Lujia didn’t respond to any of that, it was right in their minds. No one could use it as a stronghold or for slavery anymore.

Augustus had given him some directions on a map that he had obtained from the children, and they followed them. The closest one was located half a day’s journey away, while the farthest one was situated three days’ travel from their present location.

Nate had given the information last night to Gerard and Julian, who were now in the lead of their group.

They took a break halfway there and made sure everyone knew what would happen when they arrived at the tribe’s location. With the information locked in their minds, the group continued on their journey.

A couple hours later, their group came upon the outskirts of the barbarian tribe. Gerard held up his hand to halt the procession.

“We are coming up to the area where Nathanael’s map said the tribe was located, so let’s be diligent and keep together,” Gerard said to the group.

Luna and Lujia stayed close to Nate as they strolled toward the first tribe. It wasn’t long before they were spotted, and the sentries bellowed to their kin. A few moments later, a squad of barbarians marched out to meet them.

They were of the same build as the others that Nate encountered a few days ago. The group leader directed them to cease their movement and asked them the reason for their presence.

Elder Giselle took her place at the front and made an official announcement regarding their purpose. Despite their initial skepticism, they begrudgingly escorted them to their tribal leader. Nate saw huts around the area, but no houses or buildings.

The group was escorted to the hut situated in the center of the tribe, where they were met with intense gazes from all the barbarians present.

The tribal leader emerged from the hut and advanced toward their group. Although not as physically imposing as the previous one Nate had dealt with, his stature was still formidable.

His guards were right behind him as he approached and stopped ten feet away from Gerard and Julian.

The tribal leader spoke in the common language. “What is the purpose of your presence, which is causing undue stress among the people under my care?”

Nate surveyed the scene, taking note of the barbarians who were observing them. They were not the solitary race present, as a few beastkin and even a few humans were also in attendance. Altogether, Nate counted at least fifty in total. 

“We have come to tell you that the fortress to the south has been decimated,” Elder Giselle informed them.

The barbarians were dumbfounded at that information.

“And how were they defeated?” the tribal leader asked as he narrowed his eyes, not believing her. “There were hundreds stationed at that fortress. It would have taken an army to do that.”

“The humans may have finally gotten tired of them plundering and taking their people,” one of his guards suggested.

The tribal leader grunted and waited for Elder Giselle to answer his question.

She shrugged and said, “There wasn’t an army involved, just an uprising. Only fifty or so took up arms and took them out.”

The barbarians laughed at her answer. The tribal leader shook his head when he finally stopped cackling and said, “That cannot be true. Unless all of them possessed the ability to practice magic, which is unlikely as they would have utilized mana-restricting collars to suppress their powers. It is implausible for anyone currently alive to successfully eliminate Tribal Leader Foth and his four hundred comrades using only fifty people without magic.”

The barbarians were still chuckling and mocking what Elder Giselle was saying and talking over her as she was trying to speak again.

Gerard and Julian were getting agitated, but not as much as Nate.

Brushing off Lujia and Luna’s attempts to obstruct him, he moved to the front. The barbarians saw him approach and started to laugh and mock him as well.

He sighed and said, “Listen up, you thick-headed imbeciles. We are here to inform you that our village was attacked and plundered, resulting in the abduction of women and children as slaves. The individuals in question were the instigators of the uprising and were responsible for eliminating those who mistakenly believed they could seize what was not rightfully theirs. Our intention is to guarantee that there will be no retaliation, as it could result in your complete obliteration.”

That shut them up for a few moments, but when they thought about what he had said, the barbarians growled and pulled their weapons from their scabbards.

“I strongly advise you to leave immediately, for if you remain, you will forfeit any future opportunity to depart this place unharmed,” the tribal leader warned menacingly.

Gerard and Julian backed away, pulling Elder Giselle with them. They fervently implored Nate to relocate, but he adamantly shook his head and responded, “If you entertained any skepticism about our claims before, then you will undoubtedly be persuaded in a matter of moments.”

Nate snapped his fingers while glaring at the tribal leader and his guards. Moments later, Tribal Leader Foth and a few of his guards landed in front of him, catching the other barbarians off guard. They moved away in fright, not knowing where their brethren came from.

The leader was in awe and intimidated by the sight of Tribal Leader Foth’s dead body in front of them. He closely observed the young man who stepped forward to challenge them, noting that he posed a formidable threat.

“Now, as you can see, Tribal Leader Foth didn’t make it. His soldiers, along with him, have met their demise. With your newfound understanding of this reality, will we encounter any complications from your side?”

The tribal leader immediately shook his head no.

Nate snorted and said, “I didn’t think so.” He snapped his fingers again, and the dead bodies disappeared. The barbarians backed further away now in fright.

“Is that all that you wanted to tell us?” the tribal leader asked timidly, he didn’t want to provoke the mage in front of them.

“No,” Nate retorted as he looked over at the beastfolk and humans around. They were curious and frightened by the bit of magic that he displayed. “The humans and beastfolk among your tribe, are they slaves that you took from somewhere?”

The tribal leader didn’t answer, nor did the guards with him. They avoided eye contact with him, and Nate was about to say something regarding that but was interrupted.

“We are not slaves anymore, Sir Mage,” a voice to his right said.

Nate turned his head and spotted a male beastfolk with black furry ears standing nearby. “Anymore?” Nate asked as he heard the tribal leader groan at his question.

“That’s correct.” The man nodded. “We were a long time ago, but we were able to join the tribe later on with hard work and trust. So, we are here by our own free will.”

Nate turned his attention to the tribal leader, who was sweating now. He maintained his silence for nearly a minute before resuming, “Very well, I shall refrain from further discussion on that matter. However, I have one final point to make before we depart. There were children in that fortress, about twenty of them. We want to find them a safe home. Is this a place that we can bring them? A place that will care for them?”

The tribal leader immediately shook his head no. “We don’t have the rations to take them on and we are about to move again. That would be more of a hindrance to us than we can take on for now.”

Nate didn’t believe him, but he said, “Okay, then we will take our leave.”

The young wizard turned and began to walk away, stopping when he reached Luna and Lujia, who joined him. The others moved as well, making sure that the barbarians didn’t follow. Not that they would, they feared Nathanael.

When they were a good bit away, the group stopped.

“That went well,” Elder Giselle blurted and chuckled softly.

Gerard and Julian looked over at Nathanael, making sure the young man was not angered, they didn’t need any more drama.

“Are you okay, Nathanael?” Julian questioned him.

Nate nodded and replied, “I’m fine. We will just have to travel to the next area since they were not inclined to take on the children.”

The group grunted and murmured their agreement. After a quick break, they set out again for the next tribe.
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Nate and his group utilized the following two days to search for a suitable home for the children, yet the five tribes they encountered unequivocally rejected the idea of taking them under their care. There was only one remaining tribe to investigate, and the previous ones they had inquired with all revealed the location and recommended it as the optimal site.

The two nights were spent in the pocket world that Nate used when they destroyed the fortress. The women were happy about not having to sleep out on the sands, though there were lots of dumfounded looks coming from those who hadn’t seen it before.

They could have gone back to the village and used the [Gate] spell, but they chose to stay out and concentrate on their objective.

Gerard and Julian stopped asking questions, they just kept their comments to themselves, knowing that the young man was powerful.

During this time, Lujia wanted alone time with him, and even though Luna didn’t like it, they went off on another couple of dates under the stars, eating the food that his world conjured. Although they were granted privacy, Nate was cautious about potential interruptions during their intimate moments, prompting him to employ his power to conceal their presence.

Lujia continued educating him on how to please a woman. She guided him in the art of timely and appropriate physical interaction with lip-hugging, and the next night, he was introduced to oral pleasures.

The exquisite elf produced a considerable amount of noise and applauded his meticulous attention to detail and diligent efforts in that lesson.

Following their session, she was fatigued, whereas Nate was prepared for further engagement, as he had discovered that his life magic would rejuvenate him for complete involvement and activities after his releases during the oral lessons. For some reason, Lujia was giddy at learning that tidbit of information, but Nate didn’t know exactly why.

The young man loved everything they did and was learning a lot from the beautiful elf. He smiled when she told him that there would be further lessons on oral pleasure and an even more exceptional lesson awaiting them upon their return home. She wouldn’t give him a hint, but Nate had an idea of what it could be and was looking forward to that.

The next morning, the group was up early and ate before setting out again. They were close to the location given, only a couple hours away.

When they approached, they realized that it was a stronghold. Although not of the same magnitude as the site of Tribal Leader Foth, it still boasted a considerable size.

The group was filled with apprehension as they observed the presence of an army at the gates. The individuals were adorned in the colors associated with the Esulon Kingdom, which was not implausible given their proximity to the border.

Gerard halted their group and observed the region.

“Wonder if they are here for the same reason as us,” Luna commented. “No, let me rephrase that. I wonder if they are here because this tribe took slaves and killed more of our brethren.”

No one responded. They waited to see what would happen. No one could ascertain the reason they were there, though. They were just too far away.

“Julian, Gerard, what is our next step?” Luna asked the two while watching the stronghold in the distance.

“Nothing to be done.” Julian shrugged. “We can wait here and see what happens or send someone to investigate.”

“Well, it will have to be you, Luna, or Lujia.” Elder Giselle smiled. “I don’t think any of the rest of us will have luck getting information.”

The others nodded while the three elves discussed their options and decided on Julian going to see what was going on. Lujia and Luna stayed with Nate, watching for any danger.

Julian faced immediate confrontation upon his arrival at the back of the army. They escorted him to the commander’s tent.

“Guess they want to interrogate him,” Luna commented to no one in particular.

Nate just watched in silence and waited for him to come back, if they let him go.

It was getting close to fifteen minutes later that a squad of soldiers began marching in their direction.

“This doesn’t look good,” Elder Giselle blurted out the obvious.

Their group was on high alert now, and Lujia asked, “What do you suggest, Gerard?”

He snorted and replied, “What can we do? Julian is in their midst; we can’t leave him.”

“I wasn’t suggesting that,” Lujia scoffed and unslung her bow. She was getting ready to fight.

“I would hold off on that too, Lujia,” Gerard warned the elf. “You don’t want to infuriate your kin until Julian is back with us.”

She groaned and put her weapon away, waiting for the squad of soldiers to approach.

When they finally arrived, one soldier began barking orders at them, maybe the squad leader? “Lay your weapons down and step away!”

None of his commands were obeyed, which infuriated the elf. “Lay down your weapons or you will be detained or killed.”

Nate’s group began to murmur, but he just walked over to the elf and said, “You have no authority here. We are on barbarian lands, so keep your haughty commands to yourself.”

Despite the elf’s lack of attentiveness, his ill-advised backhand maneuver resulted in his own downfall, sending him flying fifteen feet away from Nate. The elf stayed on the ground, groaning and moaning.

The soldiers pulled their weapons and got into a defensive stance as they stared at Nate. The young wizard nodded to himself and was about to step toward them, but his mother stopped him.

“Wait! This is not getting us anywhere,” Luna advised them. “We haven’t done anything wrong, so why are you here?”

“We are here to escort Lady Lujia to our general’s tent,” one of the other soldiers enlightened them. “Until he dictates on how you are involved with her, then we are to detain you.”

There’s that name again. Lady Lujia.

Elder Giselle stepped in then. “You have no right or authority to do anything to us.”

Gerard emitted a grunting sound and positioned himself in an area that allowed for improved mobility. Nate repositioned himself on the opposite side in order to avoid obstructing his movements.

“We have Lord Julian in custody, so it would be in his best interest for you not to retaliate or move against us if you want to see him again,” the squad leader said as he came back over.

Lujia hissed and did what he asked, as did the others in the group.

“Wise decision.” The squad leader chuckled and gestured for his soldiers to surround them. “Lady Lujia, please walk in front beside me. The general is waiting to speak with you.”

“I will not,” Lujia scoffed and shook her head no before grabbing onto Nate’s arm. “I’m not going anywhere without my partner.”

The other elves hissed and began murmuring in their language, but Nate picked up their words. Halfling garbage, mixed breed trash, and other derogatory remarks. Nate chuckled at their remarks, he had heard all those remarks and a bunch of others all his life, but Luna and Lujia were furious.

“Let’s get her to the general, the others will be put into a tent with the other prisoners,” the squad leader commanded and turned to walk off.


Chapter 41

The soldiers began their movement to follow their squad leader, and Nate was forcefully propelled to ensure his compliance. He let out a groan and shifted his attention to ascertain the identity of the person who had acted against him. He etched the image of his face into his memory, fueling his determination to take action against him when this was all over with.

They were led through the awaiting army to the general’s tent, where he was about to be removed, but Lujia demanded that he accompany her. The soldiers reluctantly agreed to her demand, and they were escorted into the tent, where Julian sat at a table with an elf with long blond hair and broad shoulders, exhibiting a well-defined muscular physique.

The general stood from speaking with Julian and his brow rose as he saw Nate with Lujia.

“Lady Lujia, it is wonderful to see you again.” The general bowed to her.

“General Tolith, I wish I could say the same to you,” Lujia scoffed as she held onto Nate’s arm.

“We have been searching for you for quite a long time,” General Tolith informed her. “Your betrothed has been searching high and low for any information regarding your whereabouts.”

Nate was stunned at hearing she was betrothed and wondered what was going on.

“My betrothed,” she snorted and spat on the ground. “When confronted with the crown prince’s proposal for my hand in marriage, an utterly preposterous notion considering my existing marital status, I gracefully declined in order to avoid the queen’s displeasure. This decision, however, set into motion a tragic chain of events, masterminded by the malefactor responsible for the murders of my parents and husband, all motivated by the acquisition of land and my personal involvement. Of course, this was all with the queen’s blessing. I was left with no alternative and was compelled to escape.”

“Upon hearing about the unfortunate demise of your parents, the entire Esulon Kingdom was filled with sorrow and shock,” Tolith expressed in a remorseful tone. “However, the crown prince was deemed innocent, so we cannot blame him for anything.”

Julian and Lujia growled in anger at the general. He didn’t seem to care and went on, “So, when it was found that you had fled, the prince put a price on your recovery. How long has it been now, eight, ten years? The reward has significantly increased since your initial departure. Now, the substantial amount of money will go well with the rewards I’ll have earned from my successful mission of rescuing the princess when I decide to retire.”

“What? One of the princesses was captured?” Julian asked in disbelief.

General Tolith chuckled and nodded. “Yes, the second princess, Persephone, was apprehended during their routine political rounds within the kingdom. It is highly likely that the second princess will assume the role of heir, given the first princess’s lack of interest in ruling. Just think, this could be my big break. Especially since we have their heir in our grip.”

That made Nate shake his head incredulously. “You have their heir with you? Was this before or after they caught the princess?”

General Tolith turned his attention to Nate and scoffed, “Why is the half-breed speaking to me? Moreover, what is the purpose of his presence, Lady Lujia? You shouldn’t be anywhere near him.”

Lujia let out a chuckle and moved closer to Nate, eliciting a growl from the general and the two guards in the tent.

“This is my partner,” Lujia declared and kissed him on the lips. “Should you find yourself in disagreement, you may engage in a duel with him; however, in the event that occurs, we shall convene to negotiate the conditions, General Tolith. And you will not like my terms.”

Tolith rolled his eyes and shook his head in disbelief. “It’s hard to believe that you are gallivanting, kissing, and even snuggling with a person nowhere near your station, duchess.”

Duchess? So, she is a duchess, eh? Then what does that make Julian? Of course, the females rule in Esulon, so he may not have inherited anything. 

“I’ve made my choice, general,” Lujia said with a smirk. “Now, answer his question.”

Tolith snorted and said, “It is not like you will see him after this, anyway. To answer your question, we kidnapped the tribal leader’s heir because they haven’t paid tribute in months.”

Julian looked confused. “Are they paying tribute to the queen?”

Tolith nodded and said, “Yes, they were, until a couple months ago. In the present circumstances, the queen has called for action to be implemented, hence we have taken the initiative to kidnap their heir and detain him as a means of ransom. However, the princess was abducted by those criminals, and as a result, we find ourselves at an impasse.”

Nate snorted and thought it funny that their plans backfired. “Why are the barbarians paying tribute?”

General Tolith stared at Nate like he was an idiot for a few moments before saying, “Because they were raiding and pillaging our towns. In light of our triumph in battle, the queen, in her wisdom, spared their lives on the condition that they pay tribute to Esulon and demonstrate their loyalty. The only downside was the requirement for Esulon to render assistance to them in times of trouble. There was a cessation of raids for a few years, during which they diligently fulfilled their tribute obligations. However, this changed a few months ago. The raids also began again.”

“May I inquire if anyone has addressed the cause behind their cessation of payment in recent months?” Nate questioned the general.

General Tolith scowled and said, “Why would we? They are barbarians, and we let them keep living because of their loyalty.”

“Loyalty?” Julian snorted at his rant. “Why would they give you loyalty? I doubt that you have kept up with their protection and such. No doubt the reason that they had to quit was because of Tribal Leader Foth and because you idiots did not keep your end of the bargain. I’m sure the queen had her hands in that as well.”

“You think so?” Nate asked him. “That would make sense. Foth was gathering tribes together and killing the other tribal leaders. I bet he was going for unification so they could begin to assault the elves when they had the chance. If they hadn’t already. It would be fitting for them to face the repercussions for not honoring their commitment.”

Lujia grunted her agreement, and Julian chuckled at his ending statement. Evidently, they had no love for the queen.

“The tribes have been raiding our lands again,” Tolith commented and hummed. “If I understand correctly, you’re asserting that this Tribal Leader Foth is the one responsible for all of this?”

Nate shrugged and said, “I’m not sure, but they had four hundred barbarians that accosted our village and the human kingdom, taking slaves and looting anything they could get their hands on.”

The sheer quantity astonished the general, who was left gaping at the multitude of barbarians in one place. This indicated the presence of many more should they take such a large group with them to raid. And if they were recruiting the other tribes, then they would have trouble in the near future.

“And that is why you are here? Because this leader Foth kidnapped people from your village?” General Tolith asked to confirm his suspicions.

Lujia and Julian didn’t answer him.

“Sure, we will go with that,” Nate blurted to the general. “And we suspect some of them are here in this compound. In order to confront Foth and infiltrate his fortress, we will need to assemble a formidable army. However, we can first rescue our comrades here who are in danger before commencing this endeavor because of the expected difficulties in penetrating the fortress.”

Lujia and Julian kept silent, not giving away anything of their already successful rescue.

General Tolith laughed boisterously and shook his head at Nate. “That won’t happen now, half-breed. I apologize in advance that your comrades will probably die when we seize the compound. Our instructions explicitly state that capturing prisoners is not permitted, though it is worth noting that you will not witness the fate of your friends as you will not be alive.”

The general nodded in acknowledgement to the guards stationed by the entrance, prompting them to move toward Nate. However, he was already prepared for their approach.

The ground in front of the guards suddenly fractured, causing them to plummet five hundred feet down onto a piece of bedrock below. However, their descent went unnoticed due to the overpowering sound of the wind.

In a display of mendore magic, Nate swiftly moved his hand in a horizontal pattern toward the general, causing his vocal cords to be severed. Tolith came to the realization that something was amiss when he lost his ability to speak, yet the foolish elf persisted in attempting to summon additional guards.

Lujia went over to him after her shock wore off. She kicked him between the legs hard, and he fell like a sack of potatoes. Tolith found himself immobilized as vines emerged from the ground and restrained him.

Julian emitted a chuckle as he observed the pinned elf, and after a swift kick to his face, he approached the location where Nate and Lujia were kissing. He discreetly cleared his throat, as the earth silently fused back together behind him.

“You can do that later,” Julian commented in a flat tone. “When I’m not around.”

Lujia giggled softly and wrapped her arms around Nate’s arm while responding to her brother, “Isn’t he the absolute best? Protecting us from the bad general and his army.”

Julian rolled his eyes and changed the subject. “What are we going to do now? We are surrounded by said army, and without our weapons to defend ourselves.”

It was Lujia who answered, saying, “Dear brother, we are going to offer them the opportunity to either retreat or face their demise. Their reason for being here stems from their unwavering allegiance to Esulon, or so we believe, hence we shall afford them the benefit of doubt to vacate this location.”

“We need to free the others first,” Nate suggested to the siblings. “I saw them lead them to the tent the farthest from here on the outskirts of the camp.”

“We can assume that they are guarded, and that the barbarian heir is with them,” Julian commented with a pensive look.

“I’ll have to agree with that,” Lujia stated in an offhanded manner. “But what do we do with the general here?”

Lujia pointed at General Tolith, who was trying to escape the vine prison he was in.

“Kill him,” Julian suggested with a shrug. “He was going to kill Nathanael and the others, so we give him the same sentence.”

Lujia emitted a growl and proceeded to deliver another kick to the incapacitated general, causing him to whimper in agony. “Fine by me. Nathanael, honey, would you mind taking care of our pest issue?”

Nate snorted and did what she asked. A portal appeared below the general and he vanished moments later.

“Where did you put him?” Lujia asked him.

“In a void world for now,” Nate replied with a smirk. “I would say that our resident barbarians may want to have a word with him.”

Lujia giggled at his decision.

Julian nodded and stated, “All right, all we need now is a distraction.”

Nate smirked as Lujia glanced over. “Same as last time, honey?”

Nate chuckled and nodded. “Same as last time.”
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Using the [Gate] spell, the three appeared in the area that they had been led away from when the soldiers detained them.

Nate pulled a broadsword and dagger out of his inventory and gave them to Julian, who shook his head in disbelief at the show of magic the boy displayed.

The elf sighed and then nodded his thanks before Nate pulled a war bow and a full quiver of arrows out of his inventory to give to Lujia.

She went wide-eyed at the beautiful weapon and asked, “Where did you get these, Nathanael?”

He shrugged and said, “I don’t remember for sure, probably from the barbarian fortress. They had tons of weapons in crates that I haven’t gone through yet.”

“Crates of weapons?” Julian asked in disbelief. “You took them all?”

Nate chuckled and said, “Absolutely. They didn’t need them anymore. Matter of fact, I took everything in that warehouse and anything that was valuable.”

Lujia smiled broadly and laid her head on Nate’s shoulder. “That is my man, thinking about the big picture. And just when are you going to marry me?”

Nate was stunned at her question, but she just giggled and said, “I’m just kidding, Nathanael. Well, not really. I’ll give you time to come to terms with it, but that is my end goal. You can be confident in the fact that we will be married, so much so that you can deposit it in the bank with all the other valuables that you have looted.”

The beautiful elf smiled broadly at his red cheeks. Julian groaned and moved away from them to swing the sword he was given so he could get used to the weight.

Nate cleared his throat and said, “Well, that’s something to look forward to.”

Lujia delicately kissed his lips and said in a soft voice, “Let’s promptly complete this task so that we may return to our home and carry on with our lessons, my dear.”

Nate grunted and concentrated for a few moments before he said, “Come forth!”

The Blackblood Viper and his smaller clones appeared in front of him and the others. Julian wasn’t prepared for it and yelped, backing away from the calamity-level monsters.

When he arrived at the spot where Nate and Lujia were situated, he noticed that the serpents were motionless, their attention solely focused on them.

“What is that!?” Julian demanded with a gulp as he gazed upon the colossal viper and its companions.

Lujia giggled at her brother and then enlightened him, “Those are Nathanael’s summoned beasts.”

Julian was astounded by the revelation and glanced back and forth between the creatures and Nate, who responded with a smile and nod.

“We need to distract the elves and barbarians, so that we can get to the prisoners,” Nate said to the siblings. “I’ll begin to make my way toward the army to get their attention, but before I do, I will use the [Gate] spell for you two to get them back here, away from the army.”

“You can keep that spell going for that long?” Lujia asked, impressed.

Nate grunted and said, “Yes, and the plan isn’t for us to kill all the army, just the ones who are stupid enough to get in the way.”

Julian sighed and stated with a nod, “It is my fervent hope that my kin shall not meet their demise because of senseless reasons. Even if they are here for a foolish cause.”

Lujia expressed her agreement, and they swiftly positioned themselves as Nate leisurely advanced toward the elven army, who had evidently discovered the disappearance of their esteemed general. They were in a state of distress, and there was widespread shouting and movement emanating from the camp. 

Nate and his vipers were slowly making their way over, waiting for the soldiers to yell out to let everyone know something big was coming.

Shortly thereafter, there was a commotion, albeit not from the elves, but rather from the barbarians who vociferously expressed their warnings. Following that, the elves redirected their attention and began organizing themselves, poised to move toward the massive serpents.

Nate shook his head, wondering if they were stupid enough to battle with the summoned monsters.

When the young wizard approached, the entire army was waiting for them. Nate scanned the soldiers, noting the mages and other magickers within. He then discreetly glanced over where the prisoners were, using his enhanced perception and sight, and saw that Julian and Lujia were helping everyone out. He also noticed that four soldiers were on the ground, motionless.

Taking that as his cue, he halted and bellowed, “Hello all! I would appreciate it if you would move and vacate this entire area. I have business with the residents of that compound.”

“You need to leave, half-breed,” the closest soldier hissed. “Otherwise, we will kill you and those serpents.”

Nate cast his gaze upon the massive serpent beside him, as well as its replicas, before shifting his attention back to the soldier and erupting into hearty laughter. The elven soldiers were wary when he laughed.

He wiped a tear from his eye and glared at the pompous idiot elf. “You need to move before needless lives will be lost that you could have avoided. Last warning.”

The soldiers remained stationary, prompting Nate to provide them with the motivation to start moving. Pointing toward the front lines, he commanded the replicas to approach, ensuring they did not cause harm but instead moved the individuals aside.

The soldiers began to fight the replicas, and the magickers threw their magic at them, so Nate changed his commands and told them to do what needed to be done.

The serpents hissed and began killing the soldiers in their way, biting, chomping, and tearing the bodies apart. Nate waited for a few minutes, letting them get a feel for what was happening, and then sent the Blackblood Viper after them.

That got them to shout and begin running away. Nate chuckled to himself as he watched the soldiers flee without stopping for their gear and tents.

When the last few soldiers made their way from the area, Nate went over and began checking the tents for any stragglers and valuables.

“Nathanael, are you in there?” Lujia shouted as she approached.

Nate left the tent he was in and said, “Yeah.”

Upon exiting the tent, he noticed others approaching. In the mix, there was his group, along with many others, including barbarians.

“Can you order your summoned beasts to stand guard for us?” Lujia asked as she came over to stand with him.

He grunted and complied with her request, subsequently releasing the [Gate] spell, which he had previously forgotten.

Luna came over and hugged her son, making sure that he was unharmed.

“Nathanael, this is Logren, the heir that the general had kidnapped,” Lujia informed him.

Nate looked over at the man in front of him. He had a muscular physique and the notorious long black hair of the barbarians. The guy was taller than Nate and had broad shoulders.

Nate nodded to the guy and said, “Hel—.”

He was cut off as this Logren scoffed, “This is who you were speaking of? He doesn’t look like much.”

This gave rise to arguments, yet Nate was not in the mood to entertain any of it; he wanted this matter resolved swiftly so that he could go home. With a gesture, the heir was pinned to the ground with vines.

The crowd moved back as Nate strode over and crouched down to speak with the heir. “Now, you’re going to shut up and listen to what I have to say. Otherwise, I will feed you to the gigantic serpent that is now above us.”

That set the crowd to holler out in fear when the Blackblood Viper bent down and hissed at him.

The heir whimpered as the viper closed in and almost touched the barbarian, stopping a few inches above him.

“All right, let’s speak about why you stopped paying tribute to the elves.”

The barbarian was so frightened that he began soiling himself. Nate snapped his fingers to get his attention, and finally the guy looked over.

“Why did you stop paying the elves?”

“B-Because w-we were g-going t-to move against them,” the heir stammered. “We had no choice in the matter. Tribal Leader Foth had kidnapped my younger siblings. He said that he was unifying the tribes to begin killing the elves because of their treachery.”

That caused Nate to wonder what that meant.

“And what kind of treachery are you speaking of?”

The heir exhaled a few breaths and said, “The elves had kidnapped his daughter and sent her to the queen as the crown prince’s concubine. He eventually killed her before sending Foth her remains. He went crazy and began to raid and pillage towns and villages in both the Esulon Kingdom and the Vatos Kingdom. Nothing would bring him peace until he gathered an army big enough to seize the capital and slay the prince.”

Whoa, that would make any parent angry, but to do what he did, I’m not sorry for ending him.

“That would be hard for any parent to experience,” Nate commented and shook his head at the situation. “So, you had to go with what he wanted because your siblings were taken, is that right?”

Logren sighed and said, “We did what we had to do.”

Nate glanced in Lujia’s direction, and she subtly nodded in response. He gave a command for the viper to step back into its role of guarding, and subsequently snapped his fingers, causing the vines to withdraw to the ground.

He helped the barbarian heir onto his feet, and Logren warily stood there and waited for what would happen next.

Nate moved toward Gerard and said, “What do you say we get this over with so we can go home?”

The human warrior laughed and patted him on the shoulder. “I say that I would wholeheartedly agree with you. We seem to have worn out our welcome.”

The others surrounding them emitted light chuckles as Luna and Lujia engaged in conversation with the individuals who had just been freed, encouraging them to examine their surroundings and take what they desired.

Nate had already gathered most of the loot and placed it in the general’s tent. He groaned a bit about giving up the loot and valuables, but he told them where it was located.

The freed captives gave their thanks and left.


Chapter 43

When everyone was ready, Gerard and Julian led them up to the gates, noticing that the guards on the walls were watching them as they strolled up with the vipers in tow.

The barbarians bellowed out warnings and a few minutes later, ten immense men came upon the wall to stare down at them.

“What do you want, mage?” the biggest barbarian hollered.

“I took care of your elf problem.” Nate gestured to the area once bustling with soldiers moving about. “And we saved your heir.”

“Aye,” the barbarian responded with a nod and looked over at the heir. “Are you okay, Logren? Did these people hurt you? We saw they had you pinned to the ground.”

Logren looked over at Nate and glared at him for a few moments. Nate thought he might say something about what he did earlier, but Logren turned his attention back to the wall.

“No, Father, just a misunderstanding earlier,” Logren said. “These people are victims of raids from the Foth clans.”

“Then what do you want? We have nothing to do with him,” the tribal leader flatly stated.

“Oh, but you did,” Nate retorted with a snort. “The good general told us that you kidnapped a princess of the Esulon Kingdom. Then your heir told us what happened regarding the tribute, but that has nothing to do with us.”

“Again, what do you want?” the tribal leader demanded.

Nate pondered what he wanted to do. They needed to have someone raise those barbarian children. It was then that he remembered what the heir had said about his siblings.

Gerard and Julian looked over at him, and Nate nodded to himself before calling out to Augustus. That set off lots of gasps and shouts.

The apparition lowered itself and addressed him, saying, “My lord, what is it that you require of me?”

Nate ignored the impression his entrance had made, even though he rolled his eyes. “You heard everything that was said?”

“I did, sir,” Augustus replied with a nod.

“Then bring forth the children and stay with them until our negotiations are done.”

Augustus bowed and vanished. Nate moved over to the left and opened his Personal Dimension. Augustus brought the children out and lined them up as Nate dismissed the portal.

The barbarians then shouted and hissed as they recognized their kin in their midst.

Logren gasped and ran over to the children, but Augustus blocked him from reaching them.

“Move out of the way, spirit,” Logren hissed. “Those are my siblings with you.” He pointed out two of the twenty children behind the specter.

“I care not what you say,” Augustus retorted. “Move back to where you were, or you will suffer the consequences. My liege hasn’t given you the freedom to roam.”

Nate chuckled to himself and looked over at the heir. “Return, Logren, he’s right. I didn’t give you the okay to move.”

Logren began arguing with him and saying that he was not his prisoner but shut his mouth when vines began slowly emerging from the ground.

“Now, let us negotiate,” Nate ordered the barbarians on top of the wall. “Tribal Leader, I will set up in that tent over there where the general was staying, and you will meet me in there. You have the freedom to bring anyone you like, but please remember that the total number should not exceed four.”

The tribal leader was arguing with his kin but moved them out of the way. Minutes later, the gates opened and out marched the leader and his four.

Nate moved over to the ex-general’s tent with Gerard, Julian, Lujia, Luna, Logren, and Elder Giselle. The remaining individuals in his group were engaged in conversation with one another outside a few tents at a greater distance.

When the barbarians approached the vipers, they moved to the side and skirted around them, but the serpents followed them. After they went in, the serpents stood guard outside.

The tribal leader and two of his group warily sat down at the table inside, the other two stood behind them. Nate, Luna, Lujia, and Elder Giselle were already sitting.

“You got us here,” the tribal leader blurted as he looked over at his son, who was in between Gerard and Julian.

“You know already that we have your youngest and eldest children,” Nate began and looked over at the heir. “If you try anything, they will be the first to be killed.” Nate held his hand up to stop the arguing and angry outbursts and continued, “That’s not a threat, it is a fact. I say that not to get you enraged, but to let you know that I’m wary of dealing with your brethren. Logren shed light on the reasons behind your ongoing raiding and pillaging activities, which have a significant impact on all affected kingdoms. We have felt the impact in our village and that is why we are in your kingdom.”

The tribal leader grunted and said, “With your powers, I am certain that you are telling the truth. My children were with Foth and now they are here. Have you killed many of my brethren then?”

Nate nodded and said, “Yes, we decimated his fortress a few days ago and killed everyone except the children. That is why we are here, actually. We have been trying to find them a home ever since.”

The other barbarians muttered and said that wasn’t possible. Nate pointed over at the corner of the tent and Tribal Leader Foth fell out of the portal.

The barbarians yelped and moved away from the young wizard.

The leader sighed, put his hand over his eyes for a few moments and then said, “So, he is gone. I hope he is at peace now. What is it you want from us?”

Nate grunted and stated, “I want to trade those children and your heir for the princess and any other prisoners you have inside.”

The tribal leader stared at him for almost a minute before he exhaled an exhausted breath. “So be it. I will give you what you desire.”

Nate could tell that the other barbarians wanted to argue about it, but they kept silent.

The leader, rising to his feet, introduced himself as Rhin and extended his hand, which Nate shook. He then took his leave and left the tent with his brethren.

“What is your plan regarding the princess?” Julian asked from behind them.

Nate rose and looked over to reply, “Nothing. We can probably go find the rest of that army and let her go back with them.”

Gerard laughed at his rebuttal. “That isn’t a bad idea. I’m sure that they would be appreciative.”

“Persephone might not want that,” Lujia commented on his scheme.

“You know the princess?” Nate asked and remembered that she was a duchess. 

“She was a friend,” Lujia replied with a sad smile. “A good friend.”

Nate grunted and walked outside to stand by Augustus. Gerard and Julian brought over Logren to stand next to his siblings, who were crying as they hugged him.

The barbarians began speaking in their language, but in a low tone because they were aware that the mage known as Nathanael knew their native language. Logren was shocked, and the heir cast a glance toward the formidable young man, sighing in recognition of his role in saving their lives, despite his vexation.

Minutes went by and finally, the gates reopened as Rhin led out fifteen people. The tribal leader brought the captives over and stopped fifty feet away. Princess Persephone gasped when she looked over at Lujia.

From what Nate saw, she had seen better days. Skinny, unkempt hair, ratty clothes, and sunken eyes.

“So, mage, are you ready to trade?” Tribal Leader Rhin asked as he looked at his children.

Nate grunted and said, “Begin sending them over one at a time, and I will do the same.”

Rhin nodded and began sending over his group, and when Nate saw he kept his word, he began sending over the children. He held Logren back till the very last for leverage, just in case.

When the groups were interchanged, Nate motioned for Logren to join him and walked alongside him. Gerard and Julian hissed at him, but he ignored them. He knew he could fend for himself. Nonetheless, Augustus glided over and stayed by his side.

Nate stopped a few feet from the tribal leader. Rhin was a lot taller than him, but he didn’t cower.

“Tribal Leader Rhin, it was nice to meet you, but I hope we don’t meet again,” Nate said and gestured for Logren to go ahead.

Rhin bowed his head to the young formidable man in front of him and walked off with his children and the other young boys and girls.

“Oh, and one more thing,” Nate called out to them.

The group of barbarians turned and wondered what the young man wanted. Nate made a hand gesture, and a portal opened near them. A body fell from the air and landed hard on the ground, whimpering and groaning in pain.

The barbarians were in shock and Nate laughed. “Here is a peace offering for you, Tribal Leader. I healed his vocal cords that I cut earlier, so now he can use his voice to speak if needed. Or scream in agony.”

Rhin bowed deeply to him and hollered for three of his kin to grab the general. It wasn’t long before the general was hollering for help and pleading his innocence, but they hit him a few times, silencing the idiot.

Nate waited until the gates were closed before he turned and walked over to meet with his group.

Lujia, Luna, and Julian were speaking with the princess, and Gerard and Elder Giselle were speaking with a few humans.

Lujia and the princess were in a deep discussion and spoke in low voices, so Nate went over and waited, sitting down on a seat that emerged from the earth and began eating an apple. He needed to eat something to settle his stomach and ate a peach and plums afterward. They were always ripe in his world, so he didn’t have to wait for the seasons to eat them.

When the discussions were finished, Gerard came over and sighed. “Nathanael, we need to get these people to the Vatos Kingdom, can you help us out with that?”

Nate knew that he wanted him to use his [Gate] spell. The young wizard thought about it for a few moments and turned his attention to the humans behind him. The signs of fatigue on their faces indicated that the barbarians had subjected them to arduous labor.

He felt sorry for them and rose out of his seat, then bowed his head to them. Moments later, Nate moved away from the group and used his spell.

The humans were astonished to see an enormous doorway in front of the mage. Nate stepped back and gestured for them to enter, but they were wary.

Gerard looked over at Julian and said, “I will accompany them to the nearest settlement. Nathanael, the portal opens near what city or town?”

Nate thought about it and replied, “Near Duke Elandros’s territory, I believe. What was the city’s name?” He thought about it for a few moments and said, “Sabron, I think that is what Joshua told me.”

“Sabron?” Gerard asked him to confirm. He didn’t know of this Joshua that the young man spoke of.

“Yes, that’s correct,” Nate confirmed with a shrug. “That’s the only place that I have been to that wasn’t a village. Of course, the location I’m speaking of isn’t that close to the city, you will have to trek the rest of the way. Maybe a few kilometers away.”

Gerard shook his head in disbelief and stated, “That is where the good duke lives. Huh, well, that’s a suitable location to take them. Man, I thought that I would never have to go back there.”

Julian looked worried, prompting Nate to question Gerard’s aversion to going to Sabron. Then he remembered that Gerard was in Duke Elandros’s army.

“Do you have unpleasant recollections of being there?” Nate asked politely. He let go of his spell, and the portal closed.

Gerard smiled sadly and shrugged. “Growing up in a knight’s family, I wanted to follow in my father’s footsteps. All my thoughts were consumed by that, and he wholeheartedly embraced it, prompting me to devote my time and efforts to that chosen path. It was pretty great until we were ambushed, and I lost my battalion in a battle against the Norsemen. That is the moment in which my life was nearly extinguished, as I narrowly escaped. Following an altercation with my commanding officer, I was relieved of my duty and faced social exclusion.”

Nate was intrigued now and blurted, “Really? Did you kill them?”

Gerard shook his head no. “I did not kill him because I would have been killed myself since he was the duke’s heir.”

“The heir?” Julian questioned in disbelief. “You fought with the heir, and you were only banished?”

The others were captivated by the story and listened intently.

Gerard snorted and replied with a calm tone, “Yeah, Duke Elandros was lenient, and I left with my head hanging and tail between my legs. After that incident, my family cast me aside, causing me to embark on my own journey, ultimately leading us to where we are now.”

Wow, that is quite the story. I can see how he would be wary of going back there.

Nate was curious and asked, “Is Duke Elandros still alive? Or is the heir in charge now?”

Gerard shrugged and said, “Not sure and don’t care. We still need to take these good people to a safe location, and that is as good as any.”

One lady nearby butted into their conversation. “Duke Elandros is still alive and governing.”

Nate looked over at the human and nodded to her before moving his attention back to his friend. “If you choose to accompany them to the city, it will require a significant amount of time for you to make your way back to the village. Should you encounter any difficulties, you will be without help. So, I will accompany you, and once your task is complete, I will ensure our safe return home.”

Lujia and Luna began arguing with him, saying he needed to accompany them home because it was dangerous to go into the Vatos Kingdom with his powers, but he stopped them with a stare and then looked up as the Blackblood Viper leaned down and hissed. The women took a step back in alarm and then reprimanded him for having his summoned beasts nearby.

“Ladies, rest assured that I am capable of handling my own affairs, and as evident, I have support,” Nate informed them. “I’ll be careful, so you won’t need to worry about me. If we are in danger, then I can get us out of it with no one following us.”

Luna and Lujia muttered their agreement, still not keen on him going to the human kingdom, especially without them.

“Before I go, what are your plans? Are you going to locate the army that just scattered?”

Princess Persephone looked over at Lujia, who responded, “No, we want you to open a portal to the village so that Persephone can recover before she returns to the capital.”

Nate did not consider it a wise idea to have a royal residing in the village, as it presented a potentially hazardous situation, particularly for him.

Luna observed the expression on his face. “I understand your concerns, son, but it is the most prudent decision for the time being. The rest of the group will also be going there, as it provides them with a gradual reentry into society.”

Nate grunted and said, “Okay then, are you ready to go?”

Julian nodded; Luna and Lujia said that they were ready. Nate moved away from the others and used his spell to open the portal. Luna and Lujia kissed him on the cheek before they entered after Julian. The remaining individuals proceeded accordingly, and when the last person had gone through, he patiently lingered for a brief interval before stopping the incantation and dismissing his conjured creatures.

Taking a breath, Nate looked over at Gerard and said, “Are you ready for this?”

The warrior scoffed and retorted, “No, but I guess it doesn’t matter if I’m not. So, let us be on our way.”

Nate grunted and used his [Gate] spell for them to travel swiftly to the Vatos Kingdom.


Chapter 44

As they exited the portal, Nate and Gerard moved away to let the humans have room to move about freely. The observers were amazed as they visually examined the surroundings and realized their close proximity to a forest with abundant trees and thick foliage.

“That spell still amazes me, my friend,” Gerard praised and patted Nate on the shoulder. “I’m glad that you are with us. Traveling here would have taken a day or two at least.”

Nate smirked and said, “Not a problem, your tab is still running though.”

Gerard let out a chuckle in response to Nate’s attempt at humor, then shifted his focus to the individuals standing behind them.

“All right, let’s get you to a safe place,” he declared and began walking west.

Nate followed behind the group with Augustus to guard them from the rear. Gerard would take the front if anyone accosted them.

The group was still wary of the specter, which Nate could understand, and didn’t hold it against them.

The young wizard knew that it would take some time before they reached the city, so he kept his mind clear and scanned for any danger.

When they came to a stop and took a moment to rest, Nate generously distributed rations and water to the group, a gesture that was warmly received.

As Nate was eating some nuts and berries, a few of them asked his age. He disclosed this information, not caring if they knew, but a few individuals inquired about how he could execute such remarkable and formidable magic at his age. They wondered why he wasn’t at an academy of some sort.

The young wizard shrugged and advised that he had a mentor that privately taught him what was needed to achieve the level of magic he was at. They nodded and changed the subject to something else.

Nate was aware that in the near future, he would have to start searching for a new place to live. Too many people knew about him now. His mother would be sad, but she would understand. It was possible that Lujia might become upset and choose not to leave with him, but they would discuss that soon.

After their rest, the group continued their journey toward Sabron.

As they reached the outskirts of the city, Gerard stopped and exhaled a few breaths. He was nervous about entering the city after all these years.

In deep thought, he gazed upon the location where he’d spent a considerable amount of time growing up and residing, wondering about the potential divergent path he might have taken had his battalion managed to evade the ambush.

Gerard also questioned why he had never chosen to settle down and start a family. He then remembered that his face was marked by a large scar and understood that women looked upon him with pity, although this interpretation may have been influenced by his self-perception that he was undesirable.

The warrior caressed his face, his fingertips coming into contact with the area where the scar had once been. A sense of satisfaction washed over him as he realized it was no longer there, a testament to the abilities of the young mage accompanying him on this journey.

The gift Nathanael had given him was beyond repayment, particularly considering his extraordinary acts of healing and limb regeneration. Gerard had no intention of squandering the gift, so he made extensive plans to maximize its value.

“You okay up there, Gerard?” Nate asked from behind.

Gerard blinked and smiled, realizing that he had temporarily become absorbed in his own thoughts, resulting in a delay for the group.

“Sorry, everyone, I was just remembering some things,” Gerard said and exhaled a deep breath. “Let’s continue then.”

The human warrior approached the city with a slight spring in his step, ready to get this over with. He escorted them to the main entrance and, facing no obstacles, headed toward the nearest temple. At this point, Nate had Augustus go back to his Personal Dimension because he wanted to keep a low profile and didn’t want people to freak out.

When they reached the temple, they saw an acolyte outside, so Gerard approached and explained the situation. Because she was only a junior acolyte, the lady rushed off to find a senior acolyte who could handle this.

Following a short wait, the group was directed to a meeting room. Gerard and Nate had hoped to part ways with the ladies but circumstances compelled them to accompany the group.

Three senior acolytes and a priestess came into the room to listen to the group’s testimonies as Nate and Gerard were directed to a distinct chamber away from the rest, a situation that suited them as they desired a swift departure from the city.

The pair observed the expansive chamber and engaged in conversation before deciding to take a brief respite, as the duration of the wait exceeded their initial expectations. After an hour, the door was opened, and a priestess and priest from the temple entered.

They sat down and asked for their testimonies about what had transpired when they rescued the group. Nate was hesitant to give his recollection, not wanting to let anyone know of his powers.

At that moment, the room was illuminated by a radiant light, causing everyone present to be temporarily blinded. When Nate’s vision was restored, he beheld a stunning woman with black hair and captivating green eyes standing beside him.

Casting a glance toward Gerard and the two individuals from the temple, the young wizard sought to comprehend the situation. Alas, they remained motionless, their arms steadfastly covering their eyes.

“They cannot see me, young one,” the beautiful lady advised him with a grin. “And they will not hear our conversation because I have put us in a time bubble.”

This woman was clearly powerful to be able to do what she claimed. Recognizing that there was no need for levity in this particular context, Nate stood up and respectfully performed a bow toward the woman.

“I am at a loss,” Nate said to the woman. “May I ask who you are?”

The woman smirked and said, “Are you sure you want to know, young one?”

Nate was confused now, why would he not want to know?

“I’m just playing, young Nathanael,” the beautiful lady grinned. “My name is Ophelia.”

The name she mentioned bore a resemblance to that of the goddess of light, but he had no details about the goddess’s physical appearance. Nate could discern that the dress the woman before him had on, along with the gold necklace and earrings, were luxurious. It seemed that she possessed considerable wealth and had undergone extensive education, as she had the ability to manipulate time, which was an extraordinary power. Was this the goddess, and why had she shown herself to him?

“Is everything okay?” Ophelia asked, interrupting his thoughts.

“I’m sorry, my lady,” Nate replied in a polite tone. “I was just thinking about something, but it is nice to meet you, Lady Ophelia.”

The lady chuckled softly and said, “Such a gentleman, and you possess a calm demeanor, which is quite refreshing, considering that most mortals are usually in a state of panic or extreme nervousness when in the presence of a goddess.”

With a sigh and a troubled breath, Nate questioned why a goddess would seek him out. Was it to ask where he got his powers from? No, Augustus said the gods showed him visions of him with those powers, so why was she here?

“Still not moving away or displaying any fear,” the Goddess Ophelia commented. “I’m impressed.”

Nate cleared his throat a few times before being able to speak, “It is not that I’m without fear. I’m trying to figure out why you are visiting me at this temple. Or is this your temple?”

That would make sense. Of course, I didn’t pay attention to who they worshipped.

Ophelia nodded and replied, “Yes, this is my temple, but I was hoping that I would have been able to visit you sooner.”

Nate was left even more perplexed by this turn of events. However, he remembered Augustus and how he had emphasized the whimsical nature of the gods. Therefore, he decided to wait patiently until she revealed her intentions.

“Okay, Goddess Ophelia,” Nate said in a calm tone, even though he wasn’t all that calm. “Is that what I should call you? I’m not well-versed in the complexities of nobility and deities.”

She shook her head, and her eyes were troubled, but those emotions cleared in an instance as she said, “You can call me M-… I am sorry, but my time runs short. Your time in your village is almost up, young one. People are becoming increasingly curious in the kingdoms and are preparing to begin their search for you. As a result of the rescues, accounts of your power, and the eradication of the barbarians, the royals and nobility have taken notice. This will be even more pertinent when they find out about your rescue of the princess of Esulon.”

Nate groaned and nodded. “I know, and I was going to prepare when I return home.”

Ophelia came over and placed her hand on his shoulder. “I understand that you want to live where others aren’t privy to you or your powers. I can respect that, but please do not hold back if anyone needs you. The world needs those who step up for those who cannot defend themselves. What you have done for your loved ones, friends, and neighbors is tremendous.”

Emitting a grunt, he opted to withhold his words while she lovingly stroked his face, as if she intended to immortalize the moment in her memory.

“Okay, Nathanael, I must leave now, but I will see you again,” the goddess proclaimed and vanished in front of his eyes. Once again, the intense brightness caused him temporary blindness, prompting him to blink in order to refocus his vision on the room.

The others in the room were trying to get themselves together. The priestess gasped and scanned the room, searching for something.

“What is it, Lucille?” the priest asked with concern.

The priestess reverently declared, “The room has been graced by the goddess, and I can unmistakably sense her presence.” She humbly kneeled and prostrated herself.

The priest executed a hand gesture and uttered a prayer while assuming a kneeling posture.

Gerard looked over at Nate and was wondering if he saw something, but he told him all he saw was the bright light. The human warrior said he saw the same thing.

The pair patiently waited for the two individuals to stand up and resume, but they were not afforded the opportunity to do so. As the door opened, several guards entered, causing the priest and priestess to quickly stand up to see who was interrupting.

An older gentleman, a younger version of the older guy, and two women. One of them, Nate recognized. Selene.

What is she doing here?


Chapter 45

Gerard looked shocked as he gazed upon his former duke and friend. He was happy to see him until he glanced over to see his son and heir. 

The human warrior looked at the heir with disdain and scoffed before looking over at Nathanael.

“It’s time for us to leave.”

Nathanael expressed his acceptance of the situation, as he preferred that these individuals remain uninformed beyond their current knowledge. He nodded to the man and was about to move when the duke spoke.

“Gerard, we would like you to stay,” the duke said calmly.

Selene looked over at Nathanael and smiled but didn’t say anything.

“Why would I stay here and listen to your gabble since you banished me? The only reason I’m here is because we rescued those we brought to this temple.”

“Indeed, I would like to express my gratitude for your actions, and on behalf of the king himself, I extend my thanks for successfully reuniting me with my grandson and daughter,” Duke Elandros said.

The heir gave his thanks as well.

Gerard scoffed and retorted, “I don’t need your thanks. Besides, it wasn’t me who saved them.”

The duke looked over at Nathanael and said, “Indeed, Selene told me about the remarkable young man who came into a barbarian horde’s fortress and annihilated them. Thank you for saving my family and the many others that were being enslaved.”

Nate nodded to the duke, not caring what he had to say. The duke had treated Gerard unfairly, so he would not speak to him unless he had to.

The duke took his silence for him to go on. “I would like to invite you back to my estate, young man, so we can speak about your exploits. Selene told me some very interesting details.”

Nate smiled and shook his head, “I will politely decline that invitation, sir. My family is waiting for me, so we need to go.”

Gerard came over to Nate’s side as the duke attempted to politely ask him to accompany him back to his estate. The priest and priestess asserted that the Goddess Ophelia had bestowed her blessings upon this location, attributing it to the young man who had rescued the captives.

Selene approached Nate and tightly embraced him, murmuring that she had no involvement in this matter and genuinely appreciated everything he had done for them. Additionally, she cautioned him that others would begin their pursuit of him now that the king had been informed of his deeds.

Nate sighed and thanked her for the information. After that statement, he didn’t care if the others saw his magic. With a hand gesture and his [Gate] spell, a portal opened beside them.

The duke and his entourage, including the priest and priestess, gaped at this use of magic. None could speak at the astonishing feat he had performed.

Gerard went through first and as Nate was about to go through, he stopped and warned, “I’m giving you a piece of advice, Duke Elandros. Do not come looking for me, things may not end up how you want them to. Oh, and spread the word for me, please. Selene, it was great to see you again.”

He then went through the portal as they all looked on in awe.

As Nate and Gerard emerged from the other end of the portal, they found themselves back at the entrance of the small village they had come from. The suns were setting, casting a warm orange hue over the landscape, and the birds were chirping in the trees. It was a peaceful sight, one that Nate was grateful for after what had happened at the temple.

Gerard looked over at Nate and asked, “What do you think they’re going to do?”

Nate shrugged and replied, “I have no idea. But I have a feeling that we haven’t seen the last of them.”

The human warrior nodded in agreement before turning to head back to his home. Nate followed suit, walking alongside him in silence.

The two of them stood there for a moment longer before Gerard spoke up, “It’s probably best if I go and catch up on everything that has happened since we left. You take care of yourself, Nate.”

Nate smiled. “You too, Gerard. And thanks again for everything.”

The warrior waved goodbye before disappearing into his house. Nate watched him go and then turned to head back to his own home.

As he walked, he couldn’t help but think about what lay ahead.

After arriving home, his parents were happy to see him and concerned why it took them so long. Nate informed them about what happened, leaving out meeting a goddess. He would need to speak with Augustus about it at some point; he knew that the specter would have something to say about it.

Luna and William were silent for some time, contemplating what they should prepare for.

“It seems the timeline for your departure is upon us.” Luna sighed, and her shoulders slumped.

“Maybe.” William nodded. “But we shouldn’t be so hasty to jump to conclusions yet.”

Luna scoffed and retorted to her thick-headed husband, “Really, William? We shouldn’t be jumping to conclusions just yet? Duke Elandros has seen his face, and he was accompanied by Gerard, whom he knows. I would think this is the right time to be hasty in our conclusions.”

Nate exhaled heavily and shook his head, knowing that eventually he would have to leave.

The three spoke a bit more before eating and going to bed early.

The next morning, the young wizard worked on his chores and made sure that things were functioning correctly with his mother’s business before he ventured into his Personal Realm to check on things there.

He met Augustus, and they discussed the maintenance of the gardens, assessing whether any supplies were depleting or if any crops needed to be harvested, considering the advantage of being able to do so at any point within that realm rather than being restricted by seasonal constraints.

Nothing out of the ordinary needed to be done, so Nate discussed what happened at the temple, and Augustus was mute on most of it. In his interpretation, the goddess visiting him was a rare event, something they only did when they had a purpose or requirement. The specter chose not to offer any comments on the matter, leaving it to Nate for interpretation.

The young wizard let out a sigh and assumed the specter failed to comment because he had no desire to be entangled in the situation involving the deity.

After that, they discussed him leaving the village for good. Augustus gave him valuable information about that since his former self had to move around a lot. One thing he was good at was hiding in plain sight or deep in the woods or mountains where no one could find him.

Nate questioned whether that was his desired course of action, as he reminisced about the goddess’s advice to use his talents to provide aid to those in need.    

Augustus reminded him of the crates of weapons and supplies that he took from the barbarians that he needed to go through. It could prove useful for him to adopt a fabricated occupation for future ventures, such as that of a merchant or armorer, to aid in his seamless integration elsewhere.

When they finished their discussions, Nate left the domain after making sure there was nothing that the specter needed.

Nate strolled into the village to meet up with Lujia. She wished to see him upon his return, yet yesterday he decided against burdening her with any additional matters, considering her already busy schedule with the elven princess.

When he reached the gorgeous elf’s abode, Nate knocked on the door. After almost a minute, the door opened to reveal Lujia in a sundress that fit her snugly around every curve that she had. He knew he was drooling and expressed admiration for what he saw, while Lujia responded to his gaze with a smirk.

The elf embraced him and kissed his cheek before saying, “Hey, you, I missed you yesterday.”

Nate exhaled audibly and recounted, “Yes, a situation arose at the temple, compelling us to make a swift departure.”  

Lujia sighed. “Gerard has relayed the events to us. The presence of Duke Elandros, considering Gerard’s past, likely created an uncomfortable atmosphere. I can only imagine why he wanted you to join them at his estate.”

Nate shrugged and changed the subject, “How is your new assistant?”

He was attempting humor but also wished to refrain from disclosing the presence of a princess in her residence, unless she desired it to be public knowledge.

Lujia led him inside without an answer until she closed the door. “She is resting. The poor thing has been through a lot.”

“I can empathize,” he said, thinking about her arduous encounter with the barbarians. “She has suffered a great deal over the past few weeks.”

Lujia shook her head and said, “It hasn’t just been the last few weeks, but the last few years living within the palace and having to deal with her violent brothers and ruthless mother. “

“Ah,” Nate muttered in understanding now.

The elf queen was ruthless and conniving, he could only wonder what the princess had to go through on a daily basis. Nate felt fortunate to have remained detached from the realm of politics, where one must constantly be on guard against potential betrayal.

The discussion went to other things, like what his plans were for the day and the week. He responded with a shrug and told her the usual chores and sparring if Gerard was up for it.

Lujia then sighed and asked about his future plans. She knew what the answer was going to be, but the elf kept a smile on her face when he revealed that he would be leaving the village.

She nodded and understood what would happen if the kingdoms searched for him. “So, we have a few weeks together?” The woman wanted to know how long before he actually left.

Nate reluctantly nodded his answer. “That would be my hope, but who knows what will happen from now till then.”

Lujia grunted and hugged him, placing her arms around him before murmuring in his chest, “I’m not happy about that, but we will take it day by day. I still have a few lessons to give you.”

She pulled her head back from his chest and grinned broadly at his nod. He was uncertain about the specifics of those lessons, but if they resembled the last few, he enthusiastically endorsed them.

The pair were interrupted by someone walking into the kitchen. Nate looked over to see the princess up and dressed in attire similar to that of the woman in his arms. She cleaned up real nice, beautiful like most of her race.

“Nathanael, this is Persephone, the second prin-,” Lujia began to introduce them but was cut off.

“Just Persephone,” the lady elf informed him as she stood at the counter.

Lujia scoffed and shook her head at the declaration. “Persephone, you can’t just lose your status because you want to. So, what are your plans going forward anyway?”

The princess shrugged and began eating a piece of fruit from a plate on the counter. “It is my preference to never return to the capital, as that would be the most ideal scenario. However, it would require me to live in seclusion for the remainder of my life, a sacrifice I am prepared to make. Even if this means needing to consistently move between different cities, towns, or villages.”

Lujia blew out her breath and considered what her friend had said. “Well, we’ll have to speak with the council about you staying here, they may not allow it for more than a couple weeks.”

Persephone shrugged. “If that is what they want, I can comprehend their ruling. It’s understandable that one would not wish to incur the queen’s wrath. However, unless they were aware of my location, they wouldn’t come here.”

Nate didn’t agree with that assumption, he was probably on their minds as well.

“It is not just you that they will come for, Persephone,” Lujia warned and looked over at him. “He is more important than finding you at this point. Especially, since he gave the barbarians their heir back and handed them General Tolith.”

Persephone giggled at that reminder. “I can only imagine what was said regarding losing the heir and Tolith. Mother will now be without one of the most loyal to her causes. That could tip the balance in Esulon.”

Nate couldn’t hold his question in and asked, “Are you saying there may be an uprising then?”

Persephone snorted and shrugged. “It’s possible. Mother has a tight hold on the nobles, but if her adversaries see even a slight chance to gut her, then they will take it.”

Nate was filled with disbelief. Things in Esulon were even worse than he had originally thought.

At that point, the conversation took a different direction, and the princess sought information about Nate’s powers and his personal history, specifically how he managed to catch the interest of Duchess Lujia.

The mentioned blushed a few times as they discussed their relationship and quickly moved to a different topic as soon as she could. Nate revealed a portion of his abilities to her, ensuring that the majority remained undisclosed in case she was brought back to the capital.

The day went by quickly and when they finished dinner, Nate left after Lujia whispered into his ear about meeting her within his domain tonight. He grinned and agreed to that.

As he left her abode, the young wizard could only shake his head at the remarkable strength that the princess had. She had revealed that she was physically and mentally abused by her family all her life. Growing up in that particular environment must have presented numerous challenges, especially for the second daughter, who seemed to receive little attention or concern for her actions or whereabouts.

When he got home, his parents expressed their wish to spend some time with him, to which he agreed and devoted the rest of the night. At least until they went to bed. He then met up with Lujia within his realm when he opened the doorway that attached to her bedroom.

She wore revealing clothing, most of her skin displayed. The young wizard loved what he saw and complimented her.

Lujia smirked and did a seductive dance for him before removing her attire for him to gaze at her. As he stammered, the elf told him it was time for him to learn his final lessons.


Chapter 46

When he woke in his bed within his Personal Realm, Nate was initially perplexed, but sensing the unclothed flesh next to him, his grin nearly caused his face to split.

It was a splendid night of education, and it was apparent that he aced it, judging by Lujia’s audible responses. The woman unabashedly vocalized her screams and moans, fortunately in a setting that shielded others from being awakened.

Lujia moved and woke, smiling up at him. Her beautiful eyes held mischief and lust. She asked how his sleep was and after kissing him a few times, she pulled him on top of her for another learning session.

An hour later, he used a cleaning spell on both of them before they went their separate ways. His mother would have breakfast ready, and if he was late, then he wouldn’t hear the end of it.

Nate thought about that and knew he needed to get his own place, but with his future in the village in question, he would wait and see before making decisions about that.

Luna had breakfast waiting for him and was eating when he came out of his room. She looked perturbed, and he was aware that his mother likely entered his room to inform him that breakfast was ready, only to find him absent.

The young wizard cursed to himself but eventually shrugged and greeted his mother good morning. She grunted and continued eating her bacon and toast as he dug into his eggs without another word.

When he finished, Nate thanked her for the meal and rose to clean up. She refrained from uttering her retort and let him clean up while remaining immersed in thought at the table, accompanied by her cup of coffee.

As Nate methodically placed the dishes in their designated places, Luna humbly thanked him for tidying up and apologized for her morning introspection. “My intention was solely to have breakfast with you. However, in your absence, I became perturbed, which was unwarranted. You’re an adult now and will make your own decisions. I just know that time is not on my side, and you will eventually leave us.”

Nate went over to hug her and told her that even when he left, it wouldn’t be forever. He would come and visit.

She nodded and embraced him, then rose to dress in her work attire before heading out to her store. Lujia was going out hunting with Persephone, leaving Nate to his own plans.

Nate went to spar and had a great time with Gerard and Julian, who had some new people in their training sessions. Ones who were not normally there, but after the raids, they took it upon themselves to learn. Nate commended them for it.

He then helped some elders with some repairs on their homes and other minimal duties.

Monica emerged to engage in conversation with him and extended an invitation for dinner later in the week. She had some things to take care of in the next few days. Without hesitation, he readily accepted her invitation, being aware of the woman’s exceptional culinary skills. At least, that was what he had heard.

Upon completing his final repair, thoughts of the dinner with Monica occupied his mind, leading him to contemplate Lujia’s potential reaction. Considering the changed dynamics of their relationship, he would need to speak with her to ensure it was acceptable. The young wizard lacked experience in romantic relationships, resulting in limited knowledge in that domain. 

Once it was time for dinner, he had completed the repairs for the elders, who expressed great appreciation for his help. The restorations were not as challenging as they had expected, thanks to his abilities.

Nate passed his lover on the way to his home, and she kissed him tenderly, whispering that she needed to clean up but wanted to know if they could meet up again tonight. She had thoroughly enjoyed herself the previous night and expressed her admiration for him. Persephone was nearby and heard the conversation. She walked away giggling as he blushed.

Lujia kissed him again after he told her he needed to speak with her about something. She nodded and left him to watch her hips swaying in her trousers. Lujia looked over her shoulder, catching him stare at her and giggled.

Nate sighed and smiled as he turned to go home for dinner.

When the two met up that night, Nate discussed with her the dinner with Monica. She shrugged and told him that she didn’t have an issue with it. The situation wasn’t rare; there were families out there with multiple partners in the world. Lujia expressed to him the need for him to explore relationships with other women, emphasizing his youth and the opportunity for growth through mistakes. She was determined not to obstruct his journey toward becoming a mature individual.

However, she made it clear that she intended to be considered one of his female acquaintances. Lujia giggled at the expression on his face and told him not to worry about it for now until he had to. The significance of a meal with Monica was minimal, causing him to dismiss it from his thoughts and concentrate on the captivating elf next to him.

The week passed swiftly and his nightly encounters with Lujia were exceptional, as he familiarized himself with her preferences for pleasure.

Persephone was amicable and courteous as she formed connections with the fellow villagers, yet Nate discerned her perpetual caution toward individuals, particularly those of the opposite gender. He assumed this was due to the abuse suffered earlier in her life.

The time came for the meal with Monica, and she had a neighbor look after her kids while they ate and conversed. Nate found out more about the tiger woman, how fiercely protective she was of her kids and her loved ones. There was an air of mischievousness about her, as evidenced by her penchant for making jokes and occasionally rubbing his arms affectionately.

Nate was having a great time as she brought out dessert, a homemade pie. The aroma was delightful, prompting him to eagerly bite into the delightfully crispy crust and the exquisite filling.

As he was indulging in the dessert, Nate wasn’t paying attention to where Monica was. After consuming the piece of pie, the young wizard raised his gaze to locate her and express admiration for the scrumptious dessert. But he stammered when he saw she was now wearing a negligee, which showed off her curves and tanned skin.

The woman smiled as she observed his reaction. She then elegantly placed her foot on the stool beside her and proceeded to caress her leg, starting from her foot and moving all the way up to her hip. Her intention was to showcase her beautifully tanned legs.    

Nate was captivated. As she faced him again, he found out that Monica was wearing transparent panties. She proudly showcased her womanhood, inviting him to look.

He gulped and rose from his chair at the table. That was the signal for her to approach and reach up to caress his face.

“I know that you have had nightly encounters with Lujia, she told me about them,” Monica informed him with a grin, showing her sharp teeth. “I have no problems sharing, Nathanael, and I don’t believe she does either. But for now, let’s focus on indulging in pleasure and setting aside any worries about relationships. That comes from getting to know each other better, and hopefully, we have time for that going forward. However, I need to reward you for rescuing us, anyway.”

Monica giggled and winked at him as she gently guided him to her bedroom. Nate surrendered to being led, contemplating her words, and ultimately complied. With the closure of the bedroom door, Nate transported both of them to his abode within his realm instead of her place of residence. He sought greater privacy, particularly in the event she resembled Lujia during moments of pleasure. 

Monica shed her attire and slowly got up on the bed after she had praised him for thinking of privacy. When in position, she gave him the come-hither look.

With a smile, he complied after undressing.


Chapter 47

Time swiftly flew by over the next four weeks, as the young wizard remained consistently occupied. Throughout the day, he attended to various responsibilities, engaged in sparring sessions when opportunities arose, offered assistance to individuals requiring help, and supported his mother in the operation of her store. His father also needed him to hunt because winter was upon them. In the upcoming weeks, snowfall was expected. This would cover everything and required them to secure fresh meat and make preparations.

His nightly activities consisted of him splitting his time between Lujia and Monica. Both women were affectionate and cuddlers afterward, which suited Nate fine, but he was still in awe that the two women wanted to be with him. The young wizard understood that when he departed, he would be leaving them behind as well. Lujia had the responsibility of caring for her daughter, while Monica had the task of looking after her two children. However, he intended to make the most of his time with them and acquire knowledge about relationships and women in general.

Lujia mentioned to him what happened with the council regarding Persephone. She was allowed to remain on probationary status under the condition that if the queen and her representatives were to inquire about her, she would have to be surrendered to them. In relation to other individuals who were actively seeking her and causing disruption, they would engage in a discussion before making their decision.

The beautiful elf mentioned to him a backup plan for the princess to go into hiding. Nate was curious and asked about it and she was silent for a bit before whispering to him, asking him in a pleading manner to provide a place for her to hide in like he did the captives when they rescued them from the barbarians.

Nate still had the place available and was using the ley lines to power it, so he didn’t see why they couldn’t use it. Lujia sighed in relief, and kissed his cheek, thanking him. Persephone thanked him as well.

++++

Toward the end of the week, Luna was attempting to finalize a sale in order to close the shop for the night when the door unexpectedly opened and the bell chimed, alerting the workers to the arrival of a customer.

“Sorry, we’re closed,” Luna hollered out as she gave the last customer their change. “Thank you, please come again.”

The customer smiled and left with their purchases. Luna looked over at the entrance to see that four people were there waiting. Two were wearing armor, and two were wearing mage robes. The last one she knew; it was Elder Giselle.

Luna walked over and said, “Elder, is there a problem?”

“Sorry to bother you, dear, but do you know where Nathanael is?” Giselle asked in a polite, calm tone.

Luna went on alert and stared at the newcomers a few moments, sizing them up before replying, “I do not, Elder Giselle.”

“Don’t play games with us, woman,” the mage with a red robe, a fire mage, sneered at her. “We know that he is here with Gerard.”

Giselle sighed and shook her head, knowing the fire mages were hardheaded and temper-driven.

The other mage, dressed in a green robe, a nature mage, rolled her eyes at the man beside her.

He didn’t faze Luna, she just chuckled and said, “There are no games being played here. I don’t know where Nathanael is at the moment. He could be halfway across the kingdom for all I know.”

Her retort just made the fire mage angrier. The nature mage stepped in and said, “Ma’am, we need to see him about a very important matter. Any information about his whereabouts would help.”

Luna was intrigued now and wanted to know what they wanted with her son. “What do you need with him? I’m not going to say anything until you tell me.”

The two in armor stepped forward, about to take her into custody but were held back by the nature mage.

“Don’t think that you can come into our village and boss anyone around,” Elder Giselle hissed. “This isn’t the Vatos Kingdom.”

“We are sorry about that, Elder Giselle,” the nature mage apologized. “We just need to see him. As you know, with the information we gave you, this village is in danger, and we need to get this information to him before things get out of hand.”

Elder Giselle exhaled a troubled breath and turned her attention to Luna. “I’m sorry, dear, but we need to find Nathanael. You can come with us and find out the details of the situation.”

The fire mage murmured under his breath something about the duke’s business, but Luna ignored it, as did everyone else. She closed the shop after escorting everyone out.

When the door closed, Luna began walking in the direction she thought Nate was in. Nathanael was supposed to help Monica with something this afternoon, but she didn’t know what and how long it would take. He was spending a lot of time with her and Lujia, but she kept her comments to herself regarding his love life. He needed to figure things out on his own.

When they reached the residence, Luna knocked on the door, but no one answered. They heard noises inside, so they knocked again and again, but like before, no one came to the door. They all heard sounds from inside but couldn’t decipher what they were.

Luna directed her gaze toward Giselle, shrugged her shoulders, and proceeded to inspect the door’s accessibility. Once she confirmed it was open, she entered without hesitation. Giselle tried to get her to stop but the woman went in, followed by the others.

The small group entered without the two armed soldiers, who took up guard outside. When they were closer, the group heard the noise louder than before and as they came around the corner, their eyes went wide as they saw a man and woman indulging in pleasure at the kitchen table. The woman was bent over with her eyes closed, trying to hold in her moans. The man behind was grunting, also trying to keep the noise down.

Luna gasped and put her hand over her mouth as they found where Nathanael was. Giselle copied the mother, but the two mages enjoyed the show.

The pair must have realized they weren’t alone anymore and looked over. Monica smirked and said, “Hiya, folks, we will be done shortly.”

Nathanael grunted one more time and lay over her naked back.

“See, told ya.” Monica giggled as she rose.

Nathanael didn’t care who it was that entered the room, he wasn’t going to stop because Monica would have demanded for him to continue. He finally looked over and saw his mother with Elder Giselle and two others in mage robes. Luna was wide-eyed as her son began getting dressed without a word. Giselle stared at the young man and his manhood, smiling unabashedly.

“Getting a good look, Giselle?” Monica asked as she smirked at the elder of her village, knowing what she was staring at. She didn’t care if they stared at her naked body and didn’t cover up.

The two mages weren’t ashamed as they stared at the naked flesh in front of them.

Giselle cleared her throat and said, “Yes, well, Nathanael, can we speak to you in private?”

He grunted and when dressed, Monica kissed his lips tenderly and thanked him for the quickie. Nate chuckled and shook his head at the woman as she left the room.

Nate turned his attention to his mother and Elder Giselle. “What do you need to speak to me about?”

“Follow us, half-breed,” the fire mage snorted and glared at the half-elf. “There is no need for you to say anything, just listen so we can get out of this backwater.”

With a penetrating stare, Nate observed the arrogant mage standing in front of him, likely in his late twenties. Without a word from Nate, the fire mage left the residence with the others following. They moved outside with the two armed soldiers in tow.

“What are two soldiers from the army of Duke Elandros doing here?” Nate asked in confusion.

The fire mage scoffed and turned to him, getting in his face. “I told you half-breed, don’t talk.”

The nature mage was trying to get her colleague to calm down, but he wouldn’t listen. Luna and Giselle were vocally reprimanding him, demanding that he stop, but Nate was resolute in not tolerating his insults.

With a hand gesture, Nate severed the mage’s vocal cords. As the fire mage put his hands over his throat, he tried to speak but couldn’t. The guy gasped and attempted to make noise, but nothing would come out. The nature mage was confused and concerned about what was going on and asked what was happening.

The fire mage pointed at his throat and then at Nate, demonstrating to her that he had done something. The nature mage turned to the young half-elf to say something, but before she could get a word out, vines emerged from the ground to pull her, the fire mage, and the two soldiers to the ground, pinning them.

Villagers around the area came over to see what was going on since Elder Giselle had been hollering.

When the four were pinned to the ground, Nate crouched and said, “Now, I’m going to ask nicely one more time: What are you doing here?”

The nature mage cursed and sneered. “How are you doing this? I’m a nature mage and able to use that kind of magic. I should be able to dispel this magic spell.”

Nate chuckled and shook his head at her. “Not if I am more powerful than you. That is an early lesson at the academy, is it not?”

She went red with anger but kept her comments to herself.

“Now, answer the question.”

“I don’t know who you are, but we heard about your exploits from other accounts, so we were sent here to warn you and the village about the kingdoms sending soldiers to seek you out and find out whose side you are on,” the nature mage revealed. “The Vatos Kingdom is sending them from another garrison, since you have had dealings with Duke Elandros and saved his family members. The king wants an audience with you. And the Esulon queen is sending an army for you and to bring her daughter, Princess Persephone back to the capital.”

Nate listened to her rant, wondering why these people were here then.

“Then why is Duke Elandros warning us?” Luna asked in confusion.

“Because he saved Lady Selene and his grandson,” the nature mage answered with a sigh.

“This is going to get dicey,” Giselle commented. “We can’t hold off an army. How many are being sent from the human garrison?”

The nature mage said that she didn’t know but at least a company of soldiers.

Giselle exhaled a troubled breath and glanced at Nathanael. “Can you let them up? I need to speak with the other council members since word will spread in no time as others around heard.”

Nate nodded and let them up but didn’t fix the fire mage’s voice yet. He pointed at his throat, wanting Nate to fix it. The young wizard smirked and said he had to wait until they were released from the council.

“I’m sorry, Nathanael,” Giselle apologized and patted him on the shoulder. “Your time here is probably up.”

Nate nodded and hugged his mother to him. He fixed the vocal cords on the fire mage. The man emitted a low growl at him, but subsequently turned and departed, with the rest of his group trailing behind Elder Giselle.

“Let’s go speak with your father,” Luna said and walked arm in arm with Nate toward their house.

Lujia found him with Persephone, who joined them when Luna informed the two they were needed.

The four walked into the house and sat down, discussing what happened and planning their next steps. Persephone looked over at Nate, “I’m not prepared to leave for another village or town yet as I wasn’t able to acquire a residence. Can we use the backup plan for now?”

Nate nodded and told her it was ready. Luna and William were curious but didn’t pry into their business, especially if it meant that the princess was in hiding somewhere. The two could answer truthfully that they didn’t know where if a truth spell was cast.

Lujia and Persephone went to their home and prepared for the latter to leave, but Nate was ready for his journey. He had prepared weeks ago. He let his parents know that tomorrow would be the day. They were sad, but they both understood.


Chapter 48

Nate woke in the bed surrounded by arms and legs. He smiled and looked to see Monica and Lujia snuggled up to him. They’d had a lengthy conversation late into the night regarding his destination and the recommended individuals to approach.

He didn’t want to leave, and the two ladies didn’t want him to leave either. Lujia made a comment about seeking him out when he was settled, wherever that was. Her daughter was old enough to take care of herself and would be able to visit when able.

Monica’s emotional state turned somber as she recognized her inability to leave for an extended period. It was essential for her children to live in a safe and stable place for now. Nate knew that and told her that they came first. She smiled and had tears in her eyes as he kissed her. 

When the two women were up, they kissed him and Monica left after letting him know that he was dear to her. Lujia stayed for a bit more and emphasized that she would see him again soon.

Persephone was waiting for them as they exited his domain. She had her belongings that Lujia had purchased for her.

“Are you ready?” she asked him.

He nodded and replied, “I am. Are you prepared?”

She exhaled a trouble breath and seemed nervous.

“There is nothing to worry over,” Lujia said to her, trying to calm the woman. “I’ve been to a place similar every day, so don’t sweat it. You have been there already.”

“I know, but it is still unbelievable that he can do things like that,” Persephone gushed.

Lujia smile and said, “My man is awesome like that.”

Persephone snorted as Lujia giggled.

Nate opened the entrance to the pocket world that she would hide in for now.

“Are you sure that you don’t want to come with me?” Persephone asked one more time.

Lujia shook her head no. “I don’t want others to say that I am missing as well. They would think that I took you off somewhere.”

Persephone nodded and hugged her friend one more time before entering but stopped herself. “How will I notify you that I am ready to come out? Are you seeking a place for me to go to as well?”

“Yes, Lujia suggested a few places that I will check out and let you know what I find. Just holler out within the pocket world and I will know to come inside.”

She sighed and entered after his explanation.

Nate kissed Lujia and said, “If you want to go in to check on her or if you feel that you need to go into hiding as well, the entrance is where mine was.”

Lujia groaned and hugged him. “I was hoping that you would be able to visit me at night.”

Nate grunted and said, “No, if anyone came looking for you during those times, they would wonder where you were, and I don’t want anyone finding out what I can do.”

“I understand.” She sighed and kissed him one more time before watching him leave.

Nate strolled to his house and found his parents waiting for him. Luna embraced him, tears tumbling down her face. William even had some tears in his eyes. The young wizard smiled and hugged his mother and father, letting them know how much he loved them and thanking them for everything.

When he was ready, Luna handed him a pack full of food and supplies, even though she knew he could probably get everything in his pocket worlds.

She and William watched as their son opened a gateway and went through, waving at them as he left.


Epilogue

Uther moved his company forward in the rain, cursing the weather they had to travel in to find this half-breed that supposedly was very powerful. The queen had sent out her most powerful mages with him and her army to capture him and bring Princess Persephone home with them. He actually felt sorry for the princess, knowing she had been mistreated all her life.

What made him very annoyed now was listening to the second prince whine about the weather. The queen had also sent him along, wanting the elf to get some battle experience.

Uther didn’t understand that. The possibility of the village they were heading toward, where someone claimed the princess was located, being capable of engaging in battle with them, was nonexistent.

They had also heard about the Vatos Kingdom sending soldiers to confront the young mage. Their queen was angered by that and sent them with all haste to get there before the humans did.

“When are we able to stop, Commander Uther?” the second prince whined again for the fortieth time.

Uther sighed to himself, wondering how he would get through this. “Soon, Highness. It won’t be long now.”

Uther rolled his blue eyes at the prince before him. If he didn’t have powers, the commander would throw him off the horse he was riding and command him to go home. The fat prince always drank and dined with women who hoped he would lavish them with gifts or money, which he did most of the time.

Prince Soren was a selfish prick and very violent to those who didn’t bow down to him. Uther wished he would just give up and leave this mission to go home.

“Fantastic.” Soren rubbed his hands together with glee. “I can change in the tent to get ready for our meeting with my sister.”

“Are you certain that she is there?” Uther asked.

“She is there,” Soren said with a nod. “My informant described her and told me that she has been there for weeks since she was rescued from the barbarians. I’m looking forward to battling it out with that half-breed that supposedly rescued her.”

Uther grunted, congratulating whoever got her out of their clutches.

“This village we are going to is for outcasts of the kingdom. I’m sure that we will not need to fight to get her back. This half-breed will probably just hand her over, not wanting to risk his village.”

Soren scoffed and said, “I hope not. I want to see how powerful he really is. If not, then maybe the humans will be there so we can battle with them. I have some new spells that I want to try out on some stupid humans.”

Uther exhaled a breath to calm himself, hoping that it wouldn’t come to that. They didn’t need to go to war with the humans over this.
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Racial- +2 to all Stats

Wizard Class- +8 to all Stats


Afterword

Thanks for reading A Sage's Legacy. I hope you enjoyed it. I had fun writing the story. 




If you would like to give me feedback, then you can go to my Facebook page or join my Facebook Fan Group




For advanced chapters on upcoming books, subscribe to my blog, or to contact me, check out my website.

Click here
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