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Chapter 1 - A Trial of Heirs 

 The young mage couldn’t help but notice that the forest didn’t feel like a battlefield. She 

stepped over jutting roots, skirted large boulders, and tried to avoid snagging her blue robes on 

protruding twigs. It was just like any other stroll through the woods. The forest that bordered her 

family’s estate was always so peaceful, making it one of her favorite places to decompress after 

an intense study session. Being in this place usually calmed her, but today all her limbs were 

buzzing with anxious energy. Normally one could hear the chirping of birds, the buzzing of 

insects, or the rustle of an animal in the underbrush, but not today. It was as though all of nature 

had stopped to observe her, a notion she enjoyed. In fact, the only noise she could hear was the 

crunch of leaves on the forest floor. 

 She could have easily cast a noise-dampening spell on her feet, but she wasn’t trying to 

hide. The pounding in her chest wasn’t fear, but anticipation. She didn’t care if he heard her—in 

fact she wished he would hurry up and show himself. He should have figured out her location by 

now (or at least if she was in his shoes she would have), so why was he waiting? Despite her 

impatience, she kept her movements relaxed and her pace even. Keeping up the appearance of 

control was just as important to a mage as the control itself, sometimes even more so. She 

needed to appear aloof, unworried, confident, like she already knew all of her family’s secrets 

instead of just some of them. 

 So for now she walked. Though the forest was a part of her family’s land, in truth she 

hadn’t actually explored more than a mile or two out. This particular patch of greenery was 

unfamiliar to her, meaning she had been transported quite far. This inflicted nothing upon her 



confidence – after all it was only fair that the battlefield be foreign to the participants – but it did 

give her a chance to appreciate the atmosphere. She took a deep breath and she could feel the 

magic in the air swirling into her lungs.  

Mana could be found all over the planet, but it was different depending on where you 

went. Like how different species of animals or plants appeared depending on the environment, 

the taste of magic was as varied as the living creatures that existed alongside it. Even within this 

forest, so close to home, she could taste that difference and it delighted her. She held in her 

breath to savor the flavor. This was the last moment of calm before the performance. She could 

feel his presence approaching. Either he wasn’t good at suppressing his magic or his confidence 

matched her own. She secretly hoped it was the latter as she lightly fluttered her fingers and let 

her mana flow to their tips. It would mean that they had something in common which could lead 

to— 

 A bolt of white arcane energy erupted from the foliage on her right. Her eyebrows 

jumped at the “surprise” attack as it shattered against the wall of clear hexagonal crystals she had 

conjured. She tossed her head to flick her red hair out of her eyes so she could stare in the 

direction of her attacker.  

 “Are you going to come out, Vincent?” she asked. “I can come to you if you’d like?” 

 Her query was met with a sudden rain of white bolts, bursting forth and fanning out from 

the same spot as the first. The attacks crashed against her barrier, trying to find a hole, a 

weakness, any way they could pierce through. They wouldn’t be able to reach her though; she 

had been meticulous with the barrier spell. She preferred to watch and learn before taking action, 

and this was a great chance to get a feel for her opponent’s strength. The onslaught of energy 



continued for a few seconds, the small explosions tore away the dirt around her, but the chaos 

outside contrasted with the perfect stillness within her shield. 

The rain of light stopped as suddenly as it began. It seemed Vincent would not be able to 

overcome her with sheer force, so what would it be next? Curiosity moved her feet toward where 

the attack had come from. There was a rustling in the bush ahead of her, and a tall figure stepped 

into her vision. 

 Vincent Lightbloom, the heir to the Lightbloom family and her rival in this Trial of Heirs, 

emerged with a sigh. He ran a hand through his short blonde hair and fixed his angry blue eyes 

on her. He was trying to play it casual, but she could see the lines of frustration on his face. 

Vincent forced a smile. 

“Von Weisen,” he said. “I see that the stories about you are true. I’ve never seen anyone 

our age create such a perfect barrier.” 

 She smiled in return and raised her hand in a friendly wave.“Hi Vincent. You can call me 

Raelia. It’s okay, we don’t have to be so formal.” 

She gestured at the invisible ball of magic that protected her, tracing with her finger and 

allowing the hexagons to shimmer playfully. “And thank you, I worked hard on the spell,” Raelia 

said. “Making sure that a barrier has no gaps at all is really hard, but I think I’ve figured it out. 

You just have to—” 

 “Yes, well, maybe you should have spent some more time covering your tracks,” Vincent 

said. “It was easy to track you down.” 

 She neglected to mention that she knew she was leaving footprints. No need to nettle his 

pride with little details, though it did confirm that they weren’t on the same page in terms of 

strategy. That was fine, though. Just because he wasn’t as good at planning didn’t mean there 



weren’t other ways they could relate! She was sure she could spin this so that they became 

friends. She wasn’t sure where this confidence came from, seeing as she had never been able to 

pull off a mage-to-mage friendship before, but there was a first time for everything. 

 “Yep, you got me,” Raelia said, feigning defeat, “but if my defense is good enough I 

shouldn’t need to hide, right?” 

She meant her words quite literally, but Vincent seemed taken aback by her earnest reply. 

His face flushed red and his lips curled back. Had she said something that upset him? 

“There’s the famous Wiesen confidence,” Vincent said through his clamped teeth. 

“We’re famous for that?” Raelia asked. She scrunched up her brow and looked past him. 

“Well it’s not like there isn’t any reason for it, but I didn’t think we were that expressive. Guess 

I’ll have to tell my folks to reel it in a bit, eh?” 

She gestured playfully at Vincent, hoping he would laugh or at least smile. Vincent did 

not laugh; in fact he seemed even more annoyed now. 

“Such arro...” Vincent said before catching himself. The blond mage raised a fist to his 

mouth and cleared his throat.“Yes, well, regardless I will overcome that barrier,” he said. “I will 

show everyone that the Lightbloom family can stand on the same level as the Weisens. You may 

be something special, Ionraelia...” 

 He raised a finger directly at her face. White magical energy swirled in the air around 

him, coalescing along his arm like dancing snakes.  

Raelia was disappointed that her attempts at being friendly hadn’t stuck, but she reasoned 

that these things took time. What she was more concerned about was Vincent’s game plan. She 

had just finished telling him that her barrier had no gaps and she had no reason to lie about that. 

 “But that just means I will shine all the brighter when I beat you!” 



 Ew, Raelia thought, did he deliberately make that pun or was he that into himself? 

Vincent spread his fingers wide, and pointed his palm at her. The white magic surged and 

gathered at the end of his hand, forming a focal point. Vincent’s power whipped up a wind that 

blew back the grass and leaves around him as he charged his attack. His sneering mouth moved 

rapidly, muttering the arcane chant that would allow him to unleash whatever he was planning.  

Raelia’s brow furrowed. This wouldn’t do at all. Sure, he had power, but the Hexagonal 

Prism Barrier was designed to disperse energy outward from the point of contact. The wider the 

attack, the easier it was to spread it out and prevent the barrier from breaking. She probably 

wouldn’t even have to bolster the spell any further if that was his plan. For a moment the nature 

of the encounter was forgotten, replaced by a desire to teach the boy in front of her. How could 

she do it, though? He hadn’t responded well to her so far. Maybe her approach was wrong? 

 Vincent let out a short, but fervent war cry as a straight beam of pure magical energy 

erupted from his palm. It was thick and pulsing with the accumulated strength the young mage 

had poured into it. The magic collided with Raelia’s barrier at full force, sending out arcs of 

sizzling and crackling electricity, but the shield held. Vincent’s astonishment was plain in his 

widened eyes, but he doubled down with another roar. The beam expanded further still, now 

spilling over the curved edges of the shield that stood between it and Raelia, but the hexagons 

merely shimmered without shattering. 

 Raelia stared into the bright light, trying to peer past it at Vincent. She was earnestly 

impressed with his output; in terms of raw force he almost matched her. Almost. She was 

motionless within her bubble, unfazed and unaffected by anything on the outside. This was 

perfect because she still hadn’t thought of a way to connect with Vincent without pissing him 

off, and she really wanted to point out the futility of his efforts. Raelia smacked the side of her 



fist into her open palm as an idea hit her. Vincent clearly had a dramatic streak, so maybe she 

could play along? 

 “Yeah, Hexagonal Prism Barriers are pretty great, right?” Raelia said. She relaxed her 

posture and raised her hands and shoulders in a shrug. “They’re amazing at dispersing energy, 

magical or kinetic. Although…” Here she tapped her lip with a finger, as though her thoughts 

were a sudden occurrence. “. . .They aren’t as good at stopping things that are really focused,” 

she said. “If it’s too much to disperse the hexagons shatter. So they aren’t a catch-all solution.” 

 At first Raelia wasn’t even sure he had heard her. Then the light in front of her began to 

recede, but not fade away. Rather it intensified at a single point, narrowing from a tree trunk into 

a lance. A grin broke out across Raelia’s face as she peered beyond the beam at Vincent. His face 

twitched with what Raelia could only assume was the joy of learning and nothing else at all. She 

kept up her excellent façade. 

 “Oh, just like that!” she exclaimed. “Yeah a little more of that and this thing will–” 

Raelia jerked to the side as her barrier shattered and the thin beam rocketed past her, 

inches from her face. An explosion from the rear bathed her in light, and when she looked over 

her shoulder she saw a smoldering hole in the nearest tree. That could have actually hurt her. But 

more important than that, Vincent had listened to her! She turned, grinning. 

 “You did it!” she said. “See, I told you—” 

 “Weisen!” Vincent yelled, now much closer. 

 Raelia ducked the magically charged punch that would have sent her sprawling. Vincent 

had closed the gap between them in the brief moment she had looked away. She was further 

impressed! Another energy bathed swing came from below, aimed at her gut, but she extended 



her hand and the fist bounced harmlessly off of another, smaller, hexagonal barrier. Vincent did 

not let up, carrying out a barrage of blows that Raelia continued to evade or deflect.  

 “Are we moving on to close combat now?” Raelia asked, stepping backwards to dodge 

another haphazard attack. “A similar principle applies, if you—” 

 “Shut up!” Vincent cried. “You’re not my damn teacher. We are fighting!” 

 Vincent’s exasperation bled through now. The image of a mage had crumbled, and now 

there was simply a boy fighting to prove himself. Raelia frowned, her own frustration finally 

mounting. 

 “You love cutting me off, don’t you?” Raelia asked, though it wasn’t a question. 

“Alright, demonstration it is.” 

 Raelia waited for the next punch, a straight right. Before the blow could land she batted 

Vincent’s fist away with the back of her hand. This alone seemed to shock Vincent, because his 

eyes reminded her of the bug-eyed toads that lived out in the swamps. Pooling magic in her 

fingertips, Raelia launched her right hand forward. Her nails jabbed into Vincent’s left shoulder, 

causing him to gasp in pain as blue light erupted from his back and scattered into dissolving 

streaks. Her rival cried out and staggered away, his left arm now hanging limp.  

 “Wha…what did you do, Wiesen?” Vincent asked. “I can’t feel my arm at all!” 

 Raelia relaxed her posture again and held up her hand for him to see. Blue lights danced 

around her fingertips. 

 “I told you, it’s all about focus.” Raelia said. “I overloaded the nerves in your arm, as 

well as flooded it with my magic. It's nothing permanent, but it will last for a bit unless I release 

the spell.”  



She realized that it was a little unconventional for a mage to practice martial arts, so 

Vincent’s shock wasn’t necessarily an indicator of his ability. Truthfully, she wouldn’t have 

learned them in the first place were it not for her father. 

“A mage should be as unpredictable as they are powerful,” her father had said once. 

“Magic will do you no good if you can’t defend yourself up close.” 

Raelia’s father had been one of the pioneers of Martial Magic back in his day, and though 

the style gained some traction it was still widely disregarded by the mage community, viewed as 

crude and barbaric.   

 Facing Vincent, she tried to appear unthreatening, to make him understand that she 

didn’t mean any harm. Well, at least with her words—she couldn’t help the physical pain. 

“Also, I told you that you could call me Raelia,” she said, backing off one more time to 

give Vincent some breathing room. “We’re competing, not fighting. After this I’d really like 

to—” 

Raelia cut herself off this time because she noticed it was pointless. Vincent’s remaining 

hand was a tight fist, his body trembling with barely suppressed rage. The heir to the Lightbloom 

name took several deep breaths before prodding his numb arm. His glare remained ever fierce, 

however, and Raelia finally wondered if being friends after this would be possible. She knew 

that her choice of words may not have been the best, but she was genuinely trying to help him. 

His expression dashed her hopes. There was only one thing that Vincent cared about and she 

stood in his way of it. 

 “Damn you.” His voice dropped. “How can there be so much of a difference in our skills? 

We’ve been training for the same amount of time!”  

His limp arm swayed as he vented, his voice rising. Raelia was silent. 



“No one has tried harder than I have!” Vincent exclaimed. “Every day until I am forced 

to eat or pass out, every night until I cannot stay awake, I practice and I study and I grow 

stronger and yet here YOU are!” 

 It was a childish outburst, but Raelia still could not meet his eye. What could she tell 

him? The truth? She had not worked as hard as he had, this was true and she knew it, and yet she 

improved marginally every week. Explaining this to him would only enrage him further. What 

could she do to make him stop staring at her like that, like she had wronged him somehow? She 

couldn’t help it that magic came so naturally to her. Why did he hate her for it? She felt like her 

heart was being dragged down into her feet. Maybe it was her sad expression or maybe it was 

some other realization, but Vincent abruptly composed himself. 

 “Forget it, it doesn’t matter,” he said, his functioning arm slackening. His tone had 

changed and something new crept into his voice. Something dangerous. “I don’t care how it 

happens. I’ll prove that I’m better than you.” 

 Vincent held his good hand to the side as though trying to grip something. Once more his 

magic flared up, but this time it concentrated and materialized as a ball of light in his palm. 

Raelia waited for Vincent’s power to peak but to her astonishment it kept rising. Whatever he 

was doing it was going to take all of his remaining strength, but this wasn’t good. The only spell 

he could possibly be casting that would take up this much energy would be his Signature Magic, 

but that was forbidden in a Trial. She must have been wearing her thoughts on her face, because 

Vincent spoke again. 

 “What’s the matter, Weisen?” Vincent said. His voice now carried a fevered edge. “Don’t 

have any more words of encouragement for me? I don’t care if I’m not supposed to use my 

family’s Signature, if it means putting you in your place then I won’t hold back!” 



 Raelia started to edge backwards as Vincent talked, her mind racing. First of all, put her 

in her place? What the hell did he mean by that? Potential social injustices could wait, however, 

because she was suddenly in a bad position. Everything up until this point had been something 

she had accounted for, but there was no way she could have predicted that Vincent would break 

the rules. Not only that, but unless they were extremely famous a mage family’s Signature Magic 

was a jealously guarded secret. She had no idea what she was in for. Beyond that, though, she 

felt something else. Something she quickly pushed to the back of her heart. A twinge of envy. 

Vincent’s ball of light evolved, sporting a black outline around the glowing white orb he 

cradled. He held the ball aloft, aiming it in her direction. A smile spread across his lips.   

“I won’t kill you,” Vincent said. “I promise you that, but I am going to win. You might 

have a few burns, but nothing that can’t be healed! Here it is– Lux Inversus!” 

 Before the words left Vincent’s lips, Raelia flooded her legs with magic and kicked off 

the ground, but she was not advancing. Rather she leaped backward, putting distance between 

herself and Vincent. Not a moment later the place where she had been standing all but exploded. 

As the dust and debris fell from the air, Raelia caught a glimpse of what caused the eruption. 

From the ball in Vincent’s hand, two thin pillars of white light had shot forth, bending and 

twisting at sharp angles as they flew out to crush her. These pillars were coated in the same layer 

of black as the ball. Just what was she looking at? Light encased in dark? How did such a thing 

work? Had those pillars not been aimed at her, Raelia would have found herself fascinated with 

the magic. She had no time to admire it though.  

Vincent laughed. “How do you like it, Weisen?” He held the ball even higher. “This is 

my family’s greatest magic! It traps light magic within a shell of dark magic. Since the two 

naturally repel each other, the light magic swirls and surges within its cage, increasing the kinetic 



energy of the attack a hundredfold! So far I can only control two pillars, but it should be more 

than enough to win this Trial!” 

 Raelia shook her head. Though she was idealistic, she was not stupid. She recognized 

when a certain point was reached, where two people cannot achieve a mutual understanding. 

Vincent could only see the Trial, could only perceive his moment of victory. The chance for her 

to connect with him as a person had passed, or perhaps it had never come at all. All that was left 

was for her to confront him as a mage. She took a deep breath and then locked eyes with her 

opponent. 

 “I’m very impressed, Vincent,” she said, her cocky grin now quite deliberate. “Even a 

little flattered. However, I won’t be returning the favor because I don’t want to break the rules. I 

still intend to win, though, I hope that’s alright.” 

 Vincent blinked. Then his lips curled back into a furious grimace. The two pillars 

retracted into the ball in the blink of an eye. Raelia took note of this. If he had to recall them after 

every strike, then perhaps she could exploit that. Caution would be key, however, as she still 

didn’t know the full capabilities of the Lightbloom’s Signature Magic. She supposed that now 

was her best chance to learn. 

 She relaxed and let her magic slowly leak out of her body and saturate the surrounding 

earth. Her earlier words had been a bluff, one necessary to hide her embarrassment. She didn’t 

actually know her own family’s Signature Magic, at least not properly. She knew of it, but she 

had not been given formal training yet. The fact that Vincent not only knew, but could 

demonstrate such control over his Signature Magic caused a small flame to burn in her chest. 

Then it hit her. 

 That must be how he felt about her. 



If such a small flame burned so hot in her, she couldn’t imagine how Vincent felt. For the 

first time that day she felt like she understood him, even if just a little, and this brought clarity. 

She would learn her Signature Magic in time. Right now there was something she had to do, 

right in front of her. 

Her first test would be her foe’s defensive capabilities. With a single muttered word and a 

flick of her hand, Raelia compelled the earth on either side of Vincent to bend to her will. There 

was a rumble, a confused look from Vincent, then a dull but impactful thud as two large clods of 

dirt snapped shut around his body. He was now completely encased in thick soil. Raelia gave a 

loud exhale. 

 “Phew. Can you get out of that, Vincent?” she asked. “Or do I have to—” 

 The two pillars burst from the cocoon of dirt and lunged at her, forcing Raelia to dive 

sideways as a new crater formed where she had been standing. Not going to kill her, right? She 

wasn’t convinced! That settled it, she couldn’t mess around at all. She needed to end this quickly 

or else she would actually lose. One hit from those pillars and the trial would be over. She 

pressed her palm into the soft, loamy forest floor and muttered another spell. 

 The rest of the earth around Vincent was dashed away by his beams, and he stepped out 

to hunt Raelia once more. However, his prey was gone. 

 “Don’t you hide from me, Weisen!” Vincent shouted, waving his orb around fervently. 

“Fight me like a real mage!” 

 Raelia stepped out from behind a nearby tree, hands crackling with blue magical energy. 

She pointed at the young mage as though to cast a spell. 

 “Very well, Vincent,” she said. “Here I am!” 



 Vincent grinned and aimed the black and white ball at Raelia’s steadfast figure. The two 

pillars shot out in a straight line and collided with her chest and stomach, sending her sprawling. 

 “Yes!” Vincent exclaimed, stepping forward. “There is no way you’re getting up from 

that! Concede defeat to me or—” 

 The ground behind Vincent suddenly heaved upwards and popped like a bubble, 

revealing a redheaded girl. 

 “My turn to cut you off!” Raelia cried. 

 Vincent was stunned, unable to comprehend her little trick. His eyes locked on to where 

Raelia’s fallen body should have been…and saw nothing but wisps of lingering mana. 

 “An illusion?” Vincent asked the empty air. “Something so simple?” 

 Vincent’s disbelief was quickly replaced with rage. He roared as he tried to yank the 

pillars back towards Raelia, but she was already striking. Raelia’s magically hardened fingers 

slammed into Vincent’s back three times, sending small arcs of crackling energy radiating out 

from his torso. His remaining good arm fell slack, his legs gave out and his numbed body 

thudded against the ground. The Trial had concluded. 

 Raelia stood over him now. She was victorious, yet somber. Things hadn’t gone how she 

had envisioned at all. She had fantasized about an epic, but good-spirited battle, one where they 

both walked away with newfound respect for the other. That was never going to be the case, and 

she could see that now. Another failed attempt by her to change that one aspect of her life that 

she had no control over. 

Unable to move his body, Vincent shifted his focus into trying to vent his frustration 

through his eyes.  

 “How?” 



 A single grunt clawed its way from his throat. Knowing that he would not respond to 

anything else, Raelia held his gaze with her own prideful glare. Not taking the chance to disable 

Vincent’s ability to speak was dangerous, as most mages could cast spells through just their 

words, but Raelia had decided to take that risk. That spell, Lux Inversus, had been his trump card 

for sure; she doubted he had anything else in his arsenal that could threaten her at this point. She 

knew she shouldn’t assume but she just had that much confidence in her deductions. Raelia took 

a seat on a nearby fallen log and pointed to the patch of ground she had emerged from. 

 “Ground Shift magic,” she said. “A spell found within the Earth branch of Elemental 

magic. It allows one to quickly, but briefly, dig through the dirt beneath to effectively move 

between locations. Only works on soft soil, stone will block you. It’s a far cry from true 

Teleportation, but it is easier and less strenuous to pull off—” 

 “I didn’t detect anything!” 

Vincent’s body jerked as he snapped at Raelia from below, interrupting her for what she 

decided was the last time. If he did it again before this was all over, she was going to seal his 

mouth shut. 

“No magical build up, no release, nothing!” he exclaimed. “How did you pull off that 

spell without me noticing?” 

 Raelia hesitated, unsure if she should tell him. So far she had only been able to read 

Vincent in combat. She had failed spectacularly at guessing everything else about him. He had 

responded so poorly to everything else she had said that wouldn’t answering his question just 

annoy him more? She supposed it would help him learn. It was all she could do for him at this 

point. 



 “It was…nothing special actually,” she said, haltingly. “Detecting magic is just like using 

our other senses, and it can be disrupted the same way. Like having a bright light flashed in your 

eyes or a loud sound go off next to your ear. It seems you create a blind spot in your defenses 

when you are casting your Signature Magic. So much of your power and focus goes into the 

spell, so…” 

 To Raelia’s surprise, Vincent barely reacted. He stopped trying to move as he slipped into 

a sullen state. “You figured it out after a single strike,” Vincent said, crestfallen. “That 

is…impressive.” 

 For the sake of his pride Raelia pretended she hadn’t heard the last few mumbled words, 

but she did smile.  

 “So you knew about the blind spot?” she asked, casually leaning back in her seat. “And 

you just hoped that I wouldn’t notice it?” 

 Something in her voice must have stoked the old fire within Vincent, because he 

immediately flared back up. 

 “Of course I knew!” he exclaimed. “I thought you would try and block it with your 

barrier, I didn’t expect you to—” 

 “Go on the offensive?” Raelia asked, seizing her chance to cut him off. “I knew 

immediately that I wouldn’t be able to stop that attack, so I had to take it out at the source.” 

 “Yeah, yeah, Wiesen,” Vincent said, his eyes practically doing backflips in his skull. “I 

get it, you read me like a book. You’re sooo smart and strategic so why did I even bother?” 

 His sarcasm, though a little biting, was more funny than hurtful. She suppressed an 

inappropriate giggle. 



 “Oh come on, don’t be like that,” she said. “I really do wish this Trial could have been 

friendlier.” 

 Vincent wouldn’t look at her now, so Raelia let her words die in the air. She sighed and 

looked around. “Speaking of this trial, shouldn’t it be—” 

“Indeed, this trial is finished,” a voice rang out from nowhere. “My son has lost.” 

It must have been a Sounding spell, and the only ones who would cast such a thing would 

be the judges. It also seemed that interrupting ran in the family.  

 An intense but brief burst of light illuminated the space to her right and two figures 

appeared. One was clad in long, loose white robes while the other sported a dapper blue suit. A 

voice, deeper than the first, rang out. 

 “Yes, and Raelia has won,” it said. “Victory belongs to the Weisen family!” 

 Raelia jumped to her feet and stood at attention, attempting to look professional, but at 

the sight of her father’s fierce eyes and strong, red bearded jaw she couldn’t help but grin from 

knowing she had made him proud. Her father’s face reflected hers with his own toothy smile. 

She knew he wanted to go for a hug, but they both had to keep up appearances.  

The other figure quickly stepped between the two, causing Raelia to flinch and stiffen. 

She met the gaze of the tall man with the short white hair and clean chin, who stared back ather 

with a coldness that sent a chill down her spine.  

 “Release my son from your magic, Weisen,” Julius Lightbloom said. “The battle is over.” 

 “Of course, Lord Lightbloom,” Raelia said. “Just one moment.” 

 Raelia bowed to Vincent’s father and turned to the prone body of the boy, and gently 

touched his back. A short pulse from her mana set him free, and Vincent sprang to his feet. He 



would not look at her. Vincent’s father seemed to ignore him even harder than Vincent ignored 

her. He turned back to Raelia’s father, rather than address his son. 

 “Your daughter certainly is impressive, Darnic,” Julius said. “To so easily best my son is 

no small feat. I’m sure you must be proud.” 

 Though his words were hard and condescending, they carried no venom; they were 

simply the truth. The lack of emotion in his speech was unsettling, causing Raelia to fidget. 

However, the second her father opened his mouth she was enveloped with his praise. 

 “Indeed, I have never been more proud in my life,” Darnic Von Wiesen said. “My little 

girl has come so far, and continues to surprise me. If I wasn’t before, I am now firmly convinced 

that she will be a fine heir to my family.”  

 Raelia bathed in her father’s words; the effect they had on her was immediate. Those 

moments when he praised her—proof of her effort—were what she lived for. Her father gestured 

to the other nearby heir, ever the equal opportunist. 

“Your boy was no slouch either, Julius,” Darnic said. “That Signature Magic was quite 

something. I never would have thought to use light and darkness that way.” 

 Raelia’s eyes shifted between the warm, friendly figure of her father and the chilling 

presence of Julius Lightbloom. She could read absolutely nothing about the latter, not even a 

rough estimate of his strength. He had perfect control of his mana—nothing leaked out. She may 

have been advanced for her age, but there were still many mages far above her.  

Julius spoke again, still talking about the two heirs as though they weren’t there.“I am 

grateful for your kind words, but it was not magic he was supposed to use.And even then, he still 

lost handily to your daughter.”  



Although it was vexing to be spoken about and not to, Raelia did not dare speak, or even 

move. 

“Revealing our family’s Signature Magic so callously calls for corrective measures,” 

Julius said, turning towards his son. 

 Vincent visibly cringed at his father’s words. Concern spread across both of the Weisen’s 

faces but they said nothing. Raelia wondered when the atmosphere had gotten so tense, and 

whether or not her father would intervene.  

“But that is something I will deal with later,” Julius said after a lengthy pause. “For now, 

we must bring this to a close.” 

 As he finished his sentence, Julius fixed Vincent with a glare so striking that Raelia 

wasn’t surprised to see her former opponent wither under the pressure. Vincent wasn’t looking 

away by choice; he could not physically meet his father’s eyes. Raelia felt fear, not for herself 

but for Vincent. She had to do something. She rationalized that in a way it was her fault that 

Vincent felt so cornered that he used his Signature Magic, so in that case it was only fair that 

she…do what? What could she do? 

 The elder Lightbloom turned to Raelia’s father and extended his arm. Darnic reached out 

with his own rough paw and the two shook hands. Their eyes held for an uncomfortably long 

time before either spoke, as though backing off first would be a show of weakness. 

 “So concludes this Trial of Heirs,” Julius said. “The Lightblooms acknowledge the 

advancement of the Weisens.” 

 Darnic nodded and released his grip. “The Weisens also acknowledge the advancement 

of the Lightblooms,” he said. “May they continue to further the study of magic and apply it for 

the good of humanity.” 



 Julius broke eye contact with a snort. “Yes, for the good of humanity indeed,” he said. He 

then turned to Raelia, his condescension running like a river from his eyes and down his nose.  

“Before we depart,” Julius said. “I’m curious. You do not strike me as an Earth Mage, 

Ionraelia, yet you utilized a spell normally employed by those who specialize in such magic. 

What is your affinity?” 

Raelia felt tension ripple through her body at the question. A grunt from her father 

confirmed that he felt the same way. It was more than bold to ask a rival mage to reveal such a 

thing. It was downright arrogant. In this particular case, whether or not Julius knew her affinities 

was not the issue. Understanding where Raelia’s talent was focused could theoretically grant the 

Lightblooms an advantage if a hostile situation ever arose between the two families, but it wasn’t 

likely to be a deciding one. No, it was more an issue of etiquette, like one theorist asking another 

to see their work and then publishing a paper that drew from that work.  

Raelia turned her head towards her father, seeking his guidance. Darnic’s thick fingers 

gave his fiery beard a few strokes before he gestured back at Raelia.  

“My daughter is grown enough to make decisions for herself,” Darnic said. He folded his 

arms and was silent.  

Raelia locked her gaze back on Julius, who seemed expectant. Fine, she would tell him 

what he wanted to know. Perhaps he felt the need for some sort of tradeoff for the humiliation he 

felt at his son’s loss. He was in for a surprise.  

 “My Affinity is Elemental Magic,” Raelia said, like she was giving a report. “It is easier 

for me to wield magic corresponding to an element. In other words, it comes naturally.” 



 Julius looked bored and Vincent wasn’t even looking. The senior Lightbloom responded 

to her. “Yes, yes, a common affinity,” he said. “Now which element is your specialization? Is it 

truly Earth?” 

 “All of them, sir,” Raelia responded, a little cockier than she meant. 

 “What?” Julius asked, the shift in his attention palpable. 

Raelia was delighted to see a crack in his frosty shell. Normally when a mage has an 

Affinity towards Elemental Magic it is really more like they have an Affinity towards one 

element. Fire, Water, Air, Earth, Light, Dark– all the major elements could be controlled and 

used for powerful spells. Mastering one element would often take up much of a standard mage’s 

lifetime. Mastering, or even simply utilizing other elements beyond one’s Affinity was also very 

difficult in its own right. Raelia knew that she had a rare talent, but she didn’t like to be treated 

as anything special solely due to that fact. When she came into her own she would astonish 

others based on her merit, not natural talent. 

 Julius examined her intently. “All of them, you say?” he asked. “You can utilize every 

elemental magic and it comes naturally to you? Is this true?” 

 “Yes, sir,” Raelia replied. “I will now demonstrate.” She then held out her left hand, palm 

up. 

 “Ignis.” 

 A flame roared to life in her hand. It burned and flickered, eager to consume all around it 

once unleashed. After a moment Raelia closed her fingers, snuffing out the magical fire.  

She held up her right hand the same way. “Aquis.” Water pooled in her hand, quickly 

overflowing and staining the dirt beneath her. She swapped hands again and mimicked the same 

gesture. 



 “Zephis.” A small grey tornado whipped into existence in the palm of her hand. She 

flicked it away, moving on.  

 “Gaiis.” Pebbles from the ground below shot up to dance on her outstretched hand before 

falling to their home. 

Raelia held up both hands at once, speaking two words. “Lichtis…and…Noctis” Two 

orbs, one of light and one of dark, sprang into existence and floated inches above her upturned 

hands. By now both Julius and Vincent were staring at her with fascination. Julius in particular 

looked too…hungry for her liking. He looked her up and down, as if she were some sort of 

delicacy on display at a feast.  

 “Remarkable,” Julius said. “You truly do have a special daughter, Darnic. Treasure her 

always. I’m sure she will do great things.” 

 His words felt less like praise for her and more like derision of his own child. Julius 

extended a hand to pat Vincent’s shoulder. The younger Lightbloom did not visibly flinch from 

this contact, but Raelia felt his mana jerk in response to his father’s touch. An unconscious 

reaction for sure, but it was telling. Julius probably felt it too. 

 “Come, Vincent,” Julius said. “Ionraelia has graciously answered my question, and it is 

time for us to leave. I expect you to work even harder to bridge the gap between you two, 

understand?” 

 “Yes, Father. I understand completely,” Vincent said, his voice flat and robotic. He still 

would not look at Raelia as he turned to her and bowed. 

 “Thank you, Ionraelia Von Wiesen,” he said. 

 He must hate her. Raelia could think of no other alternative. For Vincent’s father to say 

such things in front of them both, it was a wonder that the boy didn’t lash out at her then and 



there. With a wave of his hand, Julius opened up a portal of pure light and stepped through it. 

Vincent moved to follow, but at the last moment finally looked back at Raelia, just as he crossed 

the threshold. His sad eyes, like those of an animal that knew it was to be slaughtered, told 

Raelia everything. She couldn’t fathom what awaited him in his own home. She mentally 

apologized, considered even mouthing the words, but it would be pointless. Then the 

Lightblooms were gone, leaving Raelia alone with her father.  

Darnic Von Weisen waited until the portal had completely closed before spreading his 

arms wide. “My girl!” he exclaimed. “That was amazing! You’ve made me so proud, I couldn’t 

be happier!” 

 Raelia laughed as her burly father swept her up in a bear hug and spun her around. He 

placed her back down gently. 

 “That was an excellent strategy, Raelia,” Darnic said, already in his analysis mode. 

“Using that illusion to fool that boy into leaving himself open, I could barely contain myself in 

front of Julius! Your progress continues to be remarkable, simply remarkable!” 

 Raelia smiled earnestly and listened to her father lavish her with praise. Of course she 

loved being told how great she was, but she was always careful to never let it go to her head. 

That was how mistakes happened. 

 There is always someone better than you and there is always someone worse than you. 

Never forget that fact, Raelia. You still have a long way to go. 

 A frown suddenly curled her father’s lips, and immediately Raelia was panicking. What 

was wrong? How had she upset him? She had barely said anything yet. What could she do to 

make it better?  



Her father sighed. “Did you really have to reveal your Affinity to them?” Darnic asked. 

“You know this country is on the brink of war, and we may have to defend ourselves, even from 

those we know.” 

Darnic held up a hand as he spoke, adopting the persona of ‘the teaching parent’ now. It 

was one that Raelia knew well. Normally the persona was funny to her, but Raelia recognized the 

gravity of the topic.  

“Every little trick up a mage’s sleeve could mean the difference between life and death in 

battle,” Darnic said. “The more the enemy knows about you, the better they can prepare 

countermeasures for your abilities. That is why we hide our greatest magic from others unless in 

times of dire need.” 

 “You said I could make my own decisions!” Raelia exclaimed, giving her father several 

playful whacks on the arm. 

 “Yes but I didn’t think you’d actually do it!” Darnic shot right back, though the corners 

of his mouth kept twitching upward. 

 “Then don’t give me the choice!” 

 “You also need to be independent!” 

 “Make up your mind! Do you want me to be independent or go along with what you want 

me to do?” 

 “Both!” 

 Their little faux argument devolved into laughter, assuring both that neither was actually 

upset. In the moment of quiet that followed, Raelia felt a small twinge of regret. War with the 

Drahkin seemed inevitable, and in times of conflict the worst was often brought out in mages. 

Revealing her affinity did have the potential to backfire, and she considered it possible that it 



was a mistake to do so. She had just wanted to knock that look off of Julius’s face, and at least 

she had succeeded there. 

 


