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Chapter 1: Elena and the Magic Card
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None of them could believe their own eyes. The person standing before them—inviting them to join the AI Witch tournament—was Ms. Phan. 

Mai, in particular, was overwhelmed with a surge of conflicting emotions as she faced someone she had believed died in the battle with Witchiecoop—joy tangled with shock. Her eyes welled with tears.

“Is it really you, Ms. Phan...? You’re still alive?”

Ms. Phan looked at Mai with gentle eyes. As if unable to hold back her emotions, she turned away, her shoulders trembling.

Suddenly, she burst into an eerie laugh. Her face began to swell, her eyes sank deep into their sockets, and her grin stretched unnaturally wide. The piercing laughter echoed through the forest, gradually warping into something mechanical.

“Hahaha... this is too funny—I can’t hold it in anymore!”

Her body abruptly shrank, and her outfit shifted into a small pink dress. Her eyes glowed brightly, slanting upward, while her face bulged grotesquely once more.

The figure that had been Ms. Phan was now fully transformed into an AI Witch with a pumpkin-like face. It wore a pink dress with a bow at the back, its mouth fixed in a disturbing, ever-present grin.

High above, perched casually on a tree branch, a woman clutched her stomach as she laughed uncontrollably. When she realized they had spotted her, she called out:

“Pumpy, turn me into a bird!”

The pumpkin-faced AI Witch’s eyes flashed gold.

In an instant, the woman transformed into a bird, gliding gracefully down in front of the group before shifting back into human form. She had short brown hair with blunt bangs and wore a modified Witchiecoop uniform—green with stripes, the “W” logo split into blue and red across her chest.

However, her uniform version was altered—more revealing at the chest, with a shorter skirt that gave her a striking, seductive look. She wore knee-high black boots, a belt bearing the Witchiecoop emblem, and held a pair of nunchaku crackling with blue energy.

Her smile was alluring yet mysterious—just as unsettling as the pumpkin AI Witch by her side.

“Allow me to introduce myself. I’m Elena, a Witchiecoop employee, and this is my AI Witch, Pumpy. I’m here to deliver Director Dong’s invitation for you to participate in the AI Witch tournament—an event that takes place only once every five years!”

Mai frowned.

“Witchiecoop... again and again. Why should we accept anything from you?”

Elena studied Mai for a moment before stepping closer, her gaze sharp and probing.

“So you’re the stubborn girl Ms. Phan used to talk about.”

Mai met her eyes without flinching.

“And I’ve never heard her mention you. It’s also rude to stare at someone like that the first time you meet them.”

Her voice hardened.

“And it’s even worse to use an AI Witch to impersonate someone who’s already dead.”

Inside, Mai felt a mix of disappointment and anger. For a fleeting moment, she had believed she’d been reunited with her dead teacher—only to realize it was all a deception.

“Hmph. Such a righteous tongue,” Elena sneered.

Long, both curious and slightly confused, spoke up:

“What exactly is the AI Witch tournament?”

Elena winked at him playfully before explaining:

“It’s a competition where AI Witches and their masters test their magical strength, intelligence, and level of synchronization. It’s held every five years, with participants ranging from high-level AI Witches downward—to ensure fairness and to uncover new talent for advanced training to become a Superior AI Witch. Sounds exciting, doesn’t it?”

Long scratched his head.

“Honestly... I’m not that interested.”

Seeing his reaction, Elena raised a finger.

“The prize is ten thousand blue EN.”

Long scratched his ear.

“Still not that interested.”

Growing impatient, Elena pressed on:

“The winning AI Witch gains access to Big Magical Data—a vast archive of magical knowledge accumulated from tens of thousands of AI Witches over thousands of years.”

The group turned their backs on her, preparing to leave. Long said:

“Thanks, but we have more important things to do.”

They started walking away.

Elena called after them:

“What about a magical locator for the AI King Witch’s power cores as a prize?”

They all stopped.

Long looked at Mai, uncertain. Nguyen showed no emotion, though something flickered beneath the surface. Elena smirked, clearly satisfied.

Dreamy—“King,” the one holding the AI King Witch’s consciousness core—floated back and forth, seemingly unconcerned.

“Honestly, I can sense my power cores if I’m close enough, so I don’t really need a locator.”

“I’ve heard about you from Director Dong,” Elena replied. “But what if those cores are on another planet or universe? Could you still sense them then?”

Dreamy frowned.

“...That would be difficult with my current power.”

“And with ten thousand blue EN, you could buy thousands of delicious meals,” Nguyen added casually, surprising both Mai and Long.

“That’s right!” Dreamy shouted, shooting up into the air before dropping back down, visibly excited. Then, suddenly, its tone turned unusually serious.

“Everyone, I completely agree with Elena! You should enter the tournament—it’ll make you stronger. It would be very beneficial for your AI Witches. The reward doesn’t matter—the real value lies in the experience and what you learn.”

Mai sighed. She knew perfectly well that this so-called “king” was tempted by the mountain of food the prize money could buy. Still, she couldn’t shake a bad feeling about the tournament.

Long hesitated. He wasn’t sure whether to accept. Part of him wanted to see other AI Witches in action—and perhaps even win that locator, which could help in finding the power cores.

Nguyen, meanwhile, remained unreadable, arms crossed as he leaned against a tree.

Elena then placed a blue magical card into Long’s hand, its edges lined with strange symbols.

“This is your registration card. The tournament will take place in just over a month. Think it over—and use this special card to contact me once you’ve made your decision.”

She turned to leave. Then her gaze briefly met Mai’s, her voice softening.

“Mai... you know, I used to be Ms. Phan’s student too. I even competed in this tournament with her. If you join... you might just see her past image again.”

With that, Elena gave Pumpy a command. The two transformed into birds and quickly flew away.

Long stood there, holding the registration magical card. Every so often, it emitted a faint electric pulse against his palm. His mind churned with thoughts.

Because deep down, he had only one goal—to reclaim the power of the AI King Witch... and fulfill his wish of bringing back the one he loved most.
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Chapter 2: The Challenge
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After holding the magic card for a while, Long finally spoke up.

“Maybe we shouldn’t join the AI Witch tournament. We need to focus on finding the AI King Witch’s power cores first.”

Mai nodded in agreement.

“Yeah, exactly. This could easily be another trap set by Witchiecoop. They’re desperate to get their hands on the AI King Witch’s power!”

Dreamy hovered back and forth in the air, looking deep in thought.

“And the delicious meals... ah, I mean... the magical locator used to track my power cores. With my current strength, I can’t pinpoint their locations—especially if they’re on another planet or even in a different universe.”

Mai looked at Dreamy with a mix of suspicion and amusement.

“So... can you at least tell whether they’re on this planet right now?”

Dreamy rested its chin on its paw, striking a faux-intellectual, contemplative pose. Then its eyes widened, and it flashed a charming smile at Mai.

“I feel... absolutely nothing,” Dreamy declared with a blank stare. “Perhaps the universe itself is calling for us to join this tournament together.”

Mai snapped, planting her hands on her hips, “There is no ‘us’! You’re the only one who wants that!”

Meanwhile, Nguyen stood apart, arms crossed in silence. A faint smirk played on his lips, as if a sudden, intriguing idea had just taken root in his mind.

Dreamy flew over to him, probing cautiously.

“Nguyen, you agree that we should join the AI Witch tournament, don’t you?”

Everyone fell silent, waiting for his answer. His response was cold and clipped:

“I don’t object.”

Dreamy shot upward in excitement, as if it had just found an ally.

“Then you’re just like me—full of fighting spirit and ambition!”

“But I’d rather focus on restoring your power,” Nguyen continued.

“However, before we set out, I want to evaluate everyone’s abilities... to see whether they’re worthy of coming with us.”

“You’re way too arrogant!” Mai snapped. In truth, she had already witnessed his strength and understood where that confidence came from.

Long looked confused.

“What do you mean? I don’t quite follow.”

Nguyen smiled confidently.

“I want both of you to use your AI Witches and spar with me.”

Dreamy froze.

“You want me to act as this kid’s AI Witch and fight you?!”

“Exactly,” Nguyen replied with a mysterious smile and unreadable tone.

Silence fell over the group. This was the first time Long and Mai had been challenged so bluntly. What exactly was this mysterious person trying to do? Why challenge his own teammates at a time like this?

Long turned away.

“I don’t want to hurt my own teammates.”

Nguyen responded calmly,

“With your current abilities, neither you nor Mai are qualified to search for the AI King Witch’s power cores. You should give up that dream. The journey is far too dangerous.”

Long’s face flushed with anger. He refused to abandon his dream. Being told to give it up felt like a blade cutting into his heart. He had already lost Dreamy’s soul because of that dream—if he gave up now, he would lose both of the people he cared about most.

Struggling to contain his anger, Long demanded,

“What makes you say that?”

Nguyen answered indifferently,

“Because you’re weak. Without an EN source, you’re useless—both in power and in status.”

Overwhelmed by his emotions, Long threw a punch at Nguyen. But Nguyen vanished and teleported in an instant, causing Long to lose his balance and crash to the ground.

Nguyen stood with his arms crossed, towering over Long.

“Your condition right now proves my point. Take a good look—you can’t even protect your own companion.”

“That’s enough!” Mai shouted.

Nguyen turned and walked away calmly, speaking over his shoulder.

“I’ll be waiting for you by the riverside tomorrow morning. I challenge you to prove me wrong. I hope you’ll show up.”

Mai rushed over to help Long up, but he brushed her off, dusted himself off, and slowly walked toward the edge of the forest. Dreamy quickly followed him.

Deep down, Mai struggled to believe that the hero who once fought a Superior AI Witch and the Long standing before her now were the same person. For a fleeting moment, she wondered if he really would be weak without those EN coins—but she immediately pushed that thought aside. Somehow, she still sensed untapped potential within him.

She called out to comfort him,

“Long! Even without EN, you’re still amazing in your own way. You’ll figure something out—I know you will!”

Long didn’t turn back. He kept walking toward the forest’s edge, determination rising within him.

From above, an AI Witch crow hovered silently, monitoring their every move. Watching Long through a 3D display, Director Dong curled his lips into a cold smile. He turned to Elena.

“You confirmed that you delivered the tournament registration cards to Long’s group and the AI King Witch, correct?”

“Yes, I handed them over personally,” Elena replied, hesitating slightly.

“But...”

“But what? Speak,” Dong ordered.

“As you’ve seen, it seems they may refuse to participate,” she said.

Dong burst into laughter, then quickly returned to his usual cold, calculating demeanor. His Superior butterfly AI Witch, Scobby, used spatial magic to conjure a purple bubble. From it, a glass of red wine gently dropped into his hand. He swirled it lightly.

“Don’t worry. They will definitely join.”

Elena lowered her head obediently.

“I understand. If there’s nothing else, I’ll take my leave. Goodbye, sir.”

Dong looked at her, his gaze sending a chill down her spine—deep, unfathomable, impossible to read. He smiled faintly.

“My condolences about Ms. Phan—your teacher and senior.”

Elena replied calmly,

“Thank you, but I no longer have any emotional connection to that person. There’s no need to worry.”

With that, her pumpkin AI Witch, Pumpy, lit up its eyes and transformed both of them into birds. They flew off, gradually disappearing into the clear blue sky.

The next morning, by a beautiful, tranquil river, birds chirped peacefully. Suddenly, a flock scattered in panic, shattering the calm.

Nguyen walked slowly, a powerful dark aura radiating from him.

He crossed his arms and took a deep breath. Part of his hair covered a red mark on his face and his pupil-less crimson eyes—the Eye of Eris—giving him the appearance of a grim reaper.

Moments later, a young man in tattered clothes appeared, followed by a floating poodle.

Long and Dreamy had arrived at the riverside—ready to face Nguyen’s challenge.
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Chapter 3: Power Awakening
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It was the night before the challenge.

Dreamy drifted behind Long. It was obvious how frustrated Long was—he hadn’t said a single word. He just kept walking with no real destination, lingering along the edge of the forest.

Dreamy let out a long, lazy yawn.

“You don’t need to be so upset. Nguyen possesses a very unusual power—something tied to the Eye of Eris. From what I’ve learned, in your current state... you’re no match for him.”

Long suddenly slammed his fist into a nearby tree, making Dreamy flinch.

“I mean, you do still have a chance—but not right now... Calm down, will you?”

Long didn’t seem to hear him. His gaze drifted toward the distant mountain range—the direction of his hometown, Hope Village. After a moment, he spoke, his voice hesitant.

“AI King Witch... could you guide me? Help me become stronger, please, I beg you...?”

Mid-yawn, Dreamy blinked.

“Huh? What was that? I didn’t catch it...”

Long clenched his fists and shouted:

“I want to become stronger—even without those EN coins! I want to grow stronger with my own strength, to prove myself, to make Mrs. Huong proud, and to fulfill my dream. Please—help me. Teach me how to become stronger!”

Dreamy watched him in silence for a long moment, then smiled faintly, resting both paws behind his head as he gazed up at the starry sky, thoughtful.

“You know... if you become the strongest, it can get very lonely.”

Long answered without hesitation.

“I don’t care. I just want to grow stronger with my own power and achieve my goal. You’ve learned so much about magic and strength—I believe you can help me.”

Dreamy burst out laughing.

“Hahaha! You really are interesting. Fine—I’ll help you.”

Then, he floated behind Long, looking him up and down. Long glanced back.

“Do you know what your weakness is?” Dreamy asked.

“I’m poor—uh, I mean... I don’t have enough EN coins to use AI Witch magic,” Long said awkwardly.

“Only partly true. The real problem is that you haven’t fully tapped into your own potential—you’ve been too quick to rely on those EN coins.”

Long frowned.

“What do you mean?”

“There’s a special kind of energy within humans,” Dreamy explained. “What sets witches and mages apart is their ability to transform that energy into spiritual power—similar to the EN you use.”

Dreamy continued,

“As for where modern technology extracts EN from, even I’m not entirely sure. But you’ve all taken shortcuts—avoiding study and training yourself—and become dependent on it.”

Long’s eyes widened as he tried to process it all. He lowered his head briefly, then looked up.

“So... what should I do now?”

Dreamy spun in the air. A magic circle—formed from interlocking blue shields—appeared.

Long gasped.

“You don’t have EN—how are you casting magic?”

Dreamy smirked, clearly pleased with himself.

“Hah! I draw energy from heaven and earth to perform basic spells. My consciousness core contains data from millions of spells—but in this tiny body, I can only use a fraction of them. Now—step into the circle.”

Long hesitated for a moment, then gathered his courage and stepped in.

The world around him shifted.

A deep violet sky stretched above him, filled with glittering stars and a sweeping band of the Milky Way. He floated in the vastness of space, surrounded by planets of every color. Every so often, when he lost momentum, he would drift down and land lightly on a star; with just a small bend of his knees, he could launch himself soaring upward again. The wind rushed past his ears in a steady whoosh. His body felt weightless, as if gravity no longer existed. Everything was hazy, unreal—like a dream.

A strange mix of awe and unease filled his chest.

“Where...are we? It’s... beautiful...”

Dreamy smiled.

“This is a world of consciousness, created by my core. Here, you’ll train in magic and learn to use magical constructs, even AI Witch.”

They landed on a stretch of blue terrain. Long tried to float again—but he couldn’t.

“Aha,” Dreamy said. “This is it. Your color of power.”

Before Long could respond, Dreamy continued:

“Sit down and clear your mind. Soon, some objects will appear and pass through. Your task is to catch the ‘color’ of your power. Don’t worry—you won’t die. I’ll revive you if needed. Within this realm, my consciousness core is absolute.”

Then, just like that, Dreamy vanished suddenly.

From the violet sky above, a cluster of stars began hurtling toward Long.

*Oh no... don’t tell me those are the ‘objects’ he mentioned...

Long quickly dove for cover behind a nearby rock. The stars rained down like a storm—each one blazing with a different color, leaving streaks of fire like falling comets. They slammed into the ground, shattered on impact, and disappeared.

Then—

Silence.

*That damn king... “a few”? This is a meteor shower! How am I supposed to catch my power among all this...

Long observed again. And again. Over and over.

Eventually, he noticed a pattern. The stars fell at regular intervals. And within each wave, there was one star—a bright blue one, shining more brilliantly than the rest. Something about it pulled at him. It felt familiar—like the magic Dreamy and Mrs. Huong once used.

*I’ll take the risk and give it a try...

Another wave approached. This time, Long didn’t hide. 

He focused, raised his hand—

The stars fell.

They struck his body with searing force. Pain shot through him as one pierced his arm—only for it to heal instantly.

*So this is the magic of the AI King Witch...

He pushed through the pain, trying to grab the blue light—but the agony forced him back. Explosions rang out, dust filled his vision, and once—he grabbed the wrong color. It detonated in his hand, doubling the pain.

Breathing hard, he retreated behind the rock. For a moment, he wanted to quit.

*If I give up today... I’ll just give up again tomorrow. Then when will I ever become stronger?

He inhaled deeply and made a bold decision.

The next wave came—denser than before. At its center, the blue star burned brighter than ever. Long held his breath.

Then he ran.

He focused with everything he had, pushing through the streaks of falling stars, trying to reach the center—the place where he believed the blue star would land. The stars slammed into his shoulders, drawing blood. He clenched his teeth against the pain and kept running, forcing himself forward. One star struck his finger, bending it backward, leaving it mangled and soaked in blood—so much so that he could barely feel it as his own anymore. Still, he didn’t stop. Long gritted his teeth and sprinted with all his might. In his mind, there was only one goal: to seize the “color” of his own power.

The distance left was small. If he didn’t make it in time, he would have to wait for another meteor shower. Taking the risk, Long threw his own body forward to intercept the blue star.
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A deafening explosion rang out. The star crashed into his abdomen, sending unbearable pain through his body. It burned intensely, and a surge of electricity shot up his spine. The agony overwhelmed him, and he gradually lost consciousness as his body lifted into the air, suspended in a space filled with blue light.

Dreamy suddenly appeared.

“Long, you’ve done well. From this moment on, you possess a power core of your own!”

Long smiled faintly—then blacked out.

Near dawn the next morning, Long woke up. The scene had returned to the forest’s edge, just like the night before. His body ached all over; still half-conscious, he pushed himself up, only to trip over a branch and nearly tumble down the slope.

Seeing this, Dreamy quickly rushed in, using his small body to support him. But carried by momentum, Long ended up grabbing Dreamy, and the two of them rolled down the slope together. Their clothes snagged against branches and scraped against rocks and dirt, leaving them torn and ragged.

Then, Dreamy asked,

“Are you alright...?”

Long let out a light chuckle and replied,

“These injuries are nothing compared to what I went through training in Hope Village. And this pain doesn’t even come close to what I felt while training in your mindscape.”

Brushing the dust off himself, Long’s eyes burned with determination.

“Let’s head to the challenge, Sir!”

Dreamy—a Poodle in the form of an AI King Witch—looked at Long with gentle affection. He was beginning to grow fond of this boy: an unfortunate orphan, yet full of resolve, someone who never let go of the chance to become stronger.

“Hey, Long... I think you don’t need to call me ‘sir’ anymore. Just call me Dreamy,” Dreamy said, his tone turning slightly haughty as he looked away, though he was still watching Long’s reaction.

Long blinked in surprise, then broke into a grin.

“Alright... Drea—Dreamy!”

The two of them burst out laughing and made their way to the riverbank.

Dawn was beginning to break.

They had arrived at the place where Long would face Nguyen.

Mai and Miki were already there. They stood watching him—both astonished and worried—as the boy stepped out from the forest’s edge, his clothes in tatters, yet his eyes blazing with a determination they had never seen before.
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Chapter 4: I Will Never Give Up!
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A gloomy aura radiated from Nguyen; one side of his hair concealed a red birthmark and a pupil-less crimson eye—the Eye of Eris.

“You came. Let's see what that power of yours can actually do.”

“Alright! Let’s begin!” Long replied with firm confidence. A powerful determination surged within him. Last night, he had grasped his own strength, the color of his own power. But...

Nguyen suddenly appeared behind Long, a faint smile on his lips. “Have you really begun?”

Startled, Long spun around. Nguyen vanished—then reappeared right in front of him.

“Let’s make it simple—touch me once, and you win. Drop before that, and you lose.”

Anger flared within Long as he threw a punch at Nguyen.

“Don’t underestimate me!”

Once again, Nguyen disappeared, then reappeared midair about a meter above the ground. He gathered momentum and unleashed a crushing strike, sending Long crashing face-first into the ground.

Long pushed himself up, his eyes filled with resolve.
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