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Chapter 1: Dream

[image: ]




A cosmic-level entity suddenly awakened after tens of thousands of years, stirred by a brilliant flash of light in the vast universe.

It stood above eternity, beyond the flow of time itself. Parting the shroud of drifting cosmic haze, it caught sight of a small spark radiating from a child on a tiny planet called Puresight.

It smiled.
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In a small village by the sea named Hope.

The bright sun filtered through the coconut palms, and the sound of seagulls echoed in the distance. The salty sea breeze brushed against Long's face, cool and refreshing like a whisper.

The fourteen-year-old boy lay sprawled on the sand, his eyes half-closed, a green jacket draped over him. His long hair, tied high in a ponytail, swayed gently in the wind. Long loved this feeling—free and carefree, as if the whole world had shrunk to just him and the sound of the waves.

Long didn't know who his biological parents were. Since childhood, he had been raised by Mrs. Huong, the oldest shaman in the village. Whenever he asked about his origins, she would only shake her head, her eyes distant. The villagers also avoided the subject. Over time, Long grew accustomed to the silence. But deep in his heart, he believed that one day, the truth would come to light.

Suddenly, something soft curled up on his jacket. Long opened his eyes and smiled. It was Dreamy—a strange little AI dog with curly polymer fur, soft silicone skin, and bright, sparkling black eyes.

Dreamy was innocent and mischievous, sometimes making Long laugh on dull days. But when danger approached, it became surprisingly serious and intelligent. Dreamy was the only AI Witch in the village and also Long's closest friend. It looked just like a Poodle but possessed magical powers—the powers of an AI Witch.

In this world, AI Witches are not just tools; they are companions—born to protect their masters with the magic they have learned.

Long's world is called Puresight. There, humans, wizards, and even mystical creatures coexist with AI technology. Everything revolves around a single unit: EN—energy. People use EN to buy food and exchange for property. AI Witches transform their masters' EN into magic.

But Long was different. He had very little EN. Life in the poor fishing village meant he was always lacking. Yet Long didn't care. He often helped everyone in the village without expecting anything in return. Everyone loved him—a poor but kind boy who always believed that one day the world would be truly beautiful and full of hope, just like the name of the village where he lived.

Then one day, everything changed.

Mrs. Huong—the person Long cherished most—fell ill. It was a strange disease, unknown to anyone. Long ran everywhere, seeking doctors and asking all the shamans in the village, but everyone shook their heads.

The peaceful days by the shores of Hope had come to an end.

In the quiet little house, Long sat by the bed, his eyes red and swollen. Tears fell silently, each drop as faint as Mrs. Huong's weakening breaths.

She lay there, thin and pale, her silver hair lightly tangled on the pillow. Her face, once radiant and smiling every morning, now showed only exhaustion. On her forehead was a fading magical mark—a faint streak of light, once the pride of the entire village, now gradually dimming.

She lay there, barely breathing, wrapped in an old fur coat made from the pelt of a fire fox, like a memory no one dared to let go of.

Outside the door, the villagers gathered. No one spoke. There were only sorrowful eyes and silent glances, like farewells left unsaid.

The village chief entered, his voice choked with emotion.

"Long... how is Mrs. Huong...?"

Long shook his head, his voice trembling.

"I don't know... How can we save Mrs. Huong?"

The village chief bowed his head.

"You can't. You've tried your best..."

Mrs. Huong softly called out, "Come here... my dear... you and Dreamy, come here."

Long embraced Dreamy and stepped closer. Mrs. Huong strained to reach out and hold both of them in her arms. Dreamy—the small AI dog—stared at her for a long moment.

She whispered, "I want to impart a little magic into Dreamy... I hope it learns before I lose my strength."

She placed her hand on Dreamy's forehead. The AI Witch dog's eyes suddenly flashed with a brilliant golden light, so bright that the whole room seemed to hold its breath. The light lasted only a heartbeat, but it left a strange afterglow, like an ancient mark that had just been awakened.

The village chief shuddered slightly and murmured, "That light... I've seen it before, but I never expected to witness it again. How nostalgic..."

He then spoke softly to Long.

"If that's the case, there is one more option... They say the AI King Witch possesses healing magic—and even the power to resurrect."

The entire room fell silent. Everyone heard, but no one dared to believe such a far-fetched notion. Encountering the AI King Witch was considered impossible.

Long clenched Mrs. Huong's hand tightly, his eyes blazing with determination.

"I will go. Dreamy and I will find the AI King Witch. Mother... wait for me."

Dreamy's eyes suddenly flashed like an ancient symbol, glowing golden for a brief moment before fading as if it had never appeared. No one noticed, as they were focused on Mrs. Huong.

Only Mrs. Huong saw it. She smiled at Dreamy as if entrusting it with a secret, then turned to Long with eyes as gentle as the sunset sea. She looked at Long—the boy she considered her own flesh and blood—one last time.

The next morning, Long and Dreamy set off. The village chief patted him on the shoulder encouragingly.

"Long, I believe you can do it. The villagers and I will always support you. Have a safe journey."

Long smiled softly and thanked the villagers. Only the sea breeze drifted by, like a blessing from the village of Hope. Long set out to find the great AI King Witch, as he had promised Mrs. Huong, carrying with him the desire to uplift the village, save his loved one, and protect his world.

The village chief suddenly remembered something important and shouted after him, "Be careful with Witchiecoop, kid!"

Villagers didn't know if he had heard. He didn't look back. He didn't hesitate.

The adventure had begun.​
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Chapter 2: The City of Puresight
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Long stepped off the pier, carrying a worn burlap bag. A week adrift at sea with Dreamy had left him exhausted and famished. Yet before him, the city of Puresight shimmered so brilliantly that he forgot his hunger.

Driverless cars sped along the roads, weaving around obstacles as if in a choreographed dance. Overhead, delivery bats darted back and forth, carrying sparkling packages as they rushed them to their recipients. Long’s mouth fell open, his eyes gleaming as he took in the sight of affluent young women accompanied by all kinds of AI Witches: a fiery phoenix, a talkative calico cat, and even a pink bow that never stopped chattering. The modern skyscrapers were constructed mostly of adaptive glass, allowing the sunlight inside to be adjusted at will. It was a truly modern, magical world.

Then hunger dragged Long back to reality. He stopped in front of a nearby bakery.

“Hello, sir! Please buy some bread!” The door slid open, and the LED lights curved into a friendly smile.

Inside, a middle-aged owner stood beside an AI Witch shaped like an adorable donut. It lifted its small, colorful hands toward the air, and dozens of holographic images of freshly baked bread instantly appeared, spinning as if part of a magic show.

“Please make your selection,” the shop owner said, his voice brimming with confidence.

Long swallowed. His hands tightened around the worn canvas bag. Inside were only a few lonely blue ENs, lying still as if mocking him. Would it be enough to buy a single loaf of bread?

He pointed to the cheapest one, his gaze fixed on the image of the warm, steaming loaf floating in midair.

Suddenly—whoosh!

A tiny figure darted past, snatched the bread, and bolted out of the shop like a gust of wind.

“Hey!” Long shouted, racing after it with Dreamy and leaving the bewildered shop owner behind, the AI Witch donut still spinning in place.

The little thief was a child, probably eight or nine years old. He ran so fast that Long caught only a glimpse of his tattered shirt fluttering behind him.

He wove through the narrow alleys as if he had lived there his entire life. But Long wasn’t about to give up.

“Dreamy, create a shield to block the path!”

Dreamy’s eyes flashed gold. A blue shield materialized in the alley, shimmering like rippling water.

The child couldn’t stop in time.

Thud!

He slammed into it, rolled once, and lay still. A red bump rose on his forehead. Then... he burst into tears.

Long hesitated, frowning. 

*Why is he crying? *

“Hey, kid, stealing is wrong—you know that! Whose child are you? Why are you stealing from people?”

The boy looked at Long, panic written across his face, and cried even louder. The wailing made Long falter, confused about where the child had come from and why he was acting so strangely.

Then, abruptly, the crying stopped.

His mischievous eyes flicked sideways at Long, a sly glint flashing within them. Before Long could react, the boy lunged forward and kicked him hard in the ankle. Pain shot up Long’s leg, and he tumbled to the ground.

“Ouch! What the hell are you doing, kid?” Long shouted, grimacing.

The boy spun around, grinned impishly, clutched the pastry to his chest, and sprinted off again. Furious, Long scrambled to his feet and gave chase. The pursuit was far from over.

He whistled sharply to signal Dreamy.

“Dreamy!” he called.

Dreamy ran alongside him, its dark eyes shining, its voice impossibly calm.

“I’m sorry, but my magical energy is depleted. I need more EN to recharge before I can continue.”

Long clenched his teeth, breathing hard. “But we’re out of EN!”

“In that case,” Dreamy replied evenly, “please continue running.”

Long was furious, yet he kept running—not just for the bread, but for something else. He couldn’t explain it. When he looked into the boy’s eyes, he had seen something familiar—a strange flicker of recognition. Somehow, he knew he had to talk to him.

At last, the boy’s energy gave out. His steps slowed, his breathing turned ragged, and then he suddenly clutched his head and collapsed. Long hurried forward and finally caught up.

Gasping for breath, Long bent over, bracing his hands on his knees.

“You sure can run fast,” he panted, both impressed and exhausted.

The boy didn’t respond. He stared at Long with wide, panicked eyes, then suddenly pressed his hands tightly over his ears as if in agony. He staggered to his feet, but his legs trembled and nearly gave way beneath him.

Just then, a shout rang out from down the alley.

“What are you doing to that child?”

Long and Dreamy turned at once. A girl about Long’s age stood there, her long, slightly wavy blonde hair framing a face with an unmistakable aristocratic air. She wore a tailored vest coat and held a sleek, antenna-like sword. Her eyes were cold and sharp, ready to strike at any moment.

“Leave the child alone.” Her voice was firm as she stepped toward Long, indignation blazing in her eyes.

Then she turned to the boy, her tone softening.

“Kiet, are you okay?”

She raised her hands and began gesturing quickly and clearly, her movements precise, as if speaking an invisible language.

Long froze.

*Oh my God... the boy is deaf*​
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Chapter 3: Mai
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The blonde girl gently helped Kiet to his feet. The boy was still unsteady, his legs trembling as if about to give out. Kiet made a few gestures with his hands. Mai nodded, as though she understood.

She turned to Long, her eyes calm but not cold.

"I'm sorry for the trouble Kiet caused," she said, her voice soft yet firm. "I will compensate you if necessary. If that's not enough, you can come to my house in the city. I'm Mai."

Mai exuded the aura of a young nobleman—strong and composed.

"I'm Long," he replied. "It's okay. I don't hold a grudge... and I don't need any compensation."

Long glanced at Kiet, puzzled.

"What's wrong with the kid? Is he hurt? Why was he stealing?"

Mai sighed softly, her brows furrowing.

"Kiet is an orphan. He was taken in by a kind man named Lam. But recently, Uncle Lam has been struggling. His work has been unstable... Maybe Kiet did it because he had no other choice. Maybe he was hungry..."

She looked directly at Long, her gaze unwavering.

"Consider me responsible for the compensation. Charge it to me."

She then bent down to Kiet’s level and placed a gentle hand on his shoulder.

"As for the headache... I think Kiet’s condition has relapsed."

Mai glanced at Dreamy, her eyes brightening.

"Oh, you have an AI Witch too? How cute!"

Without waiting for a response, she bent down and hugged Dreamy, startling Long slightly.

"Yes. Its name is Dreamy. It has been my companion since childhood."

"What a cute name!" Mai smiled brightly, as if she had already forgotten the earlier tension and hadn’t noticed Long’s startled reaction.

She then took a few blue EN coins from her pocket and handed them to Long. "For now, this is all I have. If you need more, come to my house. I can give you more... even gold EN, if you're willing to let Kiet off the hook."

After speaking, Mai called out, "Miki! Come out and give him our address."

Immediately, a small golden dragon popped out of her pocket. At first, it was only the size of her palm, but within seconds, it grew to the size of Dreamy. Its eyes shone like diamonds, its long tail swayed gently in the air, and its golden scales sparkled in the evening light.

It was an AI Witch in the form of an Eastern dragon—majestic, elegant, and noble. Long had never seen an AI Witch exude such a regal aura.

"Yes, mistress," Miki’s voice rang out, calm yet powerful. Its diamond-like eyes flashed, then it looked up at the sky. A glowing sheet of paper descended and landed neatly in Long’s hand.

On it were Mai’s image, her home address, and a delicate signature. Long read the final line:

Le Noble – Lady Le Mai (Mai)

"Now I'll take Kiet back to Uncle Lam’s place. Goodbye," Mai said.

She turned to Dreamy, her gaze sweeping over it before settling on Long. "There’s a AI Witch training center that needs AI Witches to help teach children in difficult circumstances. Kiet studies there as well. I’m a volunteer. If you and Dreamy would like to, feel free to stop by."

Without waiting for Long to respond, Mai handed him another slip of paper with the address written on it.

She then walked away, gently holding Kiet’s hand. The two figures gradually disappeared behind rows of high-rise buildings, followed by Miki—the small, glittering golden dragon—which circled once before fading into the evening light like the last streak of sunset.

Long stood there, watching.

A moment later, he and Dreamy found a nearby tall building and climbed to the rooftop.

A gentle breeze drifted past. The city of Puresight stretched out below them, vibrant and magnificent.

Long lay beside Dreamy, his eyes following the sun as it slowly sank below the horizon. In the distance, delivery bats continued their busy routes.

He thought of Mrs. Huong, of his hometown, and longed for the day he would find the AI King Witch. The longing felt endless.

He began to doze off, but Dreamy suddenly nudged him awake, still holding Mai’s business card in its mouth, its tail wagging excitedly. It was one of the rare times Long had seen Dreamy so animated. He turned the card over and read the address of an AI Witch training center printed on the back. Dreamy’s eyes suddenly flashed with an inexplicable golden light.
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