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Nova Blade (Novela, #1)

Thank you from the bottom of my heart for joining me on this incredible adventure! Every page read and every chapter shared with this group of travelers means the world to me. However, this is not the end of the road; it is merely the closing of the first chapter in a much broader universe. The story does not end here, and the adventure continues. Very soon, we will dive back together into the dangers, secrets, and mysteries of the world of Nova Blade. | If you would like to remain part of this journey and have a chance to win the second volume completely free, I invite you to connect with me on my social media channels, which you will find listed on the following page. I would love to hear your theories, find out who your favorite characters are, and learn what you thought of this installment! | See you soon on the network. | M.D.SAGER
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The air vibrated with a deafening roar. Colossal swords, forged from steel that defied all logic, slammed against reinforced shields with enough force to demolish fortresses. The sky was a streak of green light, traversed by energy arrows that hissed like invisible predators, seeking to strike the heart of the fray.

The fair-skinned warriors, with their swift movements and crystalline weapons, clashed relentlessly against the greenish-skinned behemoths, whose savage fury was as unforgiving as the heavy metal of their hammers. Sparks flew, and screams blended into the din. Down at ground level, pulse rifles fired incessantly, spewing bursts of plasma that melted rock and left luminous scars across the battlefield.

Yet the chaos was not enough. Suddenly, out of the canyon mist, an imposing legion of humanoid figures—outfitted with firearms and nimble cuirasses—charged into the conflict. A new torrent of steel and digital gunpowder joined the vortex. Nobody on any side seemed to remember the beginning, the motive, or the reason for such a massacre; there was only the primal urge to fight and survive.

Things simply happen this way in this world. This is Nova Blade.

You see, this is not the real world. Yet it feels like it, down to every fiber, every scent, and every perceptible pain. It is a fully immersive reality game that instantly became the most monumental revelation and sensation the world had ever seen. By that time, humanity had sunk into a spiral of monotony, routine, and boredom. People no longer knew what to do, which direction to take, or what meaning to give to their lives.

Until one mind decided to rewrite existence. Dr. Elara Vance—after a long, mysterious creative process in collaboration with her enigmatic company, Minerva—gifted the world the infinite universe of Nova Blade.

And most astonishingly: she did not charge a single cent for it. From the day it was released to this very day, access remains 100% free and available anywhere in the world. Anyone can log into this virtual reality where the only law is chaos and freedom. Nova Blade is not a game; it is the universal escape. The world people chose.

But how could a virtual reality capture the desperate authenticity humanity craved? The answer lay in the access device: the SOMA-Link. It was neither a bulky helmet nor a complex booth. It was a simple, nearly invisible neural interface that users attached to the base of their neck or their temples.

Once activated, the SOMA-Link initiated Cognitive Synchronization. It did not recreate images or sounds for the player’s eyes and ears; it suppressed real-world sensory input and injected Matrix signals directly into the brainstem. The world of Nova Blade was neither seen nor heard: it was experienced.

Every gust of wind on the high plains, the smell of burning sulfur in volcanic regions, the tension in a muscle when swinging a colossal sword, and even the stinging pain of a Data Damage hit... everything was a perfect neurological replica. The mind believed it was there; the body reacted as if it were there. It was total immersion: the real, painful, and thrilling life that had been lost in the outside world.

There was, however, a single, absolute limitation: the Vital Integrity Code. No matter how intense the virtual torture or massacre, the SOMA-Link was programmed by the Architect to block and reverse any signal that could cause permanent neurological or psychological harm in real life. You could feel death, you could feel terror, but you would never lose the essential connection to your physical body. It was Dr. Vance’s subtle, ultimate failsafe—the guarantee that, regardless of the anarchy, the rules of the game would never truly break.

Once Cognitive Synchronization concluded, the experience immersed you completely. Inside the Matrix, the only law was your own will. You were truly free to do and be whatever you wished—from elite warriors possessing the nobility of Elves, to the brute, unbridled strength of fierce Orcs, or simply the versatility of Humans, if you so preferred. The player's imagination was the only limit.

Classes and roles were virtually infinite, encompassing far more than simple combat. You could become a Hired Assassin in the shadows, a Guardian of the Desolate in the fallen cities, a Technomancer living off code, or simply an Adventurer in search of riches and glory. Every choice, every risk, every betrayal was real. In this universe, anyone could forge their own destiny—something the outside world had long forbidden.

And within that vast collective of souls seeking a new life was Nick Svensson in a quiet suburb of Sweden. At 17 years old, Nick was already a genius—a prodigy in systems logic and advanced coding, capable of dismantling systems far beyond the comprehension of most adults. His intellect was a scalpel, capable of dissecting any algorithm down to its primary components.

Yet his brilliant mind carried the weight of his age. In the real world, Nick was a withdrawn, socially awkward, and deeply frustrated teenager. School, expectations, and superficial interactions felt inefficient to him, filled with arbitrary rules that made no logical sense. He loathed the lack of control; he loathed the noise of human emotions that his brain was not designed to process.

His life was a strict routine: coffee, code, silence. He knew he could solve any software problem the planet threw at him, but he could not solve the problem of fitting in or being understood. The real world offered no challenge worthy of his mind.

When Nova Blade was launched, he did not view it as a casual game, but as a pure system: a reality built upon immutable rules of code, where intellect and cunning were the true currency. It was the perfect canvas for his brilliant mind, where his age and social immaturity were irrelevant.

That was how Cipher, the Technomancer, was born—an avatar designed to be the perfect extension of Nick’s logic: silent, analytical, and lethally efficient. In the Matrix, Nick was not a 17-year-old misfit; he was a master of code, capable of manipulating invisible rules others did not even know existed, and finally feeling in control.

Inside the small, tidy Swedish apartment, the ambient light in Nick’s room was cold. Lying on the bed with the SOMA-Link active, the boy was a motionless figure. His parents, citizens of order and routine, peeked through the door with a mixture of silent desperation and reproach.

To their eyes, he was not conquering a universe; he was merely abandoning his own. "Nick, aren't you going out today? Can't you leave... that game for a bit?" his mother murmured, her voice soft but heavy with concern. They received no answer—only the tense silence of the room and the green blink of an LED light on the small device at his temple. They did not understand that the game was already his only life, and that the logical concerns of the real world had no place in the ambition of a genius.

And so, with the faint click of his SOMA-Link synchronizing, the master of code closed his eyes to mundane reality to awaken in the only life where he could have absolute control, ready to face the ultimate challenge: the anarchy of Nova Blade.
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The map is unimaginably vast, designed so brilliantly that in theory you would never finish exploring it. It has no endpoint to reach nor discernible limits. To the players' knowledge, it is an infinite terrain. Within this colossal landscape, the player population clusters and splits into nine main realms, known collectively as the Yggdrasil Matrix.

The most crucial resource fueling life and economy in this reality is Chroma. It is the very essence of code made manifest: currency, energy for abilities, and the foundation for all technology and magic. Without Chroma, an avatar is useless.

At the center of everything lies Aethelgard, the Crystal Dome. This is the sprawling metropolitan city—the administrative and technological heart of Nova Blade, and home to Technomancers like Cipher. This is where the governing AI resides. If you seek to hoard the greatest yields of Chroma and rare technological components, you will have to infiltrate its Central Servers—the most heavily guarded dungeon in existence.

Radiating from this silicon axis, the geography splits into extremes that burn and roar. Descending into Drakonheim, The Plasma Forge, we find a volcanic realm of sheer brute force and heavy forging; to acquire Elite Forging Materials, you must survive the Crypto-Iron Boiler. Right beside it lies Muspelheim, the Realm of Gunpowder and Steam: a vast steampunk desert where magic was replaced by advanced thermodynamics. If you want high-impact explosive ammunition and speed attachments, you will have to raid the armored Ghost Train.

Moving to the opposite extreme, we find realms where nature and technology merge in unusual ways. There is Glimmerfen, the Realm of the Bio-Elves: dense, luminous forests where technology is biological regeneration. If you dare enter The Forbidden Nursery, it will reward you with Health and Mana Potions featuring extreme temporary effects. In contrast, towering in the heights stands Alfheim, the Realm of Sky and Song. It is the most ethereal, focused on healing and aerial movement; here, in its Hanging Garden, you will obtain Pure Energy Gems—a concentrated form of Chroma. And of course, we cannot forget Vanaheim, the Floating Realm: a suspended archipelago where aerial combat is key, and its Sky Colosseum yields vast amounts of experience.

Finally, we arrive at the realms of darkness and technological peril, where the threat is systemic. Buried underground lies Svartalfheim, the Realm of Arcane Engineers—the domain of stealth and engineering. Its tunnels are packed with nanofiber traps. Only if you survive The Silent Foundry will you earn the finest crafting schematics for stealth gear. To the north lies the Ice Realm (Jötunheim), The Cybernetic Keep: a landscape of eternal ice. Technology here focuses on extreme survival, and its Glacial Tombs present a gauntlet of logic puzzles that reward you with Resistance Accessories. And in the most feared place of all lies Dark Niflheim, The Realm of Digital Shadows. This place is the corruption of the base code itself. Its dungeon, The Fallen Debug, will reward you with cursed items and temporal hacking abilities.

Despite their extreme differences, all these realms share something far deeper than simple commerce. Beyond the omnipresence of Chroma—both currency and vital energy—and the existence of encrypted teleporters for elite players, there is a threat that binds their fates together.

Each of the nine realms shelters a piece of an ancient mystery: the Origin Fragment. These mysterious objects are the whispered legend of Nova Blade. Only the most veteran players of each realm have seen them—those who have sworn to protect them, for they understand their terrible potential.

You see, if these nine Origin Fragments were ever brought together, they would not merely form a device of incalculable power; according to prophecies, they could erase the entire world of Nova and delete the game forever. In the Matrix, the ultimate prize is also total annihilation.

There are many things you must learn if you wish to truly understand the game and what life is like here, because it is not just about hoarding Chroma and leveling up. It is about power, and power is obtained in two ways.

You can venture out alone—a path many choose that offers unmatched freedom. This route is perfect for Technomancers or Assassins operating in the shadows, as you remain invisible to clan politics, and 100% of the profit is yours. You do not have to share resources or obey orders that fail to align with your logic. However, the risk is brutal: you are the easiest target for PKing and extortion in high-risk zones like Dark Niflheim. You have no backup, and the best Dungeons and teleporter routes are inaccessible without clearance or massive wealth.

Alternatively, you can join one of the existing clans. This requires sacrifices, but offers protection and access to resources most players do not even dream of. While you must obey imposed rules and hierarchies (and your earnings are subject to guild policy), the tactical advantage is undeniable: access to secure bases, elite gear, and instant backup against enemies. Under a powerful banner, you are virtually untouchable.

Depending on your preferred style, you can find a welcoming community, provided you meet the requirements set by its leaders. In Nova Blade, clans are the true political force controlling the Yggdrasil Matrix.

Economic power is driven by The Consortium, a neutral and pragmatic faction residing in Aethelgard. They do not fight; instead, they control the Chroma market and material prices, thriving on monopolies and interest charged for Link Point usage. You can only join them through an Invitation of Proven Wealth, as their leader, The Architect, demands the logic of pure profit. In contrast, the underworld is dominated by The Black Hand, the evil, outlaw force operating out of Dark Niflheim. They live off Player Killing (PKing) and robbery; to join them under the feared Revenant, you must pass a brutal Trial of Blood and Chaos to prove your will for annihilation.

Amid this chaos rise The Pilgrims, the good faction believing Nova Blade should be a paradise. They are the primary defenders against The Black Hand, dedicated to healing, protection, and the free distribution of resources from Glimmerfen and Alfheim. Their leader, Elysian, demands a Trial of Sacrifice and Loyalty to join their ranks.

Military power is split between two brutal yet organized forces. On one side, The Children of the Core are an anarchic organization of Warriors and Berserkers from Muspelheim whose sole objective is territorial dominance. They respect those who can defeat them in a Trial of Individual Combat. On the other side, The Vanguard is the most organized military guild in Drakonheim. They are Neutral, specializing in crafting Epic-grade armor and selling their protection to the highest bidder. Their leader, Forge Master, requires a Trial of Craft and Discipline at the forge for entry.

Finally, the shadow of intelligence is cast by The Decipherers, the espionage guild operating from the tunnels of Svartalfheim. They are Neutral/Secret, specializing in blueprint theft and information trading. They hold the knowledge nobody else possesses regarding the Origin Fragments. Their leader, The Key, demands a Trial of Undetectable Infiltration to accept a new recruit.

Last but not least, we have the classes—varied with an endless array of traits to suit any player's style—though the primary ones are divided by your avatar's race. Here, balance is a lie: every power comes with a critical weakness.

Humans lack the inherent racial strength or endurance of other avatars, but compensate with cognitive adaptability that allows them to master technology and stealth.

The Technomancer is the expert in hardware and logic, like Cipher. Their Data Analysis ability allows them to identify and temporarily hack an enemy's armor, rendering it useless for a moment. Their flaw is Link Vulnerability: they depend so heavily on their gadgets that a single Electromagnetic Pulse (EMP) leaves them helpless on the battlefield.

The Phantom Assassin, on the other hand, is the master of stealth and surprise attacks, using Optical Camouflage to guarantee critical strikes. However, their elusive playstyle grants them Low Endurance; if their attack is detected, they die quickly. Brute force is embodied by the Battle Warrior, who can activate Exoskeleton Reinforcement to ignore interruptions and unleash an unstoppable assault. The drawback is that the exertion causes severe Slowness and Exhaustion once the overload ends.

Elves are the masters of Glimmerfen and life itself. Their "magic" is actually advanced bio-alchemy and energy manipulation. The Bio-Alchemist is the frontline healer. Their Life Resonance power lets them fire projectiles packed with nanoparticles that regenerate ally health within an area. Despite their power, Slow Healing is their flaw; their abilities require deep focus and carry long cooldowns. The Cyclic Archer is the elite marksman using bows to imbue arrows with Kinetic Energy capable of penetrating heavy armor. Their limitation is Reload Dependence, forcing them to wait between special shots. Finally, the Wind Mage uses energy coils for Aerial Propulsion, allowing them to levitate and fight from the sky. However, they are susceptible to Noise, which can shatter their concentration and send them into a nosedive.

Orcs, heirs to Drakonheim and Muspelheim, rely on muscle and machinery to crush the enemy. The Mechanized Berserker is power personified. They trigger their Rage Supercharge through cybernetic implants, boosting speed and damage. The risk is Overheating, which inflicts sustained damage following the adrenaline surge. The Heavy Gunner provides ranged support. Their Personal Railcannon ignores much of the enemy's armor, but their major flaw is Zero Mobility; while firing, they are a static target. The War Forger is defensive support, whose Quick Field Repair ability lets them fix ally armor in combat. Conversely, their focus on defense results in Low Melee Attack Speed.

Dwarves are the engineers of endurance and technical stealth in Svartalfheim. The Exosuit Defender is the party's tank, generating a frontal Energy Shield that absorbs damage. They are strong, but only in one direction, as their Reduced Coverage Area leaves them highly vulnerable to flank attacks. The Trap Master controls the field by deploying Disorientation Fields with nanofiber mines. However, their Water Weakness neutralizes their traps. The Infiltrator is the dwarf spy. They use Matrix Thermal Vision to track enemy energy signatures, but are vulnerable to Illusions, since holograms emit no real heat and confuse them.

Finally, there are hybrid classes that take the best of both worlds. The Cybernetic Gargoyle (Half-Orcs) possesses an Armored Fury that grants passive resistance to physical damage, but their limitation is an Absence of Ranged Abilities. Sky Dryads (Half-Elves) are masters of aerial movement. They use Net Jump to teleport, but their focus on lightness leaves them with a Low Carrying Capacity for heavy items.

To a player just starting out in this game, the Yggdrasil Matrix can seem incomprehensible
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