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Quest.

Level.

Repeat.

Marvin the mage explores a fantasy gaming world, seeking out new adventures. 

His goal is simple: quest through content and grind out XP. If he happens to find some good loot along the way, even better. All that matters to him is getting to the next level.

No matter what it takes.

A LitRPG/Progression Fantasy series.
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Marvin marveled at his new mana pool.

Mana 135/135.

This gave him plenty of mana to put his Deadly Swarm and Fireball on blast. He just wished he could find a new robe.

Penny slipped the envelope into the pocket of her apron. “You wouldn't happen to want to help me with something else, would you?”

“Of course,” Marvin said with a smile. Questing was the name of the game.

“My collection of flowers is nearly perfect,” she said, sweeping a hand over the garden. “But it lacks one flower in particular. A special rose. A blue rose.”

“Blue?” He looked at the roses around him and noted their various colors. None were blue.

Penny smiled. “Could you find one and bring it back to me?”

“Sure.”

You have been given a quest.

Locate and bring back a rare, blue rose for Penny.

“Perfect!” she said, clapping her hands with delight. “I’ve heard rumors they might be located somewhere to the west of the village. But you need to be careful, apparently kobolds have been seen there.”

“Not a problem. Is there anything else before I go?”

“If you find one, be sure to bring as much of its stem intact as you can.”

Marvin nodded. Fetching flowers might not be very adventurous, but XP was XP.

Penny tapped her chin in thought. “Actually, there is something. A treant has decided to take up residence at the treeline, to the north of my garden. Its roots are burrowing beneath my flowers and sapping their lives away. Could you get rid of it for me? It might be dangerous.”

“You bet. I’ll take care of it right now.”

You have been given a quest.

Dispose of the treant ruining Penny’s garden.

Marvin excused himself, and Penny returned to her gardening. He walked around the house, following the narrow path between rows of flowers. Bees and butterflies flew about in his wake. The entire place felt amazingly serene and peaceful.

Reaching the edge of the garden, he immediately spotted the treant along the nearby forest treeline. It was darker in color than the other trees, with long branches which almost touched the ground. Bulging out of the base of its wide trunk were several roots which lanced into the dirt, and pointed in the direction of the garden.

He noticed the flowers closest to the garden’s edges were wilting, slowly being drained of life from the parasitic roots in the dirt below.

Marvin stopped, and looked the being over. Other than its out of place appearance, you would never tell it was a sentient, and dangerous, creature.

Double checking his Bolster was still active, he decided on casting Swarm, as using Fireball might set the entire forest alite, and possibly the garden.

The swarm engulfed the treant, causing it to sway violently back and forth. Its leaves rustled and extended to slap at the bees, killing them. In only a couple of seconds, the swarm had been negated.

Marvin frowned. The spell had done a little damage, but the treant’s defenses negated most of it. He shrugged. It might take a little longer than expected, but so what? He had plenty of mana to spare, so he cast it again.

And, again, the treant swayed, and its long leaves batted the bees away. Once the attack was over, the creature's entire body shifted forward, pushing its way forward a couple of feet through the ground.

Alarmed, Marvin took a couple of quick steps back. He suspected it could move, but not that fast.

Another cast provoked a more violent bout of shaking, and the treant heaved upwards as its leaves whipped about. If the thing managed to pull itself out of the ground to run at him, Marvin had no qualms about making a run for it.

Suddenly, something burst out of the flower bed next to him, and a long root wrapped itself around his leg.

“Eep!” he managed to say as he fumbled out his dagger.

But another root emerged and quickly wrapped around his wrist.

Uh oh.

He struggled against the roots, but their hold was ironclad.

With his free hand, he cast Deadly Swarm at the treant, hoping to distract it. As the bees attacked, he grabbed the dagger from his trapped arm and swung at the root, cutting into it. Greenish sap oozed from the cut, but the root didn't let go; in fact, it got tighter.

Sensing he was in true, mortal danger, Marvin gave up on being cautious and cast fireball at the treant.

The flaming orb exploded against its trunk, and many of its flailing leaves caught fire. The creature shifted backwards, away from Marvin. Loud creaking and snapping noises emanated from it, and Marvin knew it was screaming in pain.

He slashed repeatedly at the root clamped on his leg, shouting obscenities the whole time.

A branch suddenly descended from above and cracked him on the head, knocking off his ugly hat. Blood streamed down his forehead and into his eyes.

Angered, he cast another fireball, followed by a swarm.

That did the trick as the roots suddenly let him go and vanished back into the dirt. The treant was now truly aflame, but still alive.

Marvin cast Swarm again for good measure, and the bees attacked, dancing between the flames of the branches. In moments, the treant gave a final shudder, and sagged. The magical flames also winked out, leaving behind a charred tree trunk.

You have killed a Treant. You have earned 300 experience points towards your next level.

Marvin took a moment to collect himself. That had gone from being a minor task to a potentially horrible death in only a few heart beats. But now he knew how to properly deal with these things in the future.

Checking the burnt out trunk, he found a little bit of loot.

5 silver coins.

Penny was overjoyed by the news.

“Oh, that's absolutely wonderful. I hope it wasn't too tough to kill, was it?”

“Not at all,” he lied. The wounds on his arm and leg would need time to heal properly.

You have completed a quest.

You have killed the treant ruining Penny's flower garden.

You have earned 500 experience points towards your next level.

Penny spotted the red mark on his exposed leg and frowned. “Oh, look! You're hurt. Here, drink one of these.” From a basket next to her, she took out a small healing potion and handed it to him. He gratefully guzzled it down and his wounds slowly vanished as he watched.

Marvin eyes the basket. “You wouldn’t happen to have more of those, would you? I have some money.”

“Oh, tisk!” she said, waving a hand. “Take them all. You’ll get more use out of them than I ever will.” She scooped up a bunch of small, red potions from the basket and placed them in Marvin's sling-sack.

6 small potions of healing.

“Do you make them?” Marvin felt a little relieved at simply having the potions. Other than resting, he had no other way of healing himself.

Penny shook her head, a curl of hair falling in front of her face. “Not me. I don’t have the skill for it. Gloria does. She makes several types of potions and special teas. Check with her if you need more.”

It just so happened, he had a quest for Gloria, and decided now was as good a time to finish it.

He thanked Penny and returned to the road, following it into the village-proper. The houses he passed all looked similar to Penny’s, each with a large garden with different crops and flowers. The occasional resident would stop what they were doing and wave, which he returned.

Soon, he reached what counted as the village center; a half dozen buildings bunched closely together. One was a simple tavern, while another looked to be a bank of some kind. Curious, he entered the bank.

It was small, with a kiosk on one side and a comically oversized vault placed next to it. Behind the bars of the kiosk sat a very bored looking man who looked suspiciously identical to the one he met when he first arrived. He, too, was lost in reading a long parchment.

He approached the kiosk and smiled. “Hello.”

The man sighed, and tore his eyes away from his reading to look up. “Oh, it's you.”

Marvin laughed. “So they got you working double duty, huh?”

“What?” the man said, confused.

“We met a few days ago, when I arrived. You gave me my newbie gear.”

The man blinked, and frowned. “Sir, I am the bank teller for this village. Unless you’ve banked here before then we’ve never met.”

It was Marvin's turn to look confused, but decided it wasn’t worth the bother to figure out. “So, what services do you offer here?”

“Banking services.”

“Yeah, I know that, but what specifically?”

The banker sighed, again. “You can deposit money here, and withdraw it from any other bank in the world.”

“Global banking? Cool. What about the vault?”

“You can store items within, and withdraw them from any other bank in the world.”

Marvin liked that detail. Not having to return to some far flung location he stored some items at was the best feature a world of adventure could offer. And this one had it.

But the money deposit brought up an issue. “So, is my money safe in the bank? Can you be robbed?”

“Robbed?”

“Yeah, could a bunch of bad guys come in here and steal everything?” He needed to know just how safe his stuff would be, or if he needed to think about burying things in a hole in the woods.

The banker’s expression was incredulous. “Sir, this is a bank. Banks do not get robbed. What is deposited will remain safe.”

“Are you sure?” Marvin was satisfied with the answer but felt like egging the guy on a little.

“Positive. Such a concept doesn't even exist.” He shook his head at such a daft notion.

Marvin checked over his money, and all the items in his sling-sack and pouch. He didn't have anything of value, and he suspected what little money he had would soon be spent.

He thanked the banker, and went outside. The little market was close by, with a half dozen little tents for each seller. One sold bolts of cloth, another various flowers, and another
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