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Slasheetsa prokradanum!


Mr. Edward Warfield Peach

21 Curlew Lane

Manley, England




Dear Mr. Peach,




Congratulations! We are pleased to inform you that you have been accepted to the Prymoutekhny Wizards Academy for Boys in the Royal Republic of Aradia! Our decision was based on your tremendous wizardry skills, as well as your amazing talent and unlimited potential. Those are traits we constantly seek in our students.

Our academy is highly prestigious, well-accredited, and very sought-after, with hundreds of years of training the next generation of great sorcerers. Each member of Prymoutekhny’s faculty has years of experience and has received rigorous training to become exceptional in their field. Because of our interest in you, we have decided to give you a full scholarship, including free room and board, as part of our Foreign Exchange Student Program.

Please look over the enclosed materials, which tell you where to meet us and more about our illustrious academy. We look forward to seeing you at the Prymoutekhny New Student Orientation that will take place in our school promptly at 3pm on September 1st. Once again, we would like to extend our congratulations to you on being accepted into our family!

Praduboryusets! That’s how we say “Good Luck” in Aradian!




Sincerely,

Maximilian Durlott

Headmaster


Chapter One

Accepted




Accepted.

That’s what the letter said. At that moment, I felt a sudden chill go up my spine. I pretended to smile as Mum and Dad shouted their delight that their little wizard was being sent thousands of miles away to study magic at an exclusive boarding school.

I swallowed hard. Please don’t make me go, I thought.

I took another look at my letter. “Highly prestigious,” “well-accredited,” and “very sought-after” were the different qualifiers used to describe their piss of an academy. There were portraits in a brochure, mostly in sepia-tone black and white, of their most famous students, yet I didn’t recognize any of them. The more I looked at all the rubbish they’d sent me in that big yellow envelope, the more I wanted to vomit.

Accepted.

Everything had been arranged: the three tickets for the next available ship from England to Aradia, the meeting place three days from now in the Aradian port-city of Navona, and our guide who was to see us at the harbor and take us to the school. The whole lot, including my school uniform, was all-expenses paid.

Seeking to break the jovial mood that’d taken over my parents at the breakfast table, I told them that I wasn’t going to that school.

“Not going?” Mum asked me, wide-eyed. “Why? This is the opportunity of a lifetime! A prestigious school, fancy uniforms, and a better life for all of us! Are you going to sit there and tell us that you don’t want what’s best for your family?”

Yes, I was, I told her. I wasn’t going and that was the end of it.

My parents then began to lecture me, whilst I kept buttering my toast, about how they never had an opportunity like this when they were my age and how I’d be letting down several generations of our wizard-family if I didn’t go. Dad was especially determined because both he and Granddad had been rejected from that school numerous times.

Despite my pleas, my constant whinging, and even throwing a teary-eyed wobbly like I used to do when I was a tiny tot, I was going to that ugly academy. Mum said my name, middle name and all, and insisted that I get packed.

“We’re leaving tomorrow,” she said. “End of discussion.”

Without another word, I stormed into my room, slamming the door after me, and buried my face into my pillow.

Accepted.

It wasn’t fair! Other kids would be pretty chuffed about going to such a distinguished wizard-school, but not me. This sort of thing should’ve gone to those who needed it or wanted it more. Instead, I was the one who got…accepted.

I wasn’t sure that I wanted to be part of the “next generation of great sorcerers,” nor follow in my father’s or grandfather’s footsteps. I just wanted to be me. I didn’t want to leave my mates or live away from home. What’s more, I’d be going to a foreign country where I didn’t know anyone, much less the language they spoke.

Things had been much simpler and I’d been a lot happier before I got that stupid letter!

Accepted.

I didn’t want to study in some shite academy, the name of which I couldn’t even pronounce, and where mobile phones were prohibited. All I really wanted to do was enjoy life, hang out with my friends, and go to the beach to listen to its lush, serene music. Yet more than anything, I wanted to do nothing. That’s what I desired most. I simply wanted to do nothing, yet my parents, on numerous occasions, would never hear of it.

I began thinking about turning Mum and Dad into frogs or making them both disappear so that I wouldn’t have to go to Aradia, but I really didn’t want to do any of that. Deep down, I didn’t believe in using magic to hurt or endanger the lives of others. To me, magic was this beautiful yet mysterious thing that was all about me and always made me feel happy. I loved magic, bloody lived for it, but hated the idea that someone could use it for evil when it could be used for good. Not to mention, the last time I’d made my parents disappear, they had simply found their way back.

I sat on my bed awhile in thought, then caught a glimpse of myself in the tall mirror next to me. There was a scrawny, pale fourteen-year-old lad with light-brown hair and blue eyes staring back. He was nicely dressed in a smart shirt under a waistcoat, long socks, and an adorable pair of shorts. His hair looked good but there were blemishes all over his face.

Suddenly, I heard a strange yet familiar voice calling my name from out of nowhere. I looked left, right, and center, seeing not a soul, until I traced it to inside the mirror. My reflection was talking to me! Strange and magical things were happening all the time in Manley, but I must say, this was the strangest and most magical thing yet!

“Edward,” the boy in the mirror said in my voice. “Go to that school.”

I stood in absolute shock. Slowly, I began to wonder if what I was seeing was perhaps some peculiar mirror with a talking reflection. I went over to the tall, oval-shaped mirror, the same one I used to look at myself each morning, which was mounted between two serpentine risers and standing upon swept, scrolled legs, and rested my hand precariously on its cold glass. At once, it entered into a bizarre, liquid world that felt like a pool of cool water!

I quickly took out my hand and noticed there were ripples forming in the mirror where I’d reached in, like a crystal-clear lake after a stone had been cast. I reached in again and felt another hand touch mine—it was the hand of my reflection! His hand felt real, very much like my own, and I noticed my double was no longer copying my every move, as he always had, instead backing away when I tried to touch him.

“Go to that school, Edward,” he said a second time.

I was beyond shocked. I stared at my hand and then the mirror, my mind still not able to grasp fully what was really going on, and it felt as though I were changing into some weird being with some far weirder power.

This can’t be real, I thought to myself. This all had to be part of some insane joke! Come on, Ed. Get a grip!

My reflection’s hand felt quite real, which meant my reflection had to be real. Another Edward Peach to do my bidding! I spied the acceptance letter and the large envelope that both lay on my comfy bed and came up with a devious plan: the academy was expecting me to appear at the New Student Orientation three days from now, but they never said it had to be the original me! Just a likeness of me would suffice!

I stared back at my double, smiling a devilish grin. He spotted the letter and stared back at me, shaking his head at once. In less than a second, I seized my reflection by his light-brown hair and began pulling him out from his fluid sanctuary.

“Go in my place!” I shouted.

“No!” he shouted back. “You fight your own battles!”

The two of us wrestled for a bit until eventually my twin won and went back into the mirror-world. He must’ve sealed up the entrance afterward because I wasn’t able to put my hand inside again.

“Go to that school, Edward!” my reflection cried. “I know you’re scared, but you can do this! I know you can!”

“I’ll never go to that school!” I cried back. “You can’t make me! I shall never go to that school as long as I live!”

“It’s an all-boys school,” he then said to me in an enticing voice.

Was it? I quickly retrieved the acceptance letter to check and, true enough, there it read: Prymoutekhny Wizards Academy for Boys!

I couldn’t believe I hadn’t noticed that before! Brilliant! An all-boys school!

I hurriedly took out all the contents from the big yellow envelope. There had to be some pictures of lads in there somewhere! To my delight, I found an oversized portrait of a group of boys in smart uniforms standing in formation before the stately institution. The lad in the first row looked bloody cute, I thought, whilst some taller lads in the back row had muscular chests that looked absolutely divine!

“It only gets better,” my double replied, smiling. “I foresee nothing but good things waiting for you at that school. Perhaps even a special boy who might fancy you, Edward.”

“Do you really think so?”

“Trust me, mate. I have sort of a ‘second sight’ about these things. That academy will be the greatest thing that ever happened to you, I promise. Try it for yourself and you shall see.”




• • •




Later that morning, I decided to take one last look at Manley, the busy fishing village where I had been brought up and was proud to call home. It was one of several little towns that sat on a large, secluded area sandwiched between an old river and the North Sea. I spent the entire day going into all the shops and had my absolute favorite food, fish fingers and custard, in one of my favorite restaurants.

Towards midday, I took a visit to Manley Beach, the briny seafront that I’d loved since I was a little ’un, and went for a stroll, enjoying my favorite cloudy weather alongside a gorgeous view of the powerful ocean. Manley is quite small but legendary for its own magical folklore, the best fish and chips in the world, and ace seaside ice cream!

Several fishermen had just arrived in port, carrying boxes overflowing with fresh cod, bass, and lobster, whilst others were on the hunt for mermaids, a widely-believed legend in our town. I’d never seen a mermaid, yet there had been hundreds of sightings all over this mysterious beach.

Overlooking the majestic sea was the Obelisk, a needle-shaped lookout tower that had stood since ancient times. No one knew how it got there and it was probably as old as some of the wizard-clans that had lived in our area for generations. My ancestors had come from London, but those families were quite wealthy and owned much, if not all, of the land because of their fishing industry. Their legacies—and feuds—went back for centuries.

Mum and Dad were still at home busily arranging their things for our two-day trip to Aradia, a mystic land I’d only read about in books and old stories. Tomorrow, I’d be on board a grand ship that was to take me to an all-boys academy, leaving behind my family, friends, and the cozy bungalow where I’d spent my joyful, carefree years.

Aradia was located somewhere in the North Atlantic and could only be seen by wizards. It was a land that could not be traced by any non-magical boat or plane. Don’t bother looking for it in any non-magical maps either because you’re not going to find it.

Much like my birthplace of the gravelly region of Manley, Aradia was hidden away from what we in our town like to call, “Non-Magical Folk.” They go by many names, such as “Humans,” but I’d also heard of them as “Human Beans.”

It wasn’t that we as conjurers hated Non-Magical Folk, although there were a considerable number of us that did, but we had to keep out of sight because supposedly there are horrible consequences for a wizard that comes into contact with a “Non-Magical Person.” I don’t mind them, really. Truth be told, I’d never actually met one.

My impeccable last day in England had eventually come to an end. When the dreaded morning finally came, rather quickly I might add, I had no choice but to go with my family to George’s Port, a special harbor that was miles away from home and also concealed from the Non-Magical Folk.

Once we arrived, I was made to stand with my parents in a long queue, carrying an incredibly weighty suitcase, before a humungous ship, while an old duffer slowly collected tickets. Our turn would soon be next and, at once, I began to feel quite nauseous.

I don’t want to go! I shouted suddenly in my head. I want to go home! I don’t want to go to that academy!

Slowly but surely, we began to board the grandiose ship. It was a unique seafaring vessel that was imperceptible to the Humans and navigated by a famed sea captain. I began to think about Manley to try and cheer myself up, but it was hopeless. The ship hadn’t even set off and I already felt terribly queasy.

I thought about legging it over and over, leaving my family behind and never seeing them again, but it was futile. I’d run away from home several times, but my parents always somehow found me. Knowing them, they’d stop at nothing to make sure I went to Aradia, got to that school, and become a great sorcerer.

Accepted. It sounded like a death sentence.




• • •




My trip aboard the large ship to Aradia was all a blur. I can only remember scant moments, particularly because I was seasick from rough waves most of the time.

I arrived with my parents in the bustling port of Navona where fishermen, vendors, and crowds of tourists clogged up the walkways. There were signs everywhere written in that funny-looking Aradian, as well as hundreds of people jabbering in different tongues. I stayed close to my parents, the three of us standing out clearly as foreigners in a strange land.

After aimless wandering and getting lost several times, we met our guide, a tall chap dressed in an old-fashioned chauffeur’s outfit who was to take us to the academy. He was very amicable, and my parents were easily swayed by his good-humor. I kept regarding him as he loaded my suitcase into the boot of his luxurious black car.

We first had to make a quick stop in the thriving Aradian capital of Jzurecko. Much like the port, the city’s high street was filled with frenzied cars and people struggling to get where they were going. Our car finally stopped at a small tailor shop where we went to procure proper dress for my school.

It was a very refined shop, filled with portraits of young lads in sharp clothes, likely previous students. We were quickly met by an emaciated bloke with a dark mustache and balding head who smiled at us.

The next thing I knew, I was standing in the middle of the room, quite uneasily, as the man began measuring my arm, waist, and inside leg whilst commenting to my parents on what a “beautiful boy” I was. He continuously scribbled notes onto a tiny paper he kept with him and finally disappeared into a back room.

A few minutes later, the odd bloke returned and, much to our amazement, my new uniform was ready! My parents were also pleased to see the mustached-man handing me extra garments, including smart shoes, a jumper, and a nice muffler. As long as the school was paying for everything, who was to argue?

On a personal note, I did very much enjoy the portraits of one particularly handsome lad. He looked about my age, and was posed in stylish gabardines and petticoats. He had a button-nose, his hair was superb, and had one of the cutest smiles I’d ever seen! In general, I had a bit of a nasty habit of having a wandering eye when it came to cute lads!

Thereafter, we left the tiny shop with all my new attire and went with the tall man back to his fancy car. As we rode for an hour, I began to notice that we were no longer within the city limits, abandoning the hurly-burly of the noisy capital and instead passing through quiet countryside. Finally, we passed through a massive, regal front gate, arriving at our destination just in time for orientation.

It was here that I came face to face with my new school.

Prymoutekhny was an enormous building in gothic style that was encircled by three smaller buildings. The school looked brand new, even though it’d been around for hundreds of years. There was a bell tower, picturesque walkways, and a traditional-style bridge where we spotted other wizard-families who had come for the event.

The foliage of the autumn trees had vibrant shades of orange and green that looked fluorescent in the cascading sunlight. My parents were eagerly taking pictures and hurrying in front of me whilst I was left behind, dragging the same heavy suitcase as I had the entire trip. I hated this place already and begged them to take me back to England. Not bloody likely.

All the families soon gathered inside the great building. We spotted several rich and famous wizard-clans, along with others I’d only heard about from stories Granddad used to tell me. I observed my fellow schoolmates. They were mostly nerdy-looking boys with worse skin problems than mine who were already wearing our school uniform—a smart shirt and tie underneath a stylish cardigan, elegant trousers, and neatly-polished shoes.

I left my parents and went into the nearest bathroom to change. After only a short time, I was dressed but was having quite a bit of trouble tying my tie, something that took me an age to master from the instructional card the tailor shop had given me. I wasn’t accustomed to wearing ties. As I kept giving myself a once-over in the mirror, I wondered if that peculiar mirror-lad from Manley would show up again.

I’d finished later and after a final once-over, I thought the tailor had done a rather spanking job on my uniform! When I came out, Mum and Dad were out of sight and I wandered about for ages trying to find them.

Whilst plowing through a sea of loud lads, I ultimately came to a narrow hallway where a boy who slowly passed me immediately caught my eye. He was carrying a satchel, his jet-black hair nicely combed back, and there wasn’t a single pimple on his attractive face.

Who was that? I thought to myself.

I kept staring at him. The strange lad had an infectious smile and a charismatic air about him that was simply irresistible. At once, everyone about me seemed to vanish in a haze and all I could see was this beautiful boy.

I used my powers to feel his magical aura. He’s quite strong, I said to myself. Suddenly, there was an odd force that took over my entire being and robbed me of every ounce of strength I had. My whole body felt weak and I quickly began to lose control of my arms and legs. Was this really happening or was all this some sort of strange dream?

A moment later, I bumped into a tall bloke and was back to normal. When I turned, the handsome lad was gone. I looked everywhere for him until I’d finally met with my parents, who were very cross and afraid that I might’ve run off on them.

The massive throng of wizard-families was herded into a large auditorium where the orientation had at long last begun. We all sat quietly as five old blokes who were seated before a wide table on the stage each delivered a rather lengthy speech about how much of an “absolute privilege” it was to study in this academy. My parents hung on their every word whilst I was slowly being tortured to death.

Sometime later, I felt a small tap on my shoulder. I turned my head to see a short redheaded boy with a freckly face asking me if I wanted some gum. He held out what looked like a normal stick of gum, smiling innocently, until it turned into a snake with black and white stripes from the paper wrapping. I shrieked and the hissing gum slithered away into the lad’s shirt cuff, the fiery-haired prankster laughing with delight. Little prick.

The old duffers went on. I decided to take this opportunity to try to look for that attractive lad I’d seen earlier. His powerful energy-field must’ve been what’d made me feel weak back in the crowded hallway. I thought perhaps he would like to become mates with me. You know, two young sorcerers doing magical stuff together.

Try as I might, however, I was convinced I was never going to find such an impressive lad in such a big, unapologetic school of wizards.

Finally, after what felt like eons of talking, the last of the duffers finished his speech. Yet just when I thought the grand exposition of old people had ended, one of the blokes said they had a “special surprise” for everyone.

The school’s headmaster was then quickly brought over to the stage. There was uproarious applause as an even older bloke appeared wearing flowing robes, a wizard cap, and had an incredibly long beard that had to be carried by two other blokes behind him. He had a wide smile on his face and decided to give an even longer speech that lasted the better part of an hour! Mum and Dad simply couldn’t contain themselves whilst I was utterly bored to tears.

Once his speech had ended, the school bell from outside had begun to ring, which meant it was time for all the families to leave the students. Every single wizard-clan had soon left the auditorium and gathered outside at the front gate where several well-dressed lads stood, all teary-eyed, bidding a fond farewell to their even sadder parents.

I finally stood before Mum and Dad. The same black car from earlier was waiting to take them away from me. They said their final good-byes to me, both smiling warmly and very excited to see me staying here. I agreed to their promise of writing them every day after surrendering my precious mobile to them.

I couldn’t contain myself much longer and wrapped myself around Mum’s thin body, blubbing and begging her not to leave me. She tried to release herself from the clutches of her wailing son, but I refused to let her go. As soon as Mum was free, she knelt down and looked me right in the eye, telling me who-knows-what, as I wept loudly over her words.

When I finally began to calm down, Dad put his hand on my shoulder, telling me how proud he was and how proud I’d made Granddad whilst Mum couldn’t wait to tell all our relatives the good news. They soon popped back into the car and left the academy. I kept my gaze on them until a school caretaker ordered all the students to go back inside.

Accepted.

The black car, along with what was left of my old life, slowly disappeared into the distance…




• • •




My first week trying to get settled in that bloody, over-glorified academy was absolute torture! I was soon placed into Manticore House, one of the three boarding houses surrounding the main academy building that was to be my new prison away from home.

Lads from different countries were crammed into the small house with a pongy common room, books lying about everywhere and absolutely nothing fun to do for miles. The halls of residence, or boys’ dormitory as it was called, was just a tiny hall with large beds and scarcely enough room for us boarders to even put down our suitcases.

Yet that wasn’t the worst part. I was a first-year, which meant being easy prey for bullies and nasty fifth-years to terrorize. All over Manticore House, fifth-years were scouting for defenseless first-years to be their new slaves, making them run their baths, shine their shoes, and do other humiliating tasks.

Thankfully, I was too small and scrawny to be a first-year slave, and our housemaster, Kozyol, found pleasure in making the lives of other new boys quite miserable. He was a tall, beefy-looking chap who made it his goal to make sure every fifth-year in our house would have their own personal dog’s body.

As if that weren’t terrible enough, some other lads in the dormitory began pulling pranks on me. Most of the time, I’d find spiders or small animals on my bed. Yet, on occasion, they somehow managed to move my oversized bed out of the hall whilst I was still sleeping on it! I’d wake up the next morning outside the building or in a classroom during a lecture!

“That’s not funny, you bastards!” I would shout at them.

The classes were definitely no better. My typical day consisted of intense wizardry classes, including Incantations, Magic and Defense, Wizard History, Enchanted Potions, and the rest of the time was spent studying for exams. Our masters, or The League of Extraordinary Old People as I called them, gave us piles of written assignments and had us memorize hundreds of famous conjurers such as Merlin, Paracelsus, and Hildegard von Bingen.

I can’t take another minute of this bloody academy! I finally shouted in my head. I’ve got to get out of here!

It was a horrible first week and I wanted the nightmare to end when something wonderful happened.

On the way to one of my classes one day, I spotted a group of lads chatting in the hallway wearing stylish blazers that made them stand out from everyone else. These were the elite members of Alpha House, which I assumed was an exclusive group of toffs who thought themselves too good to be with the other students. Their blazers bore an elaborate seal that was different from our house’s emblem and they mostly gathered in their private house, strictly prohibited to outsiders.

In Prymoutekhny, the color of your cardigan told others which house you came from as well as your family’s social class. Us regular lads in Manticore House would wear smart uniforms and light-blue cardies while all the toff-boys in Alpha House wore expensive-looking garments along with dark green ones.

There were also the lads in Phoenix House who wore red cardies and have a hard time finding mates outside their house. They're very fun lads and talented wizards, but are largely unpopular, mostly with the richer students, because they come from poor families and are boarded in a house that, according to nasty rumors, doesn’t even have running water.

Alpha House always seemed to have better things than the other two houses, mainly because their members come from rich, distinguished wizard-families who had influence in the school. I’d heard rumors, mostly from lads in my house, that they were all part of a secret society bent on ruling the world!

They seemed the absolute last people on Earth that I would ever want to associate myself with until I caught a glimpse of one of them. It was the cute lad I saw from my first day at the academy! I ran back for a better look…yes, I was right! He was looking very smart in an elegant green waistcoat and an adorable black blazer. His hair was combed back with lots of gel and his laugh was high-pitched yet classy.

I planted myself in an empty corner so I could watch my perfect Alpha House boy, smiling and laughing with two tall, flabby lads who stood like armed guards next to a thin, fair-haired lad with tanned skin and his hair coiffed. The wiry boy wore an earring and looked like the athletic, runner-type, yet was nowhere near as charming as his attractive counterpart.

When the bell rang to mark the top of the hour, the Alpha House boys left and the class I’d long forgotten about had already begun! I didn’t care how much trouble I’d be in with the master for being late. I simply had to see him one more time!

Fortunately for me, I began seeing more of that gorgeous lad all around the academy after that lovely day. He usually stayed close to his mates during class, at a special table in the dining hall, and on the way to their forbidden house.

Many times, I would find myself trying to find the nerve to chat him up, curious to learn his name and what he liked to do, but he was an Alpha House lad and everyone knew that Alpha House lads only socialized with lads from their own house. I reckoned those tall boys standing next to him wouldn’t even let me near him, much less speak to him.

I tried forgetting about him early the next morning after Incantations class when I went to the changing room for Games. I personally hated it and saw no reason whatsoever for gifted wizards such as ourselves to have to engage in sport. It was here amongst rows of tall lockers that boys from all three houses undressed next to each other and the only place where stuck-up toffs had to be on equal terms with the average boy.

There were towering jocks everywhere, some of them in towels, shouting and laughing while others were stuffing little first-years into lockers, as their way of “welcoming” them to Prymoutekhny. It was part of an old tradition for upperclassmen to “welcome” first-years into our school and why I was pranked many times in my house’s dormitory.

I, meanwhile, feasted my eyes on several cute lads changing into their Games uniforms whilst admiring their attractive bodies. I simply couldn’t help myself! I was having a rather difficult time trying to remember my locker combination from being utterly distracted!

At once, I spotted my lovely Alpha House lad taking off his clothes through a crowd of boys at the end of the room. He had a flawless physique, no scars or blemishes, and every angle of his body was perfectly shaped. I stood, lost in paradise, admiring his build.

After a long while of staring, he’d finally caught me and I quickly turned my head, pretending to be busy. A short time afterward, I had another look. Though I fought the temptation as hard as I could, I only seemed to feel good when I stared at him.

The class later gathered outside in a wide field. There to greet us was Mr. Balstrode, an old master with white hair who mostly spoke with his whistle. Seriously, I thought to myself, why are so many masters in this school over a hundred? It wasn’t all naff, though. At least we got a majestic view of the Aradian mountains from there.

We played several rounds of Dragon’s Lair which, if I’m honest, has to be one of the most dangerous things I’ve ever seen!

Dragon’s Lair is a game with two teams. One team sends a runner with a ball into the opposing side of a partitioned field to try and score a goal in a protected area, whilst avoiding traps, spells, and other obstacles from the other team. I saw trap-holes, barbed-wire, and other deadly things used in a single game! Anything goes in Dragon’s Lair and each team’s captain would usually send a fast runner or a clever wizard who also had to avoid being tackled by other wizards before they reached the goal line.
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