
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Transfer Semester : Volume 1

        

        
        
          Transfer Semester, Volume 1

        

        
        
          ConfusedZombie

        

        
          Published by ConfusedZombie, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      TRANSFER SEMESTER : VOLUME 1

    

    
      First edition. November 9, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 ConfusedZombie.

    

    
    
      Written by ConfusedZombie.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by ConfusedZombie

	    

      
	    
          
	      Maya

          
        
          
	          The Tale of Kairava: The Flame of Inheritance

          
        
          
	          Veils of Maya

          
        
          
	          The Serpent's Time: Chronicles Beyond the Veil

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Transfer Semester

          
        
          
	          Transfer Semester : Volume 1

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Parallel Hearts

          
        
      

      
    
    



  	
        
            
            "Every silence is a language waiting to be remembered.Every echo is a memory learning to speak."

      

    


Transfer Semester

––––––––

[image: ]


Volume 1



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1 – The Letter
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The postman was late again.

He usually was, but that morning the delay felt personal, as though the universe had conspired to stretch Anaya’s patience to its thinnest thread. She leaned against the wooden doorframe of her family’s modest house, watching sunlight crawl lazily across the lane. The air already shimmered with the promise of afternoon heat, and the scent of frying onions drifted from their neighbor’s kitchen.

Inside, her home was alive with noise — the familiar chaos of her father lecturing her younger brother, Ravi.

“Ravi! How many times must I tell you — socks belong in drawers, not in the sofa cushions!”

Her father’s voice boomed like a warning bell, bouncing off the plaster walls.

“But Papa, I couldn’t find my cricket bat. I was—”

“Excuses again? Always excuses.”

Their mother sighed, the sound soft and habitual, the punctuation to every morning argument. Dishes clinked in the sink as she muttered something about growing boys and misplaced energy.

Anaya half-smiled despite herself. The routine of their household was predictable to the point of ritual: Papa’s thunder, Mama’s drizzle, Ravi’s mischief. On most days, she found comfort in the rhythm. Today, however, every second dragged, the air heavy with something she couldn’t quite name.

She glanced up the road again. No sign of the postman’s faded red bicycle.

Her hands fidgeted with the hem of her tunic. She had no reason to expect anything. She hadn’t applied to colleges yet, hadn’t sent out forms beyond the usual scholarship programs her teachers insisted on. Still, something inside her stirred uneasily, as if waiting.

When the rattle of bicycle wheels finally broke the stillness, she straightened instinctively.

The postman pedaled lazily down the lane, one hand steadying a stack of envelopes, the other gripping the handlebars. His khaki shirt sagged from sweat, his cap tilted too far back. He looked, as always, mildly irritated by the very concept of mail delivery.

“Morning, beti,” he called, stopping at her gate. He flipped through the bundle, muttering names under his breath. “Electricity bill... bank notice... one for the next house... ah, here.”

He slid a single envelope through the iron bars of the gate. It dropped onto the ground with a soft thud.

Anaya bent to pick it up — and froze.

It wasn’t the usual thin paper bill or garish flyer. This was thick cream parchment, smooth beneath her fingertips, its corners sharp, its weight disproportionate to its size. Across the front, her name was written in sweeping calligraphy that seemed both old-fashioned and strangely luminous.

Her breath caught. “Thank you,” she whispered automatically, though the postman had already cycled away.

She turned the envelope over. A golden crest sealed the flap — two crescent moons interlocked, surrounded by faint stars. It shimmered faintly in the sunlight, almost alive.

Her pulse quickened. She pressed her thumb against the seal and tore it open.

The letter inside smelled faintly of lavender and something sharper, metallic, like rain on stone.

“Congratulations. You have been accepted into the International Transfer Semester at St. Crescent Academy. You were chosen for your potential to make life-defining choices. All tuition and accommodation are fully provided. You are expected to report on campus within two weeks.”

The words swam before her eyes. She blinked, read them again, then once more, slower, her mouth moving silently over each syllable.

Accepted.

Potential.

Life-defining choices.

Her heart thudded wildly. This had to be some mistake. She hadn’t applied. She hadn’t even heard of St. Crescent Academy.

She read on.

“Your participation is not optional. This invitation is a recognition of the paths you might walk. Bring only essentials. Your journey will require your presence, not your possessions.”

The final line unsettled her most:

“Remember: the future is never given. It is chosen.”

The paper trembled in her grip.



“Papa!” Her voice cracked louder than she intended.

Within seconds her father appeared at the doorway, spectacles perched on his nose, frown etched deep. “What is it, Anaya? Why are you shouting like the house is on fire?”

“Look,” she said, thrusting the letter toward him.

He took it, adjusting his glasses. His brows drew together as he read. “St. Crescent Academy? International... transfer semester?” His frown deepened. “Is this some kind of scam?”

Her mother appeared behind him, drying her hands on her apron. “What’s wrong?”

“Some school claims she has been chosen,” he muttered. “All expenses paid, abroad, boarding... nonsense.” He looked at Anaya sharply. “Did you apply for this? Without telling us?”

“No,” she said quickly. Her throat tightened. “I swear, Papa, I never— I don’t even know this place.”

Her mother plucked the letter gently from his hand. She read silently, lips moving. A flicker of awe softened her features. “It sounds... remarkable. Look at the seal, Ravi. This is not like ordinary paper.”

Her father harrumphed. “That is how scams trick families. Fancy logos, big promises.” He shook the envelope. “No contact number, no details. Only—” He paused, eyes narrowing at the final line. ‘The future is never given. It is chosen.’

“That’s philosophy, not admission criteria,” he snapped.

But his voice wavered. Even he could not ignore the strangeness of the paper, the weight of the seal.

Her little brother Ravi poked his head from the kitchen, face smeared with jam. “What’s happening?”

“Nothing for you,” Papa barked. “Eat your toast.”

Ravi scowled, but Anaya noticed his eyes linger on the golden seal, wide with curiosity.



That night, the house buzzed with unease.

At dinner, her father tried to steer conversation back to normalcy — Ravi’s cricket practice, Mama’s recipes, the neighbor’s noisy generator. But the letter sat on the table like a guest none of them dared address directly.

Finally, her mother asked softly, “What if it’s real?”

Her father bristled. “Even if it is real, sending a sixteen-year-old alone to another country for half a year? Without notice, without preparation? Preposterous.”

“But what if this is her chance?” her mother pressed, her eyes darting toward Anaya. “Scholarships do not come easily. Opportunities do not come twice.”

Papa’s fork clattered against his plate. “Opportunities come when you earn them. Not when mysterious letters appear like magic tricks.”

The word magic hung uncomfortably in the air.

Anaya said nothing. She pushed her food around her plate, appetite gone.

Later, in her room, she placed the letter under her desk lamp. The parchment seemed to glow faintly, as if feeding on light. She ran her fingers over the words, half-expecting them to dissolve.

Why her? She was not top of her class — clever enough, but not brilliant. Not a leader, not a prodigy. She was... ordinary. The most extraordinary thing about her life was how neatly it fit into predictable patterns.

The letter unsettled that. Tore through it.

She lay back on her bed, staring at the ceiling fan circling slowly overhead. Ravi snored faintly in the next room. From the kitchen came the clink of her mother washing dishes late into the night. The familiar sounds should have soothed her. Instead, they felt fragile, like she was already listening to them from far away.

Her eyes drifted back to the letter on her desk.

She whispered aloud, as though the parchment might respond, “Why me?”

The room answered only with silence.

But deep down, beneath her skin, she felt it: the question had already been heard.
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Chapter 2 – First Day
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The road to St. Crescent Academy wound through hills like a ribbon of stone, curling higher and higher until the air grew sharp with pine and distant snow.

Anaya pressed her forehead against the shuttle bus window, watching the world shift with every turn. Fields gave way to cliffs, towns shrank into dots. Her parents’ faces still lingered in her mind — Mama’s anxious smile, Papa’s reluctant wave, Ravi’s loud, teasing cry of “Don’t forget me when you become famous!”

She hadn’t answered him. She hadn’t trusted her voice not to break.

Now, surrounded by strangers in navy blazers, she felt the weight of everything left behind. The bus hummed with chatter — students swapping stories, comparing notes about transfers from Brazil, Kenya, Greece, Korea. Their accents laced together like a patchwork quilt, bright and alive.

Anaya sat quiet, hands folded on her lap, pulse steadying only when she reread the embossed letter folded carefully in her pocket. The seal had cracked when she opened it days ago, but she traced the memory of it like a talisman.

“First time in Crescent?”

She turned. The boy beside her had dark curls, warm olive skin, and eyes the color of sea glass. His smile was easy, natural.

“Yeah,” she admitted.

“Same.” He extended his hand. “Rafael.”

“Anaya.” Her palm brushed his, and she was relieved it didn’t tremble.

“Where are you from?” he asked.

“India. Small city. You?”

“Barcelona,” he said with a little shrug, as though it didn’t matter, though his accent wrapped the word like music.

He leaned back. “They say the Academy is older than the city itself. Built where two rivers of destiny cross. Do you believe that kind of thing?”

Anaya’s mouth quirked. “I don’t even know what I’m supposed to believe yet.”

He laughed softly. “Good answer.”

The bus curved one final time, and the Academy revealed itself.

It rose from the hillside like a fortress carved of cream stone and ivy. Towers pierced the sky, their tips crowned with silver crescents. The main hall stretched wide, its arched windows glittering like eyes watching their arrival. Flags bearing the interlocked moons swayed in the wind.

Gasps filled the bus. Even the most confident transfers leaned closer to the windows. The Academy was not merely a school. It was a kingdom.

When the bus halted before the wrought-iron gates, Anaya’s heart pounded so loudly she thought everyone could hear.



Students spilled into the courtyard. The air smelled of damp leaves and polished marble. Statues lined the path — robed figures with outstretched hands, their faces serene, their eyes fixed on horizons unseen.

A tall girl in prefect’s uniform barked orders. “First-timers line up here! Luggage goes to the side, attendants will handle it. Welcome banners are straight ahead.”

Anaya dragged her suitcase obediently, trying to look like she belonged. Rafael fell into step beside her. “Don’t worry,” he said lightly. “You’re not the only one pretending not to be terrified.”

She almost laughed. Almost.

The prefect herded them into the main hall. Chandeliers glittered overhead, scattering rainbows across the polished floor. Benches stretched in neat rows, and at the front stood a woman with silver-streaked hair pulled into a severe bun.

“Headmistress Vallis,” someone whispered reverently.

The Headmistress stepped forward. Her gaze swept the hall like a blade, sharp and assessing. When she spoke, her voice was velvet laced with steel.

“Welcome, Transfers. Each of you has been chosen not for who you are, but for who you might be. This semester is unlike any other. You will not be tested by rote learning or empty examinations. You will be tested by the choices you make.”

A ripple passed through the crowd. Anaya’s stomach tightened.

The Headmistress continued, “Each of you has glimpsed your possible futures. Some more than one. These glimpses will guide you, but they will not define you. Here, you will learn to navigate the weight of decision. You will learn that a single moment can alter the course of lifetimes.”

Anaya’s hands went clammy. She glanced sideways. Rafael listened calmly, as though the words confirmed something he already knew.

Anaya whispered, “What does she mean, glimpses?”

He tilted his head toward her, smirk tugging his lips. “You’ll see.”

Her skin prickled.



After the address, groups were led on tours. Their guide, a cheerful second-year named Juno, rattled off facts with practiced ease.

“The East Wing is classrooms, West Wing is dorms. Meals are communal, breakfast at seven sharp — don’t be late unless you want Mira’s wrath.”

“Mira?” someone asked.

Juno grinned. “You’ll meet her soon enough.”

Anaya followed, eyes darting everywhere. Murals painted across ceilings depicted constellations swirling above human figures making choices — a farmer leaving his plow for a battlefield, a queen laying down her crown, a child stepping into fire. The air hummed with history, alive with voices that had walked these halls centuries before.

In the library, shelves towered like cathedral walls, filled with books bound in leather, parchment, even metal. A spiral staircase wound upward into shadow. Juno lowered her voice reverently. “They say every book here is written by a former Transfer. Some lived their glimpses. Others didn’t.”

Anaya shivered. She felt eyes on her — not from students, but from the walls themselves, as if the Academy had already noticed her.



By evening, exhaustion pressed into her bones. The Transfers were shown their dorms — high-ceilinged rooms with stone walls softened by tapestries, two beds apiece. Anaya dragged her suitcase inside, grateful to find Rafael had been assigned as her hall neighbor.

Her roommate had not arrived yet.

She unpacked slowly: neatly folded clothes, her journal, the small silver locket her mother pressed into her hand before departure. Inside it was a faded photo of her family, Ravi mid-blink, Papa frowning at the camera, Mama smiling softly.

Anaya traced their faces, whispering, “I’ll make you proud.”

But the words felt fragile. Hollow.

Outside, a bell chimed across the courtyard, low and resonant. Students poured toward the dining hall. Anaya followed, clutching the locket.

She did not know yet that before the night ended, she would see something that changed everything.



The dining hall was alive with noise. Long oak tables groaned under platters of roasted meat, steaming vegetables, golden bread. Students laughed and chattered, the air crackling with energy.

Anaya slipped into a seat near the end, keeping her head down. But curiosity prickled. Conversations floated around her like sparks.

“I saw myself as a doctor — world-class, surgeries no one else could attempt.”

“My glimpse had me giving a speech at the UN!”

“I was flying. Like literally flying. Think that’s even possible?”

Each voice rang with certainty, awe, excitement. Everyone here had seen their future.

Everyone but her.

She stabbed at her food. Maybe no one would notice. Maybe she could blend in long enough to figure out what was happening.

Then a girl slid onto the bench across from her.

Glossy black hair, dark eyes rimmed with kohl, smile like a polished blade. She leaned forward, resting her chin on her palm.

“You’re new.”

Anaya nodded cautiously.

“I’m Mira.” The girl’s smile widened, sharp and knowing. “You really are ordinary, aren’t you?”

Heat climbed Anaya’s neck. “What do you mean?”

Mira’s gaze flicked toward Rafael at the far table, laughing easily with others. “Most Transfers arrive buzzing to share their glimpses. You? You’ve been quiet all day.”

Anaya gripped her fork tightly. “Maybe I just don’t feel like telling strangers my whole life.”

Mira’s laughter rang like glass breaking. “Oh, darling. It’s not your whole life. It’s your destiny. Unless...” Her eyes glittered. “...you don’t have one.”

Snickers rippled around the table.

Anaya dropped her gaze, throat burning.

She wanted to disappear.

But across the hall, Rafael caught her eye. He gave a small nod, subtle, reassuring, like an anchor thrown across a storm.

And for the first time since arriving, Anaya felt the faintest thread of belonging.
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Chapter 3 – The Gifted
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Morning light streamed through the dormitory windows like molten gold. Anaya blinked awake to the sound of bells tolling across the courtyard, each note long and deliberate, like the Academy itself exhaling.

Her roommate still hadn’t arrived. The other bed was neatly made, untouched. Anaya couldn’t decide if that relieved her or unsettled her.

She dressed quickly in the provided uniform: crisp navy blazer, white shirt, pleated skirt. The fabric felt heavier than her clothes at home, as though it carried the weight of expectation. She fastened her locket beneath the collar, hidden but close to her skin.

When she stepped outside, the courtyard buzzed with motion. Transfers hurried toward the East Wing, books tucked under their arms, laughter bouncing off stone walls. Anaya trailed after them, clutching a borrowed notebook.

“First real classes today,” Rafael said, appearing at her side with effortless timing. He looked annoyingly at ease in the uniform, tie askew in a way that seemed intentional. “Ready?”

Anaya forced a small smile. “As ready as I’ll ever be.”

He grinned. “That’s the spirit.”



Their first class was Literature, held in a sunlit hall with arched windows overlooking the forest. Desks were arranged in neat rows, though most students sat turned toward one another, chatting. The air smelled faintly of chalk and ink.

The teacher, a thin woman with spectacles perched precariously on her nose, called roll. Then she gestured toward the front. “Let’s begin introductions. Share your name, where you’re from, and... if you wish, a glimpse of your future.”

Students perked up, eager.

One by one, they stood.

“I’m Amara, from Lagos. My glimpse showed me performing on stage, crowds singing with me. Music is in my veins.”

“I’m Daniel, from New York. I saw myself arguing a case in court — defense attorney. I like the sound of that.”

“I’m Hana, from Seoul. My glimpse was strange. I was... teaching children how to grow vegetables. I don’t know what it means yet.”

Laughter and murmurs filled the room. No one seemed shy.

Anaya’s pulse quickened. Her turn crept closer with each introduction.

Then Rafael rose.

“Rafael Montoya. Barcelona.” He paused, glanced at Anaya briefly, then closed his eyes.

The air shifted.

For a moment, Anaya swore she saw something impossible: two versions of Rafael flickering like overlapping film reels. One wore a surgeon’s coat, hands steady, face weary but proud. The other stood on a podium, draped in a politician’s sash, a crowd roaring his name.

The visions dissolved as quickly as they appeared. Rafael opened his eyes with a rueful smile. “Still deciding between saving lives one at a time or ruining them all at once.”

Laughter rippled through the class.

The teacher chuckled. “Two glimpses, Mr. Montoya? That is rare, but not unheard of.”

Students leaned forward eagerly, bombarding him with questions. “Do you get to choose?” “Which one feels more real?” “Have you tried testing it yet?”

Rafael shrugged, though his eyes sparkled. “That’s what we’re here for, right? To find out.”

Anaya sat frozen. Her mind replayed the shimmer she’d witnessed, the way reality itself had seemed to bend. It wasn’t imagination. Others had seen it too. And no one looked surprised.

“Next?” the teacher prompted.

One after another, students stood. Futures spilled into the room like jewels: artists, engineers, explorers, leaders. Even the shyest spoke with a certainty Anaya couldn’t fathom.

Then it was her turn.

She rose slowly, palms damp. “I’m Anaya Sharma. From India.”

The teacher tilted her head. “And your glimpse?”
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