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​CHAPTER ONE: THE PEAK 
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Passing the woods and the constant storm, further than the human eyes can see, in the eye of the storm lies a mountain. Baron to the naked eye, but filled with splotches of lush grassy meadows along the base that tunnels off where the cave line begins. The caves spew loads of water during heavy rains. The rains make the slate exterior vibrant and glimmer. 

To the tip of the mountain is what appears to be an icy patch but to the trained eye, they can see past the white façade. Exposing the crater were the ruins of a fortress wall. The wall lines the plateau of the crater, statues of magical wizards and witches standing up straight with big pointed wands in hand forever capsulated in stone and the other hand held a book close to their sides. 

Beyond the long continuous wall was what looked like a small city, with tiers of small buildings that looked over the boundary walls. One structure was suspended above the rest, with the roof tip forming the centre point of the mountain mirage. The structure glimmered with navy blue hues and extremely pitch black crevices, and a slight highlight of orange and copper, as if the building itself was made of slate. Not even the glimmer of the candle-lit room at the top can disrupt the illusion of the filled white cap on the top of the faux mountain peak. 
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Alone in this building, known by what the community below called ‘the peak’ stood a figure that appeared slightly human-like. With pointed ears, hardly noticeable whiskers, a tail, two hands that were bigger and more circular than the average human hand. But shaped like a panther's paw. The glimmer of yellow and hazel feline-slit eyes that glared from a reflection in the mirror. 

Behind the figure was the recently risen moon that helped the candles light up the room with their harmonized glow. Sitting on an old wooden chair that desperately needs to be replaced, at the desk that had scratches along the middle wooden pad. Before she was the mirror that leaned against the wall. Carefully watching a flame as she saw a reflection that wasn’t her own appeared in the mirror. 
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A girl that looked so bright-eyed and happy appeared in the mirror. She looked as if she was enjoying a movie night with her family sitting on a large, comfy couch, a nice moment that the one looking at had never experienced. Below her face were words written in the mirror. 

‘Name: Stacy Miller 

Class: Alchemist 

Age: 14

Ancestry: NoMag’

With a rise of her paw, out from the mirror came the image, as if she had printed what she was looking at. The dust that formed the image began to dance and swirl in a slight breeze without one particle leaving the page. There the dust had settled to create a letter inviting the girl to an academy and begun to fold itself into a neat note. Once it finished with the folding, she grabbed the note and pinned it to the desk with her claws. 

With a wax press, she stamped the hot wax onto the middle of the folded note. The golden wax created a square that has a shield that was split down the middle by a standing upright sword. No letters or numbers, only the sword and shield, a simple but well known symbol to their kind, hidden to humans not of their own. 

Upon the release of the note, the beast-like figure watched as the note took flight and flew out one of the nearby open windows. And quietly sitting, the figure looked into the mirror to see her human and feline-infused face looking back at her. Then the eyes became a light, vibrant white. Immediately in shock, she felt her skin and her fur standing on each tip, as if called to attention. 

She continued as she did for the girl named Stacy, however, the page did not become white but transparent after she sealed the folded note with the gold wax. In a moment the room began to glow gold and out of the peak spread the glow. So bright that every community member below stopped what they were doing that night and stood as they watched the golden glow whip and lash throughout the town as if it was looking for something or someone. The glow could have been missed with a blink, but was seen by most. 

Leaving the beast-like figure in a daze before, she continued on looking into the mirror again, seeing another normal human face, unlike her own. She realized what she just encountered was a first and a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity that only happens once every second millennium. Given she has nine lives, she knew the rarity of a mage, especially one that just turned of age. 

Who was selected for this remarkable class, she knew that had to be kept a secret. Due to the power-hungry persons that lurk in their community. She knew the secret was out, that a mage had joined the new class of students to join their community. But for the kid’s sake, she hoped the magical energy that this kid has flowing through their body and soul would be already discovered, for there's danger in suppressing this much magic. 

Appeared next to her, dressed in an old bluish hue gray robe that was pinned with an old family crest embellished pendant, was a large statuesque man that stood proud. He smiled as his head tilted slightly because he was too tall for the room. He startled her, causing the mirror to go dark black and the papers to fold into sharp daggers, pointed at the man like hungry swallow birds looking at a worm. 
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He addressed her with his gentle hand on her shoulder. “Cheshire. A mage... You must not tell me whom. But I know of one child who I must see to arrive this year.”

Cheshire, the feline-like figure, stood from the chair and began to walk out of the room, as the man followed her. “Headmaster, I am well aware of your task. The kid you speak of will receive their letter in the morning like all the other students. However, is this academy ready for a mage?”

The headmaster didn’t express much emotion on his face as he continued to follow Cheshire down the weaving mixture of stairs and platforms below. No stumbling or tripping down the spiral stairs that went round and round. Until they reached, the large cathedral-like doors appeared, and they walked through as the headmaster opened his arms and the doors mimicked his movement, revealing blue water like glowing substance within the frame of the door. 

They went from standing in a plaza on one of the tiers above. To stand in the middle of a grove in the middle of the tier city with a courtyard below their feet as they stepped out of an identical large wooden cathedral door. With stained-glass that shimmered as the sun rays appeared from the tree canopies. From there, the grassy forest in the middle of town had begun to prepare for the students to return.

They continued with their discussion with a conclusion as the Headmaster addressed his concerned colleague. “Cheshire, as usual, the staff here will not expand no matter the number of students that attend.”

They walked down a stone path as two large pagoda-like structures that started off smaller on the bottom and got bigger the further up they went, as if they were built upside down. Had floated from the sky above. Around them, they heard snapping and cracking of branches as the ground shook from stomps coming from all directions. 

Walking into the park, were two large bird-like legs beneath a stone circular platform. As each stood still around the courtyard, carefully balancing their nine-floor high tower perfectly by the spire tip in the middle of each of the courtyards above, they halted. They settled into their positions beside the cathedral-like door plaza, burrowing their legs into the ground.
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Behind the cathedral plaza were some ruins of a large castle-like structure. One thought it would rebuild itself, but it didn't. Cheshire and the Headmaster stood in the path and turned to watch the scene unfold. 

Cheshire whistled as the flock of paper birds came flying from various nearby undisturbed large, overgrown trees. They twirled in a synchronized fashion around the towers, as the balcony with reverse roofs grew grass and hedges surrounding the lower levels. Shortly, the paper birds flew into different directions towards their individual destinations. Beyond the walls of the bordered city and pass the illusion of a mountain. 

With Cheshire by his side. The two watched as the sun began to rise. And they both felt the weight of the news that had just hit the community, on their shoulders. 

As they saw two large stags walking along the path, they felt at ease as they are known as guardians of knowledge at the school. They bowed to the enchanted creatures as they made their rounds before standing tall at the main gates of the park. A sign to the Headmaster that his time for the day is coming to an end. 
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The Headmaster got an idea and turned with the mumbling of a spell and a flick of his wand. He and Cheshire watched as stone owls flew in 

from various trees and perched at the corners of the balconies of the dual balancing towers. Their heads rotated and wings flapped, but none left their perch as they rested for the night, they turned to stone with the edges meeting at their backs. 

Cheshire realized that they were reaching the main gates of the park. As orbs appeared and glowed around the path. They wandered in an evenly spread line along both sides of the path. [image: ]

She was yet again impressed by the sight that she sees every year. 

Cheshire felt the weight of this secret the most when they both got to the plaza at the main gates. Filled with gargoyles and the surrounding overgrown ruins of a main entrance to what would have been a great hall but is now surrounded in flowers and ivy. She looked at the middle pedestal that was empty all day as her heart sank when the Headmaster walked to the steps where the illusion of a statue of himself holding out his wand was standing all day. 

She watched as he smiled at her when the sun had finally set. Away went the illusion, and there he stood as the main gates to the park closed for the night. She turned around and vanished into the shadow of his statue, to her home in the peak. 
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​CHAPTER TWO: THE LIBRARY 
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Silently sitting in the back of the library was a young boy with a book about beasts in some magical world that nomag society thinks as non-existent. The boy laughed over the fun little phrases left by the one called Atrix. A name that resembles a fox-like mechanical character in such ‘fictional’ stories.
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With his young typical haircut, everyone would think this boy was normal. A smile with a hidden desire to know more about the parents that he kept remembering in nightly terrors. Forcing himself to emerge into the fear that he faces every time he closes his eyes. Haunting images of blood and odd blurs of colours and dust from the winds.

Looking off into the distance from the book, he saw the two lucky men that took him in years ago. He secretly feels an incredible debt to the two men for giving him everything, with only the want of his happiness in return. They smiled and sat back on the couch at a far side of the book-filled open building.

White shelves filled with hundreds of thousands of books. On all the stacked floors of this building. He glanced at the piles of books beside him and realized a slight white dusty residue on the dark cover of the third book in his stack.

Not wanting to disrupt the pair he calls dads, he lifts the three books from the stack and places them next to the pile. Between his fingers was a note with a wax melted golden crest seal. The boy smiled as he stuffed the note into his pocket and immediately started to imagine a world like what he read in the books for years.

First things first. He patiently got up from his chair and took each book back to where he found them. With one book about magical beasts wrapped by his hands, he pressed the book close to his chest. He walked slowly back to the dads.

One smiled and began to ask. “Jasper, just the one this time?”

The other admitted. “That’s a first. And it’s the one you bought the other day.”

They both looked at each other puzzled for a few minutes before they stood. “You must have brought it from home? Do you want to go anywhere else?”

The only thing that Jasper had on his mind was going home and reading the note that he just found and could still feel in his pocket. “Home. We can go home.”

With worry, the dads looked at each other and began to walk side by side, with Jasper leading the way. One dad quietly asked. “Is everything okay?”

The other added. “No one said anything to you, did they?”

Jasper knew exactly what they were hinting at. However, that has happened before. He hasn’t had to deal with a conflict like that in months. He learnt if he keeps quiet, no one acknowledges he’s there. Much like that of a ghost. 

Both dads are well aware that is his way of dealing with the issue, however, they both don’t agree with his choice. They both allow him to act as he wants. So when Jasper shook his head to say no, they both acknowledged the movement as a no.

Once they got to the elevator, Jasper pushed the elevator button and the elevator dinged before the doors opened. The three got into the elevator. With a push of the screen button with the big M in the middle, the doors began to close. 

One dad looked down and looked Jasper in the eyes. “I know you’re fourteen now and starting high school, but if anything happens, you know, you can tell us.”

Jasper bit his bottom lip, and the other dad noticed right away and chuckled to himself. “Now we know you're hiding something.”

One dad glared at the other that stood behind Jasper’s shoulder and laughed as he noticed Jasper was slightly looking at his pocket. “You’ll tell us when you are ready.”

With both standing behind him, the doors to the elevator opened on their floor. They turned and went down the stairs to the parking garage as both dads were deciding on which one of the two will be the one to drive them home. Jasper kept sliding his finger to feel the note that he found and as he got to their car, there was a sigh of relief.

Once in the car, he held the note out and with the revving of the engine, the seal popped. The car began to move under the control of one of the dads. His eyes weren’t looking anywhere else but on the note, one dad nudged the other dad’s elbow with a nod as he glanced back from the front passenger seat. “Kiddo, what do you have there?”

Jasper muttered. “A note.”

He began to read as the dads just focused on driving. One asked what the note was, but the other hushed him and stated that they can find out when they get home. Both were a little worried, but not overly worried.
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‘Dear Jasper Baker,

You have been selected from the groundskeeper of Atrix’s Ancient School of Magical Arts to attend our prestigious academy. This letter is to award you a lifetime opportunity to an apprenticeship under Atrix with the supervision of headmaster Magnus Silvers. He'll be arriving shortly.

Until then.

Congratulations. 

Cheshire, groundskeeper.’

When they arrived at their spacious apartment that Jasper had learned to call home. Both dads sat at the table and politely pulled a chair out for him. “What does the note say?”

Jasper sheepishly pulled out the note that he had shoved back into his pocket after he read it in the car. He knew better than to act out and create a scene as, the two dads didn't deserve such behaviour and never tolerated it. He obediently handed the note to them and smiled as they opened it and one began to read the letter aloud.

“Dear Jasper Baker,

The educational institution of Atrix's Ancient School of Mythical Arts here awards a full four-year scholarship to Jasper Baker to attend our award-winning academy. Tomorrow, Mr. Silvers, the school's headmaster will personally be arriving at your home, to give your legal guardians further information regarding the institution. 

Thank you for your time.

Ms. Chess.”

The two looked at each other puzzled and asked Jasper. “I know you don’t like to talk to us much about school, but when did you apply to this?”

The other was patient and asked. “We didn’t get asked anything from your school, we are just worried.”

Jasper answered with as honest of an answer as possible, as he didn't apply for it but stated where he found the letter. “The Library.”

The two looked at each other and leaned back in both chairs. One took a deep breath while the other just sat there in silence. “Well, let’s get ready for our guest.”

The other added as he finished his sentence. “Good that tomorrow is a Sunday, and we have no plans.”

Jasper left his chair and began to walk to his room. Hearing the muttering of both of his guardians. His dads were very worried and trying to hide a surprise from Jasper, one that Jasper could not figure out for a month now.

Kelly sat with his hand to his chin as he looked at the familiar seal that was on the note. As the other dad, Seek paced in front of the table, rambling about how he wished Jasper would open up to the two. But also he can't be mad because the academy sounds like a good choice and is funded. 

Finally, it dawned on Kelly where he saw the seal before. But back then he knew it as a large A in the shape of a fox. The curiosity began to tick as he walked into his home office. He looked at the one degree with his sister's name on it. 

He muttered. “Atrix's Ancient School of Magical Arts.”

In a blink, the word Magical swapped for the word Mythical. His husband looked over Kelly's shoulder and smiled as he read the diploma on the wall. “Olivia Osborne. Wait and Julius. Was this the high school where they met?”

Kelly stated. “Yes, it's the same school.”

The two looked at each other with concern in Kelly's eyes as Seek assured him. “Don't worry, he has to find out the truth sometime. He's a good kid. We raised a good kid.”

Kelly's voice started to tremble. “Yes, we did.”

With more questions in Jasper's mind than what was explained in his head. He started to clean up his room. An act that was meant for him to help the dads with getting ready for their surprise guest. 

After cleaning his room. Jasper grabbed his school bag from his closet. Where it sat for most of the summer break. He pulled out all the old textbooks, as he knew from previous years that the old ones don't get used in the new classes. He pulled out his pencil case, checked for a pen, pencil and eraser and set it aside to repack. 

As he lifted his binder of tags and dividers for each of the classes he attended that year. He was unsure if paper was needed in a magical school. Luckily, he remembered that he had some unused sheets at the back of the binder. He unclipped the metal loops and took out the paper. Putting it in a smaller binder that he had on his side table by his bed, used for jotting down stories and beast drawings from those late, restless nights. 

He went over to his clothes and grabbed a few of his favourite shirts, pants, and various other clothes. Jasper tucked in the only picture he had of him and his parents in some garden that he's never seen. Shortly after, he finished packing in a few more moments, including a picture of him and his two dads cuddled by a Christmas tree, a tradition they do every year. 

As his eyes got tired, he turned off the light and tucked himself into bed. 
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​CHAPTER THREE: THE DOOR
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With the sound of three knocks came the shaking and shivering feeling that shook down each of the two dads' spines. But not for Jasper, he felt excited and anxious. One chuckled with a sarcastic flair. “They didn’t need to buzz in, how rude.”

The other dad looked through the peephole and smiled as he opened the door. “Hello. We are the Baker residence.”

Before them stood a man with short silver hair, multiple layered robes with a pin that had a different crest than what was on the note. He stepped forward and smiled. “Looks like I found the place, I’m Mr. Magnus Silvers. May I come in?”

The two looked down at Jasper as he nodded. The one closest to the door stood to the side and kept the door open for the man. “Yes. Be our guest.”

Mr. Silvers walked in through the doorway with a smile still on his face. Once the door closed behind him. He gestured to the table with his hand out wide. “Shall we sit?”

The four walked to the table. Both dads sat across from each other, and Jasper sat across from Mr. Silvers. The dads both looked puzzled at the strange man as Kelly piped up. “I know of this school.”

Mr. Silvers smiled at Kelly. “Yes. You do, Kelly. I'm sure you remember the day I arrived for Olivia.”

Kelly returned the smile. “Yes, where are my manners? This is my forever worried husband, Seek Baker.”

With one elbow resting on the table and the other to his side, the elderly man asked the two dads. “Baker is a fascinating last name. I presume you knew Julius?”

Seek laughed. “He was my brother. As Olivia and Julius fell in love at your academy, Kelly and I fell in love at the local school here.”

The old man looked at Seek and chuckled. “Why don't I recall you the day I came for Julius?” 

Seek chuckled and admitted. “I was quite a rowdy teen and was still at a friend's place from a party the night before.”

The old man chuckled as Seek and Kelly joined him. “We've all had a bit too much brew in our teens.” He continued with a more serious tone. “Is it fine with you two for me to escort him there?”

With urgency, the man pulled a piece of rolled paper bound with a black ribbon from his sleeve. And passed the scroll to the worried and still standing Kelly. “I think this will ease your mind.”

Kelly pulled the ribbon and began to read. 

“Dear Kelly. 

My brother, I know this day will come when Mr. Silvers will arrive at your door to ask you to trust him in the care of Jasper while he attends this academy. The academy is a wonderful experience, after all I spent many precious years there. I assure you, Jasper will be safe and well taken care of. 

Sincerely your fallen sister, 

Olivia Osborne.”

As the last words escaped Kelly’s lips, Jasper’s heart sank and jumped with joy at the same time. Olivia, his mother. But how did she know this strange old man? 

With reassurance from the letter, Kelly turned to Jasper and smiled. “Before you go. I have a surprise for you.”

Mr. Silvers looked at Kelly with curiosity across his face as he walked towards the fridge and opened a cabinet that was way up high above the fridge. Kelly smiled as Seek reassured his husband. “It's time.”

Kelly began his calm speech. “This was your mother’s. Seek, and I wasn’t sure when to give this to you. You see... Your mother...”

Cutting him off was Seek. Who used a hushed tone. “And Father were both Wiccan. When they died, we obtained her spell book and her wand.”

Kelly smiled. “You see, Olivia was a magic user where Julius was a nomag at the same academy. Alchemist is what they classed him. Right?”

Without a further due, Kelly walked back to the table with a big old book in his hand and a twig-looking stick. Immediately after the sight of the fragile stick, Mr. Silvers looked worried. “You see Jasper. A wand is made of magical energy and when that being that possesses magical energy dies their wand dies with them. It’s common among nomag to not bury such a device with the possessor. As it looks more like a twig. This however is a wand that might be usable to Jasper.”
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The three looked at the man puzzled until Jasper asked. “Why?”

He smiled with his old complexion. “A wand that dies can’t be revived by just anyone. The only one that has a strong bond with the previous possessor of the wand can revive one. And since Olivia was your mother, that bond might be present.”

Looking at the man in the realization of what he knows, Jasper smiled as he gripped onto the wand. He felt nothing as his fingertips touched the wand, revealing the magical energy that he had no idea was within him. The wand sucked the energy from him, not enough to drain him, but enough to create a steady flow between the two as the wand became filled with magical energy again and once the bright glow faded. The twig transformed into a vibrantly carved wand that narrowed at the tip and lacked much design besides the circles along the big rounded end that he held in his fingertips. 

As Jasper released the wand from his grip, a little thunderbolt came from every light bulb in the room and shot into the tip of the wand. In a flash, either of them could have missed the experience. However, none missed because they didn’t blink. Seek and Kelly both looked at the man and then each other in a state of amazement. Flickers of light flashed back to the light bulbs as Jasper released the wand.

Seek knew it was his turn to present Jasper with a magical object from his father. He slipped away for a brief moment and in his hands was a black cloth that was tied at the tip. “Your father had in his will that you are to be given this when Mr. Silvers arrive for you.”

Jasper reached out his hand and picked up the cloth covered object. “What's in it?”

Mr. Silvers cautioned the term boy. “You might want to refrain from opening that just yet. Julius was a mysterious man.”

[image: ]

Seek explained as he cleared his throat. “You see, your mom was a powerful witch. But so was your dad. But he focused on magical objects, here is one of those magical objects. You must not touch your skin until you learn the basics of magic.”

Mr. Silvers reached out his hand. “Maybe it's better kept with me? Until Jasper Baker here is ready for this type of ability.”

Jasper looked the headmaster in the eyes. “So you know what that is?” 

Mr. Silvers chuckled. “Oh yes boy. I certainly do. You see, your dad didn't have a wand. There was no wand that was compatible with his magic, as the Baker gene is known for. So he dedicated his life to forming a type of device that enables that power. And here is the final result.”

Jasper looked at Seek. “He made it. But. Did he ever use it?”

Seek recalled a memory of his brother coming to a family reunion with Olivia. On his brother's hand was a glove covering a bump on the back of his hand. “He covered it with a glove.”

Jasper grew curious as Seek handed the item to Mr. Silvers. “I think he would be fine with you holding onto this for the time being.”

Being excited, Jasper asked. “When do I go?” 

The little wizard was amazed by his newfound power. However, the elder started to laugh. “Jasper, you are well known in our community because your parents were really important. But you'll learn why in your history studies.”

It hit Jasper that he knew nothing about his parent's life before him, like a main character in a book he was obsessed with. They've done stuff with their life that made history books in this unknown community. His mind started to race and spin with curiosity. 

However, the man's pounding but yet soothing voice continued as he addressed both of Jasper's dads. “If you two would allow me to escort him to the academy, as the nomag can’t touch or step into the academy without being accompanied by a known magic-user.”

Both of the dads stood as Kelly stated. “Yes, it's time.”

Seek joked. “I'll make sure your room stays exactly the same.”

Hand in hand, the pair stood, and so did Jasper. Who without a thought hugged the two. As the statue like man stood, Mr. Silvers added. “He will just be attending the academy during the school year. He’ll return to you during holidays and of course for the breaks.”

Smiling with a saddened face in the shadows of his smile, Jasper stayed happy with the decision to leave the only two parents that he knew. Since he doesn’t know much about his Wiccan parents. Jasper ran to his room and grabbed a backpack that he had packed the night before, after reading the note. Filled with stuff for his studies and his day-to-day life, he realized how small the bag was as he walked back into the room to say a last goodbye to his guardians.

They smiled as Kelly reassured Seek. “He’s prepared as usual.”

Seek smiled. “We will see you for Christmas break, mister.”

The three hugged once more, in a big group fashion, as the two dads kissed each of Jasper’s cheeks. He smiled and stood next to the tall elderly man with short hair that they now know as Mr. Silvers. Which Jasper thought of the name. He realized that there might be a relation between how he looks and his name. But too afraid to ask, he stayed by the man’s side.
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