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A Dream Comes True







In a world were witchery was a thing, where witches were more or less occupying most of the top ends of every society on Earth, it always had a been a dream of mine to become a witch. I was obsessed with witches and witchery from a young age on. Actually a very common thing to be. Just that it mostly was a girls thing, and I was a boy.

My parents let me be, because partly they were hoping that it would pass, that my obsession would go away one day and I would become a skilled car mechanic like my father, but it just didn’t happen. Not a chance that I would follow him in his footsteps, and also not a chance that I would end up as a public servant like my mother did. The desire to become a witch, despite witches academies as far as known only took female students, it just was too big.

But even if I would have been female and not male, getting into one of the two handful witches academies that were scattered all around the planet, it was an everything but easy, better said a next to impossible thing to do: You at least needed to have a masters degree from another, best very prestigious university, to be able to apply.

And student numbers at the witches academies were very limited. But due the fact that witches couldn’t produce any offspring, it had something to do with them having magical powers, not much was known about it to the broad public, it luckily wasn’t only the offspring off witches that got into a witches academy. They had to recruit strangers, and they chose only the best.

After successfully applying to a witches academy you had to go through some extended psychological and physical tests, and survive an interview with some very old and experienced witches. And then you might get chosen to become a student at one of the witches academies.

Once you were enrolled in an academy you made it in life. You’d never have to worry about money, or finding a job again in your life. Because no matter if you graduated or not, yes, becoming a student was no guarantee for becoming a what they called a full witch, you now were one of them, and they looked after each other.

It was in my late teenage years that the facts mentioned above were brought to me by a job counselor in high school. The woman in her forties most likely wanted me to accept that I didn’t stood a chance, that I never would make it into a witches academy, but that due my good grades other career paths were totally doable for me.

Roughly fifteen year old me didn’t cared about her words at all. I had a goal. I knew what I wanted to be. So I kept on going, straight forward, with only one goal mattering: Getting into a prestigious university, getting a masters degree and then applying for a witches academy, and then becoming a full witch.

Luckily, or better said due my hard work, I got a scholarship for an ivy league college. No, it wasn’t a sports scholarship. I actually had a talent for public speaking and using words in written or oral form in general. But the scholarship only covered the most necessary things, for everything else, I had to work. Partly during the semester, mostly during the time when the university was closed.

It were a few tough years, with next to no free time, where I learned a lot about myself, about time management and about organizing things in general. When they handed me my masters degree, the first thing I did was filling out an application letter for the witches academy.

Mostly everyone I told about it laughed about what I was doing, about my biggest dream and my only real life goal: “They will never take a twenty three year old men with a working class background. Never.”

When I got invited to the academy, to take part in their entrance exams, some of those who had doubted me were already silenced: “We never thought that you make it that far. Good luck!”

It was after me being accepted to the entrance exam, something that already was a huge success, not that many made it that far, and something that would lead to me setting foot into a witches academy, that some people in my immediate surrounding began to bet on if I would become a student, if the physical exam, the psychological examination or the interview would be the point were I would fail.

Most people would have told their friends to fuck off, but I wasn’t most people. Them most likely mostly betting on me to fail, it was a huge motivation for me to try even harder. To shove it down their throats once I reached the goal that they thought that I never would reach. I could be that they knew that I would react that way, that they actually wanted to motivate me to give my best, to outgrow myself and my abilities.

I tried to prepare myself as good as anyhow possible for the upcoming exam. Just that there were no sources at all available what the exams where about. No witch has ever talked about the academy entrance exams to the general public, so all that were around were assumptions at best and rumors at worst.

The wildest theories were going around: From climbing a high snow covered mountains in your underwear only to achieving a high score on an old arcade game that featured a gorilla and a future plumper from the Bronx. After digging into it, after doing some serious research, I decided to ignore it all.

I would spent my preparation time, my first time off since a long time by going out into nature on some hiking trips and hanging out in my parents backyard, in a comfy hammock reading a few books or playing some more or less antique video games. I had a blast, and on the day before I would have to leave my home, the house I had grown up in, behind me, I was mentally and physically fitter than ever before.

On the following day my parents drove me to the airport. I had already said goodbye to my friends beforehand, and now it was time to say goodbye to my parents. Just in case the academy would take me as student, because that would mean me staying on campus for the following years. Until I would graduate, or drop out.

After saying goodbye for my parents, after hugging them for the last time for an unknown amount of time, it was time to check in. During my check in I ran into another possible future witch. When looking at her, maybe checking her out a little bit, I more or less instinctively knew that we had the same destination. It was in about the same for her.

We had a very brief introduction chat before checking in, then we realized that our seats on the plane were next to each other. So we kept on talking throughout the not to long flight. Our motivation to become a witch was in about the same, also we had went down pretty similar paths in our lives so far, so we had plenty to talk about, and surprisingly we weren’t competing against each other, trying to get rid of each other to raise ones chance to become a witches academy student.

Still, despite all the genuine friendliness the woman roughly my age, somewhere around twenty three, who was sitting next to me clearly realized that I was a boy. And that led to her thinking out loud at one point during our flight: “Since when do they take boys at the witches academy, isn’t magic only working with girls?”

I shrugged my shoulders. I was unable to answer her questions, because as far as I knew magic was only working with women, not with men. But still, they have invited me over to the witches academy to partake on the entrance exams. So maybe magic only working with women, it was nothing but a rumor.

Because no official statement had ever been published regarding such things from the witches society, it all stemmed from the fact that there was no male witch known to the broad public. And that doesn’t meant that they weren’t a thing at all.

After leaving the plane and getting our luggage a few permanently mounted signs quickly pointed us towards our next destination: And ancient looking yellow school bus parking in front of the airport. When arriving the female driver, she definitely was a witch too, was standing next to the front door. She greeted my fellow traveler and me with our full names, then she asked us to board the bus.

We weren’t the first ones to arrive, and we weren’t the last ones to arrive. The overall atmosphere in the bus was a relaxed one. People were chatting with each other, people got to know each other a little bit and some people that most likely had been traveling for far longer than I did were taking a nap. Noise canceling earphones gave them the silence that they needed.

Maybe half an hour after we had boarded the bus the driver gave a little speech: “We will leave in fifteen minutes. Last chance to use the bathroom, we will stop for no one, I repeat we will stop for no one.”

The bus was empty within a minute or two, and fifteen minutes later we took off. To my surprise no engine noises were hear able, for a moment I thought that the bus was running on witchcraft only, then I remembered that electric cars were a thing, and so where electric buses. They must have retrofitted it into the definitely more than half a century old bus.

Once we were on the road, the bus driver made another announcement: “Welcome on the bus to the witches academy. We will arrive at our destination in approximately two to three hours. It depends on the traffic, and if we will be able to take the scenic route. A pleasant trip to all of you.”

Luckily there was next to no traffic, so it didn’t took long and we had left the city the airport belonged to behind us and we were driving through mostly flat with farmland straight towards a mountain range that was already visible in front of us. People in the bus still were talking with each other, but it got more and more silent as people more and more began to look out of the window, enjoying the passing by landscape.

As we got closer to the mountains the landscape gradually began to change. Farmland changed into meadows, trees and bushes became more common as the road began to climb upwards as the flat land turned into hills. Hills that got taller, steeper and finally mostly covered in trees, with some scattered things of human civilization mixed into it.

Then we more or less arrived in the mountains, and the interstate we were driving on disappeared into the mountain. It was the longest tunnel I had been driving through in my whole life. While heading through the tunnel the bus fell almost silent. Everyone was wondering what was on the other side, would we already be at our destination, the witches academy located in a valley, in a basin surrounded by tall mountains who’s tops where covered in snow all year around?

The tension rose as we got closer and closer to the light at the end of the tunnel. Then we passed the border between darkness and light, and found ourselves inside a deep gorge that the interstate was bridging over to disappear into another a tunnel. We would never make it into that tunnel.

Our bus took a sharp turn to the left, and then entered a more than sketchy looking cliff side road without any guardrails that most likely had been blasted into the rock a long time ago. The bus slowed down, the sound of a wild river that was flowing somewhere below us, the gorge was to narrow to be able to look down onto it, began to fill the air.

It was then that I asked myself the following question: Why can’t they build those witches academies next to an interstate, to make them easier to reach for everyone? Back then I had no real answer to my question, but I assure you, there was more than one valid reason for them not building a witches academy into the middle of a population center.

We were still on the narrow cliff side road when I was done asking myself a question. Above us there was a stripe of blue, with some clouds mixed into it. It actually somehow looked like a river was flowing above us. Some people on board of the bus got a little bit nervous, talks of what would happen if we drove down into the gorge next to us erupted. Then the bus driver made another announcement: “Don’t worry, so far I have always made it through the scenic route.”

As we kept on going, as the bus drove deeper and deeper into the gorge the sound of the river got louder while the distance between the two stone walls that kept the river in it’s bed began to grow. The first few trees and bushes appeared on the previously totally vegetation free rock walls.

The gorge gradually turned into a tree covered valley as we kept on going, and the river became visible. It had risen up from the depth and now was now flowing only a few meters beneath the road. Everyone in the bus began to relax because even the road got wider and looked by far less dangerous.

Then we came by the first signs of civilization. Small witch huts that looked like they had been ripped out of an old fairy tale and placed next to the road. Smoke was coming out of some of their chimneys, while some cats were roaming around, and a few older witches could be seen doing whatever they were doing.

OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Table of Contents





		

Title Page





		

Copyright





		

Contents





		

A Dream Comes True





		

First Day As A Student





		

A Horny Problem





		

Orientation Class





		

Academy Life





		

Winter Solstice Festival





		

Deep Down In The Demon’s Lair





		

Afterword













Guide





		

Contents













