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Chapter 1 
 

	Worst own funeral ever. No, not like that, the worst rehearsal of my funeral ever. The first I arranged when I was fourteen, inviting all my numerous relatives and a few friends. Everyone then was terribly frightened, but when they saw a calm dad and sister with their eyes rolled up, they realized that this was my next trick. For the next three years, I sent invitations to new rehearsals, but no one came. And today, on my own coming of age, I decided to make a knight's move and combine business with pleasure, celebrate my eighteenth birthday, and at the same time decide how my funeral will take place. The program was planned as follows: several personally raised zombies were to serve the guests. My most successful photographs would be broadcast on the magic screen. The songs of the serenas were supposed to delight the ears of every visitor. And at the end, under the festive black fireworks, I was going to rise from the coffin and thank everyone for the kind words spoken to me today. Instead, as soon as they saw the zombies, most of the guests rushed off headlong, and some especially impressionable fainted! But I tried so hard to arrange an event at the highest level! My zombies were even more upset, because before that they had studied the rules of etiquette for two whole months and became first-class service personnel! The junk generally burst into tears and ran into the basement after such a failure, he was the first of those raised by me and, probably, that is why he is so emotional. Now you have to calm him down for several hours, and he already has complexes! When the most persistent relatives remained, the serenas decided to show their character and, instead of cheerful ditties, sing a sad ballad about a kikimore that infected all the inhabitants of the beautiful Mesivo swamp with a venereal disease. Not otherwise than as a punishment to me for having stolen them from my native lake. As a result, with tears in their eyes and a wild headache, the remaining relatives left the scene. Oh, and fly me from ...

	- Christiana! Well, as much as possible! An adult girl of marriageable age, but you still behave like a child. Well, at least knowing you, I didn’t invite my friend Master Volaris and his son Aristarchus today, otherwise they would definitely cancel the engagement.

	My father, master Sirach Shaantvil, is one of the best doctors in the country, and at the same time a terrible despot. Tries to control my every move and every decision. Naturally, I have no choice but to do everything in defiance of him.

	- Dad! You know how important it is for every necromancer to have his own funeral! I started abruptly. So I wanted to ... well ..., - she finished quieter.

	- And it turned out as always, - father smiled surprisingly warmly. - Chris, what makes you think that this is how every necromancer's funeral is held?

	- I found among my mother's things the book "Rest with Joy" and decided to add something else from myself.

	- Ha, I remember, I remember, we bought this book with her during the trip, when Nora was pregnant with you. She said that she would read it to you at night, when you grow up, so that you would not be afraid of your gift.

	I love hearing stories about my mother, I was six years old when she passed away due to an accident on a business trip. And my sister was ten years old, Saoirse, like dad, inherited a healing gift, unlike my gift of a necromancer, but despite this, mom always treated us with the same love.

	“It would be better if you studied proven literature with real teachers at the Academy of Magic.

	- I'm not bored in the family estate either!

	- I suppose, in this case, it is better to get married to the son of the master Volaris as soon as possible, Aristarchus also spends a lot of time at home, you will quickly find a common language.

	Only not this! I have never communicated with either this master, with whom the father is so friendly, or with his son live! Only through the negotiating mirror once papa arranged a date for us. The pimply-haired boy, slowly drawing out his words, looked condescendingly at me for the entire five minutes of our dialogue. And after each of my sentences, I inserted quotes from the now popular memoirs of the owner of a brothel! “A man needs a woman who can be turned on and off - like a light in a room,” every time I shake, remembering this phrase.

	- You know, father, maybe you are right, and I should go to this university, maybe next year I will do that ...

	“It’s a pity, I planned to give you a familiar for admission, I’m not sure if I can get it in a year…”

	Whatoooo!! A real familiar? The magically gifted beast I dreamed of! The best friend and protector, I want a tiger! Or a lion! Or maybe a crocodile? Yes, who am I lying to, I even agree to a rat!

	- I agree! I now! Dad, don't go anywhere, I'll be right back!!!

	I fly up to the second floor to my room, so a couple of dresses, underwear, my favorite books on necromancy and all the elixirs from the laboratory! I drag the suitcase back up the stairs, fall, get up, fall again! I run out into the street, I'm ready to go to this academy !!!!

	- Oh, Christiana, you are in your repertoire! - Meg's father, sister and grandmother are clearly making fun of me. Nothing, as they say, he laughs well who does not laugh at a necromancer!

	- Enrollment in the academy will take place in a month, but since you have already agreed - this is for you!

	Cat! The most beautiful cat in the world, I look into her green eyes and feel how her soul reaches out to me! Over time, our connection will become even closer, and we will feel each other. I take back all my words, this is the best day of my life! My darling! My Ray!

	-Thank you thank you thank you! I have no doubt that it was Saoirse who told my father about my long-standing desire, and he found it, saved up money and bought it.

	- By the way, Grandma, I'm so glad you stayed!

	You have such a fun party, I wouldn't miss it for anything! By the way, this precious set is my gift to you, granddaughter. Not a familiar, of course, but it will look amazing with your blue eyes.

	-Thank you, relatives, I suggest you enjoy the banquet and look at the photo cards on the magic screen.

	- Well, sister, as you say, - the usually imperturbable Saoirse smiled slyly.

	We sit in cozy chairs on the veranda, I slowly begin to fill with paint. Instead of photographs, which I prepared with such difficulty, the screen contains a collection of all the ridiculous episodes of my life. Here I am twelve, a foreign ambassador with a very interesting appearance came to dad, and I wanted to impress him. She brought war paint with the help of Saoirse's makeup, as it seemed to me very successfully then. The defiant wine-colored lipstick thickly covered my lips and even their limits. The blue-green shadows were supposed to emphasize my eyes, but instead imitated the role of two large black eyes. At least I was lucky that I never found eyebrow tweezers ... That ambassador was then very confused when I extended my hand to him for a kiss with the words “Does your mother need a daughter-in-law?” Saoirse caught me with a photographic camera at the moment when I loudly slammed the door and pathetically breathed in “Married again!”.

	And here I am seven years old, I was invited to the children's birthday party of the Landgrab couple. We played hide and seek, and I found a wonderful strategic place - a wine cellar. An hour later, when I finally came out of my hiding place, it turned out that my friends were already finishing their cake. On the one hand, it was a shame that they didn’t wait for me, but on the other hand, I was so proud of my hiding place that I exclaimed loudly: “Mr. Landgrab and the cook did not find me, although they searched in the cellar for so long, that’s how wonderful I hid!” The Landgrab family did not invite me to visit again. It got awkward.

	And this photo was taken six months ago, on it we are standing with Rukhlyad near the house. The fact is that after another quarrel with my father, I decided to take the supplies necessary for the first time and go with a faithful friend to live in the forest. “I will put the souls of the dead to rest for the money of the peasants, fight the undead, and Junk will protect me from robbers,” - at that time the idea seemed very attractive to me. Dreams were shattered when a loyal zombie rushed screaming towards the house, seeing a flock of geese menacingly tuned in our direction. “Return of the Prodigal Daughter” - such a caption appeared on the photograph, where I appeared with my face flushed from running, and Junk with prayerfully folded hands asked to return to the mansion.

	Well, sister, the next round is mine. Although I will not hide my sin, we had fun this evening gloriously.

	



 Chapter 2 
 


	Enrollment in the Academy went without any problems, I was asked to demonstrate the rise of zombies, which I did very well.

	And now, after less than two months, I am standing in front of the gates of the Academy of Magic. Before leaving, my father gave me a small bracelet as a gift. I gladly accepted it to leave at home later. Father greatly underestimated me if he thought I would not notice the tracking spell on this wonderful piece of jewelry. It's nice to outsmart the head of the family. Having thought it over, I took a small part of my wardrobe (especially since we will be given a student uniform), a couple of my favorite tomes, some of my special potions, prepared according to my own recipe, and, of course, my favorite Rhea, who every day became more curious and arrogant. For the uninitiated, the International Academy of Magic presents the spectacle of the most ordinary building in our capital, Ainara. But having crossed the threshold of this place, it becomes clear that the best specialists in spatial magic have worked here. The size of the campus is truly amazing. This is not surprising, given the number of faculties and specialties. I entered the faculty of necromancy, I will choose a specialty in two years. The choice is between combat, everyday, astral and archaeological necromancy. For myself, I have already decided - I will become a combat necromancer! In addition to necromancers, there are several more faculties: healing (which Saoirse graduated this year), combat, household, faculties of soothsayers and artifacts. Heading to my dorm, I wonder who will be my roommate. I hope it's not some kind of fighter. Everyone knows about the long-standing competition between militants and necromancers of combat specialization. The former often work for the state in intelligence, in the detective department, and serve in the highest army ranks. And my small brotherhood is taken only for well-paid short-term contracts. There to put the undead to rest, there to raise the zombies. So it turns out that everyone considers himself the best fighter. And here is the office of the head of one of the women's hostels. Not surprised to see a gnome.

	- Dark night, dear!

	- Is it a necromancer? Like a freshman. Soooo, who would you attach to, shtob this year passed quietly. You'll be living with a sophomore artifact girl, she's a good girl, so don't bully her. And you are, give up your "dark night". The academy has no tolerance for racial superiority and magical affiliation. And in general, it is you who can sacrifice babies in the classroom, and in the room after graduation there was not a single blood on the walls. Understood, adept?

	- Uh, yes, of course, I promise not to kill anyone in my new room. - Strange notions from the head of course. I was going to save the country from the undead, and they take me for a serial killer. And they talk about racial tolerance.

	- Thank you for this wonderful form and all the best.

	Holding a new student uniform and an old shabby key in my hands, I go up to my dormitory with a smile. Long live adulthood! Why was I so reluctant to go to university? Everything is going great! And with these thoughts, I stumble and fall on the steps of my hostel. Fortunately, there are not so many people near the hostel to notice my embarrassment. Fortunately, someone's strong hands save me from a collision with asphalt.

	- Thank you, I'm so .., - I turn my head to say "clumsy as always", but instead I continue to look into attentive brown eyes with a cunning, - distracted today.

	- It's okay, you can rely on me in every sense of these words, - the stranger says in a velvety voice and smiles so that dimples on his cheeks are visible. Wow, this womanizer definitely knows his worth. No wonder what a vibrant specimen of the magical community! But I, too, am not a bastard, so I gracefully brush my hair back, raise my chin higher and say in a languid tone:

	- I hope this misunderstanding will remain only between us, - after which I intimately lean towards the guy as if I plan to kiss and sharply turn towards my new home for the next four years. That's how I got it! Know ours! Look what he wanted me to lie on him, what an insolent fellow! And with an expression of triumph on my face, I twist my leg again and fall!

	- Edrit your left! Werewolf bald!

	- I hope you're not me? Because I'm not a werewolf, and certainly not bald. - Handsome again managed to catch me at the last moment. Well, it looks like flirting isn't my thing.

	It's stupid to continue trying to impress this rake as a femme fatale, so I decided to just introduce myself with a smile.

	- Christiane Chaantville, thank you for saving me.

	- Agrey Artkilly. For friends, just Gray and you can.

	- In that case, you can call me Chris.

	- And I like Tiana better, - the brunette looks at my lips without blinking, looks up at my eyes and smiles slowly. This guy outplayed me today in staring, because even the usually calm I slowly start to blush.

	- Grey, what department are you from? By the way, what are you doing near the women's hostel?

	- Are you interested ... Do you want to come with me? He raised his eyebrows.

	"Just curious, nothing of the sort," she answered hastily. Perhaps even too hastily.

	- I am a healer, I study in the third year. I'm heading to my girlfriend, she is a bytovichka. - And I naively hoped that he was going to his sister or, at worst, to a classmate for a summary. I hope Agrey didn't notice my disappointment.

	Alexander ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌﻿﻿‌﻿‌﻿﻿‌﻿﻿‌﻿﻿﻿﻿‌﻿﻿‌﻿‌‍ – Let's go, I'll take you to the room, just in case, - the guy smiled slyly. An amazing feeling when you want to answer a smile with a smile, even knowing a person for only a few minutes. For some reason, an excerpt from the bestseller “666 Ways to Stay Unrecognized as a Psychopath” surfaced in my memory - “If you are a serial maniac or just a killer, try to smile at people more often. Note: in no case do not hold a potential murder weapon in your hand at this time. Brr, well, it goes to the head. Shaking my head, I go up with a new acquaintance to my third floor.

	- My room, thanks again Grey.

	“See you later,” the senior student winks at me and walks confidently towards his girlfriend. Lucky for some...

	I push the door forward and what do I see? Medium sized room and the most beautiful creature in the world. No, I didn't fall in love with my neighbor at first sight. My Ray! Come to me, my purring happiness! Saoirse immediately warned that as soon as I received the key to my room, all my luggage and familiar would go to my new home. Until now, no one knows how this happens, because it is known that familiars do not tolerate spatial movement. I keep eye contact with my pet so that the cat is fed by my emotions and becomes energetically stronger. I hope the neighbor will not mind the pet. Of course, according to the rules of the academy, I could not be denied the presence of a familiar nearby. After all, while our connection is being formed, it is dangerous for my beast. On the other hand, I could apply for a private room, but first I would like to try to make friends with a neighbor. It hasn't worked out with friends lately. With some, communication came to naught after they got married. Others think I'm crazy and therefore decided to move away. With a childhood friend, it turned out ridiculous. She lost a blood dispute to me, and for this I made her a wish to cut her hair three centimeters. I still remember her screaming, “How could you do this to me? It would be nice to have one more centimeter! One and a half did not go anywhere! But three centimeters! You have no soul, Christiane Chaantville!" But she told me to cut out her own appendix ...
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	After a couple of hours, I sorted out my luggage, cleaned the room with the few household spells that I knew and relaxed on the new bed. In general, the room was a small room with one panoramic window, thank the creator of the invisibility spell, because from the outside no one will see what we are doing. As well as a separate bathroom with shower. In addition to two beds, the room has two desks, a small dressing room (but with a spacious pocket) and a large wall mirror. I stopped by the mirror to try on my new uniform. Well, it's not stupid. The black hoodie, showing my belonging to the necromancers, is made of durable and waterproof fabric. I wonder if he's bulletproof? Then I'll check. From under the hood, blue eyes and the tip of a long blond braid are visible - my pride. My nose sticks out a bit, my father always says it's because I stick it where it doesn't belong. Well, yes, of course, it's not because he himself has exactly the same nose shape. My lips are not large and not narrow, the usual such lips. At least none of the few guys I've kissed have complained. I show my tongue in the reflection, no, not that. This hoodie is simply designed to instill fear in others. I raise my head higher, narrow my eyes and say to my reflection in a sepulchral voice:

	- Call me the queen of horror!

	- Hmm, can I just use my first name?

	Here is a stooped poacher! I turn my head and see my new neighbor! Red-haired, slender, like me, the girl smiles affably. Didn't I scare her away with my performance? Maybe she's a daredevil like me? No, it's too early to look that far into dreams.

	My name is Christiane Chaantville. Just Chris. And in general I'm normal. Usually, I start giggling nervously.

	- And I'm Aurora Matidelli. For my Rory. Don't worry about the horror queen. I didn’t see enough of this with my former neighbor. Although I do not promise that I will not tease you with this acquaintance.

	- Noticed. Wow, what kind of neighbor did you have, I'm already gnawed by curiosity.

	- Soothsayer. With the specialization of a weather mage.” Rory rolls his eyes. I nod my head as if I understand what I'm talking about.

	- Every day with her was like a powder keg. She wouldn't let me out of the room until I dressed based on her visions of the weather. Somehow, by persuasion and threats, she forced me to put on a fur coat made of duffel wool. Snow, you see, was in her vision. Summer. And why did I just follow her lead. She same constantly was mistaken! - Annoyingly added neigbour.

	- Rory, sorry for the indiscreet question, you said your last name is Matidelli. Are you related to that same Matidelli?

	Yes, my uncle invented the photographic apparatus. And my great-grandfather is a magic screen, if that's what you mean. And now the whole family is waiting for a feat from me. I haven't even chosen a major yet! Let's not talk about sad things, - Rory cheerfully declared, - have you been to the dining room yet? Dinner time, let's go introduce you to my friends. Although, probably, most will return after the holidays tomorrow, right before the start of classes.

	- Great! With pleasure!

	To take off the student's coat or not, that is the question. Glancing at Rory, she decided to take it off and stay in her usual attire. Long dress with lace up back and low heel shoes. She took a look in the mirror and was satisfied. It's time to meet the students!
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	Before dinner, Aurora gave me a short campus tour. I remembered the way to the main student building, the training ground, the hospital and the winery, which, surprisingly, was located on the territory of the Academy. In fact, the time before dinner allowed to show the choice of either the library or the vineyard. I don't know why I chose the second option. It turned out that the winery belongs to a family of gnomes and is one of the attractions of the academy. Several centuries ago, mass poisonings occurred in restaurants and taverns throughout Ainar. Then this family of dwarves created a winery, where it was possible to purchase noble drinks without fear. Meg's grandmother had already told me this story, at that time she was just a young student. At the present time, several dozen elite varieties were offered here for teachers and guests of the academy. And just a few options for low-concentration wines for students. And they were only available on weekends. Near the vineyard we met a familiar dwarf - the head of the hostel. She glanced at me disapprovingly and mumbled, “They won’t have time to drink, they are already drinking.”

	And in the dining room we were met by a rumble of voices. And that's not even half of the students, according to Rory, most of them will arrive tomorrow. As Saoirse told me, the academy tries to encourage inter-faculty friendships, so it's rare to find a full group of classmates at the same table in the cafeteria. Quickly standing in line for distribution, we scored full trays of food. I made myself a hell of a perch, a fiery Adjarian salad, a dessert of chocolate ice cream and a compote of wild stink berries. I was a little disappointed when, instead of a noisy company, we went to a lonely guy with glasses.

	- Hey Davey, how are your holidays? - The guy Aurora was talking to was glad to see her, but he was in no hurry to hug or kiss her on the cheek.

	- Hi, Rory. Very fruitful. He attended several lectures by Master Sharapis in Rabatia, went on an expedition to the Dragon Archipelago, worked in the laboratory on an intercom. What about yours?

	Here's the weirdo! Most of my friends visit Rabatia for the luxurious blue sands and warm sea that this island is famous for. Yes, and the guy looks unusual. Himself tall and thin, wearing glasses, slightly hunched. But at the same time, gray eyes are tenacious, eyebrows are apart, and there is a dimple on the chin.

	- I'm also fruitful, but more on that later. Meet Chris, she's my new roommate, a first year necromancy student. Davey is a third year Artifact.

	The guy looked at me with an interested look, but this look hardly resembled a man's interest in a woman. Rather, he was carried away by my gift.

	- Glad to meet you. I have just so many questions accumulated to the necromancer. It’s a pity that most necromancers are not interested in answering them,” the guy sighed sadly and at the same time looked at me hopefully.

	-I will be happy to help you.

	- At what age does a necromancer usually raise his first dead? How many undead can you put to rest and how much power will you lose in the process? Is it true that if you conceive a child on a ritual table, then the chance that he will have the gift of a necromancer increases by twenty-seven percent? Have you worked with death spells before? Is it true that if you eat the blood of a virgin on an empty stomach, hallucinations begin over time, in which the unicorn begins to threaten?

	It’s good that I’ve almost finished eating, otherwise I probably would have choked under the inquisitive gaze of the artifact.

	Aurora just nodded knowingly. And I began to answer the questions in order, although only one thought was spinning in my head - where did my parents conceive me?
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	I greeted the next morning with a smile. Yesterday Aurora and I had a great chat before bed. I learned some things Saoirse didn't mention. For example, about how free intimate relationships are at the Academy. Students can freely visit the rooms of the opposite sex around the clock, and the teacher only needs to seal the magical bond agreement with the student. Not that this information made me very happy, especially since I am generally a debutante in such matters. But I haven't gossiped about women like that in a long time. Rory admitted that she had a relationship with a certain healer, but did not go into details. I wanted to ask her what she had to say about Agrea Artkilly, but decided not to show her interest. As rich heiresses, my neighbor and I have the privilege of ordering from the dining room directly to the room, which we did today. After saying goodbye to Aurora and sharing my emotions with Ray, I ran to look at the class schedule in the main hall of the academy. By the way, the neighbor quickly found a common language with my pet. It turned out that she had long wanted to get a familiar for herself, but once in her childhood she swore to herself that she would buy it only when she created a unique artifact. I would never have thought, looking at this red-haired curly-haired girl with brown eyes, that she was so principled.

	Pushing my way through the dense row of students, I photograph my schedule with my camera. So, my schedule for the next six months looks like this:

	Monday:

	1. Physical training (together with the militants) - master Jorah.

	2. Ethics of necromancy - master Milichios.

	3. The history of necromancy - Mr. Onir Lerontinni.

	4. Archaeological necromancy theory - the master of the Spheres.

	Tuesday:

	1. Old Lyrian language - Mrs. Tayana Veres.

	2. Descriptive necromancy - master Milichios.

	3. Working with curses - Matress Rosemary.

	4. General necromancy - master Protogon.

	Wednesday:

	1. Working with poisons - Matress Rosemary.

	2. Pathological anatomy (together with healers) - master Olefr.

	3. Ethics of necromancy - master Milichios.

	4. Physical training (together with the militants) - master Jorah.

	Thursday:

	1. Old Lyrian language - Mrs. Tayana Veres.

	2. Fundamentals of races - Mr. Onir Lerontinni.

	3. Philosophy of necromancy - Mrs. Selena Rutikin.

	4. General necromancy - master Protogon.

	Friday:

	1. Physical training - master Jorah.

	2. General necromancy - master Protogon.

	3. Archaeological necromancy theory - the master of the Spheres.

	4. Working with poisons - Matress Rosemary.

	5. Descriptive necromancy - master Milichios.

	Sounds good, considering that I'm fluent in Old Lyric. Yes, and with physical training, things are going well with me, I can even sit on the twine. I was surprised that not all teachers have the well-deserved title of master or maitress. For the first time I thought that I underestimated the merits of my father.

	On the way to the library, she looked at the students scurrying back and forth with a smile. You can immediately see the difference between the same first-year students like me and senior students. The latter behave much more confidently and solidly. Perhaps even arrogant. It is unlikely that I will be like this when I go to the fourth year.

	Well, the queue in the library! It is strange that there is no system for issuing literature without a queue, given the number of artefact students, something would have been invented long ago.

	"Watch where you're going, you brat!"

	A couple of meters away from me, a tall and curvaceous blonde with a haughty face stood in the way of a plump girl with a large pile of books. It was clear that the girl felt uncomfortable and wanted to run away quickly, but how to do this when they blocked your way? Several students standing in front of me only turned away at the sight of such humiliation. I would like to remain silent, but...

	- It seems to me or I heard some kind of screeching. As if a mosquito squeaks somewhere nearby. You don't happen to hear? - I'm talking to a chubby girl. She rolled her eyes and just shook her head.

	“How much more trouble are you going to give me this year?” Meanwhile, the bitchy blonde continued.

	- Well, again this nasty squeak. I don’t understand anything, and I look directly at the blonde. The lady could not bear this already and turned to me to deal with the impudent student.

	- Adeptka, will you pick up books? Yes, yes, no, no, we don’t delay the queue! - the librarian said wearily.

	The blonde took the tomes, silently turned to the exit, finally giving me a promising look.

	“You shouldn’t have contacted her, thanks, of course, but now you will have problems because of me,” the same girl with a stack of books said sadly.

	- Don't worry, as they say "To be afraid of werewolves - do not go into the forest!". Let's get to know each other better. My name is Chris, I'm a necromancer, first year.

	- And I'm Leia, a soothsayer, third year, - a new acquaintance smiled shyly from under a long bang.

	- And who is that relative of the throated ghoul?

	- Glafira Zirilia? Fighter from the third year. Her father, Mr. Anthony Zirilia, an important person, works at the court. Heard about him?

	Ha, I heard and saw! One day this gentleman called my father to the palace so that my father would "save his life." And since it was his day off, the pope replied that he would come only if something threatened the king or heirs. The noble gentleman himself had to move in space to our mansion in several jumps. And his mortal wound was a bite from his mistress exactly above the place from which the legs grow. Not that dad told me about this case, just once again peeping. I remember that then for a long time I could not look in the anatomy reference book, and sometimes in a dream even big hairy and talking buttocks came to me. Brrr.

	- Leah, will you come to visit me? Let me introduce you to my neighbor. Yesterday we bought some wine, we need to drink it soon before the expiration date is over. Today is the last day off and tomorrow this wine will already be unusable according to the laws of the Academy. Well, you know? Leah winked conspiratorially.

	“If only not for a long time,” the soothsayer drawled uncertainly.

	Needless to say, two hours later, Leia persuaded us to summon an incubus to each of us?
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	- So, for starters, ten laps around the training ground. Don't help yourself with magic. This means: do not push yourself in the back with air magic, do not throw fireballs at those who run ahead of you, do not conclude a deal with the devil for a credit in physical training in exchange for a soul (was there such a thing in his practice?), And most importantly ! Don't even hope to hypnotize me or curse me, it won't work anyway, - Master Jorah added in a bored tone. - Well, what are we standing, girls, what are we waiting for?

	Damn girls. Twenty-six healthy guys from the fighting department, ten young necromancers, four fighting girls and one little necromancer me.

	Nothing to do, run. I run and think, this is not how I imagined my acquaintance with the guys. I knew that the gift of necromancers was rare and found mainly in aristocratic circles, but I did not expect that I would be the only girl in the group. The militants run ahead, and the girls are not inferior to the guys. A little further my classmates trudge along. Am I the last one out?

	Hi, I'm Arn! Marry me?

	So, the main thing is not to stumble as usual. Maybe it's a sports term of some kind? Maybe he wants me to enter the arena with him for the sake of a duel?

	- And you don't get sick. Arn, where exactly do you need to go?

	- Married, of course. You don't think I'm not purebred. My last name is Hilessiossi.

	- Come on another time, it's hard to run and talk, I haven't exercised for a long time.

	- Agreed. - The young man beamed and ran on.

	Hmm, I thought I was eccentric. I know this genus, famous for its excellent battle mages. What do they want from me? Or maybe Arna was conquered by my unearthly beauty? She looked at herself as if from the side - a sweaty girl was running, limping on both legs, and also holding on to her right side. Yes, beauty.

	- Adept Chaantville! What are we dreaming about? The stream has already come running for a long time, they have been waiting for one of you. I see you have trouble running. And what will please the old master? Sword fighting, hand-to-hand combat, crossbow work, dagger throwing or star throwing at least?

	- I can sit on the twine, - she cheerfully reported to the not at all old master. Everyone in attendance burst out laughing. It's a shame, at least classmates could turn away to the side, and not laugh in the face.

	- This will help you a lot when you run away from the undead, - the master replied ironically, - and don't even doubt, sooner or later this happens to every necromancer. I am glad that at least a third of the students quieted down after these words. And I seriously thought about my bleak situation ...

	Finally the bell rang and I went to my ethics class. Out of the corner of my eye I saw that Arn was trying to attract attention, but decided to pretend that I did not hear or see him.

	- Hey, Christiana! Forgive us, assholes! We should not laugh at you, after all, we necromancers must stick together! “I was approached by several guys in black uniforms. - I'm Klaus, - the wiry guy extended his hand for a shake, - these are Gregorian, Chaiden and Dimitri.

	“I don’t save up for my own offense,” she answered languidly after a handshake.

	“And I’ll drink someone else’s blood,” the classmates answered in unison and laughed merrily.

	The old children's necromantic rhyme defuse the situation and now we are going to the lecture all together.

	- Good morning colleagues by vocation, - master Milichios looked around the office with an attentive look.

	"Dear old man," she whispered to Klaus, who was sitting next to her.

	- Yeah, if you think colonesian anacondas are cute. This is “the same Ornetti,” whispered the neighbor on the desk even more quietly.

	Blimey! Milichios Ornetti! There are so many legends about his strength and experience that it suddenly became scary to talk in class. And then suddenly he will put me to rest without any murder, and then he will raise me, and then he will put me to rest, and so on a couple more times.

	- I know what you're thinking now. What is this ethics of necromancy and what is it washed down with. Do you know how many necromancers have said goodbye to their lives ahead of time because of such trifles as, for example, an incorrectly executed contract? - The master walked around the office and meticulously examined each of us. It was clear that he wasn't waiting for answers from the green first years, he was just giving us time until the full gravity of the situation dawned on us. - I'll give you an example. Last year, one of my talented students went to practice in a remote village. There he signed a contract to kill, I quote: "A terrible, shaggy screeching creature that causes panic in three grown men." After signing the contract, it turned out that the "undead" is the mother-in-law of these customers. Laughter echoed through the audience and the teacher turned around sharply. “What would you do, adept…?”

	- Rodius Turikkin. Of course, I would have broken the contract and would not waste time in this village forgotten by magic, - the guy from the far desk said self-confidently.

	That student did the same. For which he paid with death. The villagers simply lifted him up on the pitchfork after the refusal, and he could not do anything. But he was in his fourth year!

	- How so, - I could not restrain my indignation, - why didn't he defend himself?

	- Good question, adept…?

	- Chaantville. And what should he have done? What then happened to these peasants? Were they judged? - I bombarded the master with questions.

	Alexander ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ ‌ - He did not defend himself because he had already signed a magical contract. They were judged, yes. The judge found them not guilty. And he had to do this: ...

	While the master was dictating the lecture, I could not help thinking how lucky these three murderers were with the judge and how unlucky the judge was with the mother-in-law...

	



 Chapter 7 
 


	After a boring lecture on the history of necromancy, in which I did not learn anything new, I went to the dining room at a big recess. Even from afar I saw how Aurora, surrounded by several guys, was waving her hand invitingly.

	"Hello Rory, hello Davey," she plopped down on a chair next to her neighbor.

	- Christiana! Finally introduce you to my friends! Meet: the sisters Lita and Vita study at the household faculty, - the twins looked at me friendly, - the healer Don is in the fourth year, - the guy nodded with a blond head, - Emideos is a militant, - while the overweight guy grimaced annoyed, I wonder why.

	“You don’t need to introduce yourself, we have already heard a lot about you,” the sisters began vying with each other.

	“At least this time Rory was lucky with a neighbor,” Vita added.

	- Are you unlucky? Lita was outraged.

	- Lita, do not invent, you know how much I love you, despite your gift!

	"What's wrong with my gift of fire?" The best element, not like your ordinary water! Lita snorted angrily.

	- Girls, have you heard that the first-year healer disappeared? - Aurora diluted the tension.

	- She must have run away with some man from the capital! - This is Vita.

	- Do not judge everyone by yourself, maybe a vampire grabbed her and sucked her dry! Lita disagrees.

	- Don't talk nonsense, there are no vampires!

	And the twins started arguing again.

	- How is your day, does your head hurt after yesterday?

	- Chris, I'll tell you a little secret. I attend only those lectures that seem interesting to me. So today I slept an order of magnitude more than you. - At these words, my face stretched in surprise.

	- What about the teachers? Aren't they charged for this?

	“Not for absenteeism, but if I don’t pass the exams for the transition to a new specialization, there’s nothing more for me to do here,” Rory said dejectedly.

	Before the end of the break, we managed to finish lunch, discuss the strange action movie Arn and tell fortunes where Leia had disappeared.

	Archaeological necromancy was conducted by the master of the Spheres, about such people are talking about a fan of his gift. He told me for a long time and with enthusiasm how much our abilities can help unravel the mysteries of the past. After all, no one else but us will be able to find the skull of a nine-headed mammoth that lived hundreds of centuries ago in the desert at the end of the world. Turning her head to her classmates, she was surprised to see a couple of people interested in the views of the teacher.

	Back from the main student body came back pretty tired. Reflecting on how I can achieve success in physical training, I imperceptibly came to the training ground. There was just a class for senior students. Why did I decide that these are senior courses? Our morning session was like a warm-up for little kids, compared to what was going on in the stadium right now. Two strong young men met in a beautiful battle. The movements of both were technical, but at the same time fluid. And one of them wins with an accurate throw.

	“Not bad, Artkilly,” says Master Jorah, “adept of Ryoga, move like a turtle!”

	Is this muscular fighter Agrey? I quickly jump off the stands and rush towards the hostel before my friend notices me.

	- Hello, Tiana.

	The healer's shadow appears right in front of me.

