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Book 1 - Wizard School for the Magically Hopeless
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Chapter 1: The Letter (That Explodes)
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Eli Sparks was a connoisseur of failure. He wasn't just "bad" at things; he had a localized gravitational pull for catastrophe. In his sixteen years, he had managed to accidentally set fire to a swimming pool, lose a game of Tic-Tac-Toe to a literal chicken, and trip over a flat surface so spectacularly that he broke a rib.

He didn't expect much from life, which made the letter currently hovering three inches above his breakfast cereal all the more suspicious.

"It’s staring at me," Eli whispered, gripping his spoon like a defensive weapon.

The envelope was thick, cream-colored, and sealed with a heavy wax stamp depicting a disgruntled owl. It didn't just sit in the air; it vibrated with a low, hummed frequency that made Eli’s teeth ache.

"Just open it, Eli," his mother sighed, not looking up from her newspaper. "It’s probably just a flyer for that summer camp for the 'Coordinationally Challenged' again."

"Camp Klutz doesn't use enchanted parchment, Mom."

Eli reached out a trembling hand. The moment his fingertip brushed the wax, the "hum" turned into a high-pitched shriek. The envelope didn't just open; it detonated.

A localized blast of violet sparks knocked Eli backward off his stool. Instead of a smoldering pile of paper, he found a miniature, glowing cloud hovering over the table. A booming, pompous voice erupted from the mist, echoing through the small kitchen.

"ELI SPARKS! BY ORDER OF THE HIGH COUNCIL, YOU ARE SUMMONED TO GRIMBLE’S ACADEMY FOR ARCANE EXCELLENCE. PREPARE FOR GLORY. PREPARE FOR POWER. PREPARE FOR—"

The voice suddenly cut out into a wet, choking sound. The violet cloud turned a sickly shade of swamp-green.

"Uh, hello?" Eli asked, picking himself up.

The cloud spat a glob of magical phlegm onto his Cheerios. "Wait. Sparks? Eli Sparks? Oh, for the love of Merlin, they’ve sent me to the wrong house. You smell like failure and burnt toast."

"Hey!" Eli protested. "The toast was intentional!"

"Grimble’s is for the elite," the cloud sneered, its voice now sounding like a disgruntled accountant. "But the contract is sealed. You’re in. Try not to die in the first week; the paperwork for student fatalities is a nightmare."

With a final, insulting pop, the cloud transformed into a jet of water. It didn't just fall; it pressurized, blasting Eli square in the face with the force of a fire hose. Within seconds, the kitchen was six inches deep in water, the toaster was sparking rhythmically, and a soggy piece of parchment slapped against Eli’s forehead.

He peeled it off. Through the water dripping into his eyes, he saw the words: Orientation: Monday. Bring a wand and a sense of shame.

"Well," his mom said, lifting her feet as the water reached her ankles. "At least you’re finally good at something. You’re officially a wizard, Eli. Or at least, the wizarding world’s biggest mistake."
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Chapter 2: Welcome to Disaster Academy
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The entrance to Grimble’s Academy for Arcane Excellence was supposed to be a majestic gate between two marble pillars. Instead, Eli found himself standing in front of a lopsided stone archway that seemed to be actively trying to hide behind a shrub.

As he stepped through, the world didn't just change; it glitched.

Eli expected a grand castle with shimmering spires. What he got was a sprawling, architectural fever dream. Towers leaned at impossible angles, held up by what looked like giant, glowing staples. The grass was a vibrant shade of neon blue, and it seemed to be humming a jaunty tune that was slightly out of key.

"Watch out!" a voice screamed.

Eli ducked just as a heavy oak desk whistled over his head, propelled by two small, frantic wings sprouting from the drawers. It was followed by a boy who was currently flickering in and out of existence like a dying lightbulb.

"I—can't—stop—the—transparency!" the boy yelled, his torso disappearing entirely, leaving only a pair of floating boots and a panicked head chasing the furniture.

"Welcome to Grimble’s," a girl said, stepping into Eli's path. She had wild, dark hair and an expression of profound boredom. "If you’re looking for the 'Excellence' part of the name, keep walking. We haven't found it yet."

"I'm Eli," he managed, staring as a nearby staircase suddenly decided it was tired of being a staircase and folded itself into a slide, depositing a group of screaming third-years into a fountain.

"Mara," she replied. "Don't touch the walls. They’re sensitive."

The welcome ceremony took place in the Great Hall, which featured a ceiling that showed the weather, but apparently only the weather in a very specific, very stormy part of the North Sea. Rain began to fall on the student body—not actual water, but small, glowing cubes of ice that tasted like lemon.

Headmaster Grimble, a man who looked like he had been put together using spare parts from various elderly philosophers, stood at the podium.

"Students!" he bellowed, his voice amplified by a spell that made his nose glow bright red with every syllable. "You are here because you possess potential. Some of you have the potential to be Great Wizards. Others..." He paused, his eyes landing on Eli, who was currently trying to untangle his sleeve from a sentient velvet curtain. "...have the potential to be cautionary tales."

Grimble raised his wand to light the Ceremonial Flame. "Let the year begin!"

He flicked his wrist. Instead of a majestic flame, a massive, pink bubble emerged from his wand. It expanded rapidly, swallowing the podium, the Headmaster, and the front row of teachers. Within seconds, the entire faculty was trapped in a giant, strawberry-scented sphere that drifted slowly toward the ceiling.

"Meeting adjourned!" Grimble’s muffled voice echoed from inside the bubble. "Go to class! And someone find a pin!"
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Chapter 3: First Spell, First Failure
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The "Introductory Levitation" classroom smelled like ozone and desperation.

Eli sat at a scarred wooden desk, flanked by Mara and a boy named Finn, who wore a pristine robe and held his wand with the precision of a surgeon.

"The key is the phonetics," Finn whispered, his eyes glued to the textbook. "The 'Lev-ee-OH-sa' incident was a historical anomaly. The actual root is Draconian. It requires a 14-degree wrist flick and a sub-vocalized hum."

Professor Pringle, a woman whose hair was perpetually standing on end, paced the front of the room. "Today, we lift the feather. Simple. Elegant. Safe."

"Right," Eli muttered. "Safe."

Mara went first. She didn't bother with the textbook. She glared at the feather like it owed her money. "Up," she snapped, a jagged spark of violet light leaping from her wand.

The feather didn't move. However, the heavy oak desk Mara was sitting at suddenly shrieked. Its legs lengthened into powerful, muscular limbs, and with a thunderous crack, it leaped through the stained-glass window, taking Mara’s backpack with it.

"A bit... enthusiastic, Miss Vance," Pringle sighed, dodging a stray shard of glass.

Next was Finn. He cleared his throat, checked his posture in a small hand-mirror, and executed the most beautiful wand movement Eli had ever seen.

" Altius Volare," Finn intoned perfectly.

Nothing happened. The feather didn't even twitch. Finn tried again. And again. His pronunciation was flawless, his mana-flow (according to his own self-monitoring watch) was optimal. But the magic simply refused to acknowledge his existence.

"It’s a technical glitch," Finn hissed, his face turning bright red. "The atmospheric pressure in this room is clearly non-standard."

"My turn," Eli whispered.

He took a deep breath. He didn't want to break the window. He didn't want to fail. He just wanted the feather to hover. Just an inch. He visualized the air lifting it. He pointed his wand and whispered the incantation.

The world suddenly felt very heavy.

There was a sound like a giant suction cup being pulled off a glass pane. Eli felt a surge of energy, but it didn't go toward the feather. It went down.

"Um, Eli?" Mara asked.

Eli tried to move his foot. He couldn't. He looked down and realized his shoes were no longer sitting on the floor—they were part of the floor. The leather had fused with the stone tiles in a seamless, molecular bond. As he struggled, the effect spread. The floorboards began to liquefy around him, turning into a sticky, grey sludge that smelled like industrial-grade superglue.

"Don't move!" Professor Pringle shouted, but it was too late.

The "glitch" expanded. The sludge began to crawl up Eli’s legs, anchoring him to the foundation of the school. Within minutes, the janitor had to be called in with a magical chisel.

By the end of the hour, the three of them were standing in the hallway, Eli still wearing only his socks because his shoes were now a permanent architectural feature of Room 4B.
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