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​Chapter 1 – The Blue Hat Arrives
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The first thing Remy noticed about Laveau Arcane Collegium was that it smelled like old books, orange blossoms, and regret.

He had been told that magic schools had “ambience,” but this...this was something else entirely. The wrought-iron gates of the French Quarter campus groaned as he pushed them open, the hinges whining like a child being scolded. The sun had just begun to dip behind the moss-draped oaks, casting long shadows that seemed to breathe.

“Wow,” Remy said, though it was more a reflex than awe. “This place is...decadent.” He twirled the brim of his blue hat, a gesture both nervous and performative. His reflection in the gate’s black iron showed the hat, the matching blue suit, and the loose green tie, all carefully arranged chaos. A walking circus act. The perfect disguise.

Magic had a smell, too, though he only noticed it now. A faint tang of ozone, but warmer, softer—like sunlight trapped in a glass bottle. He inhaled deeply, pretending not to.

“First year, huh?”

Remy jumped and turned. A tall figure, legs like tree trunks, leaned against a lamppost. Julian Baptiste, with a notebook tucked under their arm and a brow perpetually raised, looked at him like he’d just dropped a live firecracker in their lap.

“Yeah,” Remy said smoothly, tipping his hat. “Remy Duval. And you are?”

“Julian,” they said. “And you’re about three seconds away from getting chewed out by a faculty member for wandering around like a lost puppy.”

Remy grinned, the way he always did when he wanted to hide the part of him that cared. “Lost? Never. I’m...strategically exploring.”

Julian groaned. “Oh boy.”

The main building of the Collegium loomed before them—a brick and wrought iron monstrosity with ivy crawling over gargoyle statues, all of which seemed to squint at passersby. A bell tolled, low and resonant, and a chill went down Remy’s spine. Not bad-chill—interesting-chill.

The courtyard was buzzing. Students were everywhere, some carrying books that glowed faintly, others practicing levitation with floating teapots. One girl had a small fire dancing across her fingertips, and a boy was arguing with a hovering shadow that clearly wasn’t obeying him.

Remy’s eyes widened with mischief. Potential chaos, he thought. He loved potential chaos.

“So,” Julian said, gesturing vaguely at the crowd, “this is where you learn to not accidentally kill yourself or the person next to you.”

Remy smirked. “Pfft. That’s beginner’s stuff. I’m here to see if I can summon...say...a five-foot-tall cocktail garnished with a lemon and a tiny flaming sword.”

Julian’s eyes narrowed. “You’re joking.”

Remy winked. “Am I?”

Inside, the dormitories were a spectacle all their own. Each room seemed to have a personality, adjusting colors, temperature, and even scent to suit its occupant. One room smelled like sea salt and old libraries. Another, chocolate and brimstone. The walls were lined with paintings that occasionally whispered comments or sighed.

Remy’s own dorm, Room 407, greeted him with the smell of wet earth and moss. The door swung open on its own, and the floorboards groaned like the building was stretching after a nap. He stepped inside, hat in place, and the room seemed to nod at him.

“Ah,” he murmured. “I like you already.”

He tossed his bag onto the bed and reached for the blue hat, patting it. The hat was more than a hat—it was alive in a subtle way. It shimmered faintly when he touched it, like a heartbeat under fabric. With it, he could summon nearly anything. Weapons. Demons. Alcohol. Occasionally, trouble he didn’t mean to invite.

The first test of his powers was instinctual: Remy whispered a charm under his breath and flicked the hat. A bottle of rum appeared on the dresser. He laughed quietly. “Safe so far.”

Later that evening, as the sun bled red over the rooftops of New Orleans, Remy attended Orientation, which was less about rules and more about subtly scaring students into obedience. The faculty, draped in robes that seemed to shimmer like liquid night, spoke in voices that could bend the air.

“Magic is not a toy,” intoned one professor, whose hat seemed to have a life of its own. “Nor is it a weapon. It is...responsibility.”

Remy’s foot tapped impatiently under the pew. Responsibility, he thought. A word I’m allergic to.

He glanced at Julian, who looked equally unimpressed but far more worried.

Then came the icebreaker exercise: summon a spirit, create an object, or impress your peers.

Remy’s grin widened. He whispered to his hat, a gentle coaxing. In an instant, a small, fiery imp appeared, juggling glowing orbs while chanting something vaguely obscene in Latin. The room erupted in gasps, laughter, and horrified whispers.

Julian groaned. “Remy. Please don’t—”

But it was too late. The imp had a flair for drama. It bowled over a desk, sent a stack of glowing textbooks into the air, and then vanished in a puff of smoke, leaving behind a single, perfectly chilled cocktail glass.

Remy tipped his hat to the stunned faculty. “I aim to please.”

A low chuckle came from the back. One professor’s eyes twinkled. The hat seems...interesting. Very interesting.

After the chaos, Remy wandered the campus under the rising moon, watching the city bleed into the horizon. New Orleans at night was alive with jazz, spirits, and secrets. He felt a flicker of...something. A pang. Nostalgia? Guilt? Perhaps both.

His hat quivered faintly in response, as if it could sense the emotions he tried to hide. Remy tapped it. Not now. Not yet.

He thought of his father, of the night the entity had come, of the town that had burned everything he loved in fear. He thought of the man who had given him this hat and vanished without explanation.

Remy laughed softly, the sound carrying like glass chimes. “Welcome to Laveau, Remy Duval. May the city forgive you for what you’re about to do.”

Above, the moonlight glinted off the wrought iron gates. Shadows twisted and stretched. Somewhere in the distance, a jazz saxophone cried—a lonely, beautiful sound.

And for the first time in a long time, Remy felt...at home.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter 2 – Orientation Is a Lie

[image: ]


The next morning, Remy woke to the sound of what could only be described as a musical argument. Somewhere above, in a hallway that apparently had no right to exist on the third floor, someone was debating the ethics of summoning a llama versus a spectral owl. The sound rose and fell like jazz—chaotic, slightly out of tune, and undeniably New Orleans.

Remy yawned and stretched, patting his hat. “New city. New chaos. Same me.”

His dorm room seemed...different. The walls had shifted overnight, curling in at the corners, wrapping him in a soft cocoon of green and amber. The floor smelled faintly of gingerbread, which he found oddly comforting. The hat shimmered faintly in response, as if approving his presence.

Julian was already awake, scribbling furiously in their notebook. “You’re late,” they said without looking up. “First day of classes doesn’t wait for clowns.”

Remy leaned against the doorframe, deliberately casual. “Late? Please. I’m fashionably chaotic.”

“You’re dangerously lazy,” Julian muttered, which Remy took as a compliment.

Orientation, as it turned out, was less of a “welcome to the school” and more of a trial by absurdity. Students were herded into a large hall where the walls pulsed faintly, like a heartbeat, and the ceiling seemed to breathe along with them. Faculty members in flowing robes appeared one by one, each more intimidating than the last. One wore a mask that reflected not the student’s faces but their inner fears, which made Remy giggle quietly to himself.

The first lesson: “Know Thy Magic—or It Will Know You.”

The professor, a sharp-eyed woman with hair the color of midnight smoke, began demonstrating. With a flick of her wand, a quill turned into a tiny dragon that proceeded to write a poem about taxes. The students applauded. Julian muttered, “This is not normal.”

Remy grinned. Normal is boring.

Then came Auri.

He appeared at the back of the hall like a calm storm, standing perfectly straight, robes immaculate, dark hair catching the light just enough to make him look like he had been painted by a master. His eyes swept the room with a quiet authority, and yet there was something—magnetic, disarming, and infuriatingly precise—about him that made every student who saw him stop mid-breath.

Remy’s grin widened. Oh.

Julian noticed immediately. “Don’t you dare,” they whispered.

“I dare,” Remy whispered back, tipping his hat. “I always dare.”

Auri began a demonstration of his own, summoning a small orb of light that danced over his fingertips. Every movement was clean, efficient, beautiful. The students gasped in admiration, some even clapping. Remy rolled his eyes—but not entirely.

Damn, he admitted silently. That’s...impressive.

Class moved quickly from awe to practical exercises, which meant Remy’s chaos could finally take center stage. The task: materialize a mundane object to solve a contrived problem.

Remy, of course, ignored the “mundane” part. He whispered to his hat, and with a faint shimmer, a tiny demon appeared, juggling teacups while balancing a miniature saxophone. The other students screamed. Julian groaned. Auri’s eyes narrowed slightly—not in anger, but...curiosity.

“Remy Duval,” the professor said, voice calm but lethal, “you have a talent for...unexpected solutions.”

Remy bowed dramatically. “Why thank you. I try my best.”

After class, the students were sent to campus orientation tours, which consisted mostly of dodging magical hazards. Remy and Julian wandered together, the chaos unfolding around them like a living tapestry. Ghostly cats lounged in the fountain, portraits whispered critiques, and a small cloud followed a first-year everywhere, sneezing little sparks.

“Orientation is a lie,” Julian muttered. “It’s not about learning the campus. It’s about survival.”

Remy grinned. “Then I’m already winning.”

They arrived at the library, a cavernous room filled with floating tomes and staircases that rearranged themselves if you looked away. Here, students were expected to research magic history, ethics, and dangerous summoning protocols.

Remy’s hat twitched. Time for a little research...my way.

He whispered a charm, and a stack of books flew into a neat pile before him. When he opened the top one, a small, animated ink sketch jumped out and started summarizing the chapter in a dramatic, Shakespearean voice. Julian sighed, impressed despite themselves.

“Every time I think you can’t get lazier, you find a way,” they said.

“Or smarter,” Remy countered, sipping a conjured cocktail from the hat. “Same thing.”

Later, as the sun dipped behind the city again, Remy wandered into the campus gardens. Shadows stretched long between moss-covered statues, and the air smelled of rain and magic. And there, practicing levitation with a serene focus, was Auri.

“Stop showing off,” Remy said, leaning against a tree.

Auri’s eyes lifted, calm and piercing. “I am not showing off,” he replied. “I am practicing control.”

Remy smirked. “Control is boring. Chaos is fun.”

Auri’s lips quirked slightly, the first real crack in his perfect composure. “Chaos has consequences.”

Remy laughed, a soft, almost sad sound. “I know. But consequences are half the fun. Right?”

For a moment, silence. The air between them hummed, thick with unspoken challenge, curiosity, and something else Remy wasn’t ready to name. He tipped his hat. “I’m Remy, by the way. Blue hat, blue suit, green tie...full circus act. What’s your name, mysterious perfect boy?”

“Aurelian,” he said evenly. “Auri. And you’ll learn quickly that I prefer precision over theatrics.”

“Noted,” Remy said, grinning. “But I’m an excellent teacher.”

Auri raised an eyebrow. “We shall see.”

That night, as Remy lay in bed, the hat beside him, he thought of the chaos that awaited. The Collegium was beautiful, dangerous, and alive—and he was perfectly in the middle of it.

He whispered to the hat. “Let’s make this city regret inviting us.”

The hat shimmered faintly, almost as if it understood the joke.

And somewhere, deep beneath the French Quarter, something stirred—a shadow, ancient and patient, noticing that a Duval had returned.

Remy rolled over, laughing quietly. Perfect. Exactly the kind of chaos I was hoping for.
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​Chapter 3 – Dorm Rooms That Watch You Sleep
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The first thing Remy learned about dorm life at Laveau Arcane Collegium was simple: the dorms were alive, and they did not care about privacy.

He woke to the floorboards creaking in greeting, a wall stretching slightly to frame him in golden light, and a ceiling sighing like it had stayed up all night worrying about him. His hat, propped on the dresser, quivered slightly as if sensing the mood.

“Morning, Room 407,” he said, tipping the brim. “You’ve done...something. Not sure if I like it.”

The wall behind the bed shivered, and a panel slid open to reveal a small compartment containing a single steaming cup of coffee. Remy frowned. “Okay, I like that. But don’t get used to giving me free stuff.”

Julian, already awake and balancing precariously on the bed, raised a brow. “You do know it’s alive, right? The dorm chooses who it likes...or hates.”

Remy stretched dramatically. “I doubt it hates me. I’m a gift to chaos. Very persuasive.”

Julian groaned. “Persuasive chaos. Sure. That’s...you in a nutshell.”

Breakfast in the dining hall was a spectacle in its own right. Floating trays, enchanted silverware, and a small choir of animated fruit that sang a slightly off-key “good morning” to everyone. Remy summoned a cup of conjured orange juice for himself, watching as Julian meticulously brewed tea with the precision of a surgeon.

“Do you ever stop being ridiculous?” Julian asked, eyes narrowed.

Remy grinned, swirling the juice. “Stop































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
= OF
MANY FACES






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
\ OF
? 4| MANY FACES

JAYDEN. SMITH





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





