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It was Autumn and the first month of school at the Academy of Magic’s and Grimoire. Through a portal off the shore of Atlantic City and only those who got a letter could attend. 

The breeze was warm while the sun spread its shimmering light over the tall statues of the headmaster, Damen, a renowned dwarf who stood tall with his mighty axe at his side. This person was known for their battle prowess and their magical abilities. For a dwarf, it was rare but not unheard of. 

Cadets from all over entered the school. Its long halls with several classrooms were the talk of the century. One particular classroom had four cadets who were the most promising this year. The problem was, they didn’t get along with each other at all.

Professor Brock stood at the front of the room with the chalkboard behind him. He kept tapping a golden metal ring large enough to be the size of his hand on his thigh while glaring at the group. 

Tammy sat in the back and sighed, dreamily at her professor. He can be so annoying... but that long silky black hair when he is angry just makes look adorable! Her eyes misted over with her lips caressing a sweet smile.

Michael, who sat in a row in front of her, glimpsed her smile and frowned. “Upstart professor getting all the girls to like him. You’d think he would take a shower once in a while,” He grumbled under his breath. 

Three other students sat in the benches next to theirs with scowls on their faces. Neither one was pleased about being in the room.

Meanwhile, Professor Brock got more frustrated as the days passed. Passing military training usually was a breeze, but these cadets couldn’t even work together to take down an opponent, much less guard a relic. He glanced down at the folders of the cadets that were in need of help.

The first was Cadet Christran Maloon. A high sun-elf age 22 with great magical talent in the arts of illusion magic and creating woods. However, he is notorious for being a playboy to both sexes while constantly playing dress up. It made him a very difficult person to be around.

Tammy Streak. A perfectly talented goblin, who not only is good looking with her pale blue skin and golden green eyes, but can take apart any mechanical device in a matter of seconds and put it together just as fast. Her downside would be taking orders. 

Professor Brock inwardly groaned at the rest of the students. Look at the mess they gave me to clean up. “You have an objective for today. It’s either you pass or you fail. If you fail, you will be expelled. There will be no buts on this.”

Aio crossed her arms with a scowl. “Mhpm!” 

The other two men sitting beside her, Richard and Damen, also were not happy at all. 

“You will have two hours to prepare and I expect to see you in the southern hall. Do not keep me waiting. Dismissed.” Professor Brock watched them pick up their books and leave. He grimaced as Tammy walked closer to him with a sway of her hips, then flipped her hair while turning towards the door. Why me? He placed a hand on his hip. “Where did Christian run off to this time?”

The empty halls were a welcomed surprise. Clash, bang.

Professor Brock peered in the training grounds. 

Today, a group of fourth years were honing their abilities in swordplay while using magic. Most of them already knew the basics, and there was a few, Marley Doomwrite, who was a master in that field already,who was a dwarf with long brown hair and a sturdy build .

Professor Brock stiffened. That’s right. I remember Christian being very interested in this lad. He scanned to the left of the field, where they normally hung out. To his dismay, they were not there.

“Hello, professor. What brings you here?”

Professor Brock turned around, his face still set. On the inside, he was relieved to see Marley with his two best friends. Tim and Brad, both goblins that stood behind him. “Hello. I thought perchance you might have seen Christian?”

Marley grimaced. “I’m grateful to say I haven’t.” He regarded Tim with a frown. “Didn’t you mention something this morning about him?”

Tim tapped the wands on his thigh. “Did I?”

Brad rolled his eyes. “For heaven’s sake, it was early this morning before dawn. Remember now?”

Tim mulled it over for a few seconds while gnawing on the inside of his lip. “Oh ya!”

“Duh,” Brad mumbled under his breath.

Professor Brock did his best to maintain a straight face, not wanting to smile at their little escapades. 

“I got here, like usual, to set up my crafting on the east side. I love doing art work with jazz music. As I was setting up, I noticed Christian walking across the high ledge just above me. From what I remember, only third years and fourths go up there, so I was startled to see him.”

“Did you notice him leaving?”

“Nah.” Tim crossed his arms. “When I get into painting, everything else fades. Sorry.”

“It’s fine. Thanks.” Professor Brock stood to the side and watched them enter. He walked down the hall to the east side. It was on the other end where the dorm of the third and fourth years was at. It couldn’t be an affair. I wonder if that boy is blackmailing someone. That wouldn’t surprise him.

The hallway leading down was a bit far. Even using a slight of hand to teleport was still quite the distance. A few students were seen passing down the halls and kept their gaze lowered as they passed him by. 

Professor Brock went up to the third floor and crossed the long hallway. One the way, several students glanced at him in admiration and frustration. 

One female student named Steffany, was a notorious gossip, but today. She was quiet with her friends while glaring at him.

Professor Brock stopped and regarded them shrewdly. “Did you see Christian earlier?”

Steffany snorted. “What if I did? You going to tell me to behave like everyone else?” She taunted while crossing her arms in victory.

“Only if there was a fight, but by your expression. None of that happened. Care to tell me or shall I call Madam Hoffsnarf who is your headmistress at this dorm.” Professor Brock spoke dryly causing all three of them to fluster with embarrassment.

“Fine.” Steffany waved her hand while frowning. “If you must know, that fool had been on the rooftop since this morning. As he came down, me and a few friends warned him to stay away.” She scowled.

Her friend to the right of her said, “It was weird how he just laughed at us. Didn’t even put up a fight or even make the rude comments like he usually does. Kinda creeped us out the way he just sauntered down the hallway, like nothing could get him.” Her voice was timid, even with her little glass frames falling slightly down her nose. She pushed them back up. “If you ask me, he got a scheme brewing.”

“Thanks. Do you know where he went afterwards?” Professor Brock asked. 

“Mm.” Her friend glanced at the other friend.

“Wait... didn’t Marsha mention him down on the other side?” Steffany drummed her fingers on her arm. “It’s by...”

“Oh, right! That was the library!”

Steffany smiled at her friend. “Ya, that was it. Marsha got chilled by the seriousness he displayed.”

Professor Brock nodded, then walked downstairs and out the dorm. The library was on the other side. It would take at least another half hour and they had at least forty-five minutes before their exam began. What bothered him the most by all this was how this morning went. 

Aoi for one had never been late in her life. She always turned in her work on time and got impressive grades. Not to mention, she loved to show off her work. However, this morning she was one hour late and her hair was a complete mess. Not to mention the burn marks on her shoes. Of course it was an accident for the test this morning, which seemed plausible. Richard and Damen sat beside her at the beginning of this semester.

Then it was Tammy. She was daydreaming which was normal for her. Yet, he could swear the way she flirted with him today made him feel as if it was a joke more than actual flirting. It didn’t leave a good impression either.

Then there was Michael. This student.... Professor Brock stopped at the entrance to the library, hearing the headmaster swear up a storm.

“For the last time, where is the Diamblum?! I know that blasted kid walked straight into my room, took my prized book, and brought it here!”

Professor Brock grimaced. It wasn’t normal for the headmaster to yell at the teachers, but if one student could get his goat. Christian Maloon could do it. I knew that kid was up to something.

The teacher in charge of the library, Miss Singerr, placed both hands on her hips and scowled at the headmaster. “Don’t go yelling at me, ya old codger! I know very well you were using the pipe this morning and don’t tell you weren’t!” She jabbed her finger straight into his long beard and caused several small burnt leaves to fall. “If that boy did do something, it’s because you two timer geezer keeps scooting your thoughts all over the place, then complains when your book goes missing!”

Professor Brock raised both eyebrows. She would have to be the one that could stand up to him, even in his old age, he inwardly chuckled. Of course, he couldn’t blame the professor for going after the boy. There was that one time he danced just outside the door in nothing but a tutu. It.... left a lot of bad memories.

“I might have a pipe or two, but I know my books!” Headmaster Gareld yelled while spreading his arms up high.

Professor Brock grimaced and spotted the book in his coat. Good lord.

“For the love of all that is sane. Honestly.” Miss Singer plucked the book from his
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