Chapter 1

ying on the outskirts of our city is our school, Oceania High.
L”Miracle, I have a favor to ask.”
I halt, turning my head to the right. “Sure, what is it, Rose?”
I ask. Rose smiles at me as we walk to class.

“Can I borrow your research on the M..."

“Rose, stop.” I swiftly cover her mouth with my palm. Oceania
High has many rules. The most sacred is the one about the Mages of
Light. Legends including magic are prohibited. Any students that
mention them on school grounds are expelled, if they’re lucky.

Don’t ask why; even I don’t know the reason behind that rule. I
drag Rose to a secluded corner of the hallway. After checking our
surroundings, I release her.

“Are you crazy? You know the rules. This is our senior year. We
can’t afford to be caught now,” I said. Right now, we’ve got to fit in
to survive. Crestfallen, Rose stares at the floor.

“I'm sorry.”

I approach Rose with slow, deliberate steps. Placing my hand on
her shoulder, I tilt my head. “How about this? I'll tell you the story
when you come over to my house tonight.” Rose lifts her head,
nodding enthusiastically.

“Good, now let’s meet up with Annabelle and Bernice.” I quicken
my pace with Rose following close behind.

Annabelle charges once she spots us. “What took you two so
long?!” Annabelle probes. Bernice stands several feet back, staring in
silence.

Rose gave an apologetic glance, and her voice grew soft. “I'm
sorry, Annabelle. I got sidetracked,” Rose apologizes. “It won't
happen again.”



Annabelle clicks her tongue in annoyance. She storms down the
hall. After dashing to catch up to her, we head to our next class.
Annabelle hears footsteps advancing towards us.

“It seems we have a stalker.”

“It's probably just another student. Don’t do anything to draw
attention to us.” I continue my stride. A loud thud causes me to stop
and glance behind me.

Annabelle has a girl pinned to the ground by her wrists. I rush at
Annabelle and shove her. “Calm down, Annabelle! It’s only another
student.”

Annabelle glares at the girl, releasing her wrists. I breathe an
exasperated sigh, observing the girl with slight caution. “I'm sorry
about her. She’s high-strung. Are you okay?” I offer her my hand.

The girl grasps my hand, slowly rising to her feet, “Thanks. I'm
Irene.” Her deep gray eyes shone vivaciously.

“I'm Miracle. The quiet one behind me is Rose. The indifferent girl
with blond hair is Bernice. And that is Annabelle.”

Irene focuses her attention on Annabelle, and her bright gaze
deadens. “Nice reflexes,” Irene retorts. She briefly closes her eyes,
putting her hands on her back. Her tousled, dark brown hair was
messy. Several strands covered her face.

“You know you could’ve killed me with a stunt like that. I almost
died.”

“Like I care. Why are you following us?” Annabelle demands.

Irene looks at Annabelle with feigned shock. “I wasn’t following
you. I was following Miracle. We have all our classes together. See for
yourself.” Irene responds. She pulls out her schedule.

Annabelle snatches it, skimming over the paper’s contents. She
scowls at Irene before handing the paper over to me. I study the
schedule carefully. Sure enough, it has all my teachers on it. “Isn’t this
great?”

“Yeah, great.” Annabelle storms away from the group. Bernice
and Rose follow suit, leaving me alone in the hallway with Irene.



For the next two hours after history, Irene follows us around the
school. Her constant presence begins grating on Annabelle’s nerves.

“I know you have all of your classes with Miracle today, so stop
following us! Annabelle bolts down the hall.

“Annabelle, wait!” I run after Annabelle, but quickly lose sight of
her.

“Hey! Watch where you're going!” I find Annabelle arguing with
another student in the hallway. A light brown-skinned boy with short
dark brown hair was standing in front of Annabelle with his arms
crossed over his chest.

“You're the one that bumped into me, so you should pay more
attention,” the boy complains.

Rose and Bernice arrive just in time to watch Annabelle challenge
the strange boy. I see a cynical grin slowly appear on Annabelle’s
face. “Fine, since you seem so eager for a fight, I'll give you one.”

“Okay. That's enough fighting, both of you.” I take a step forward.
Rose grabs my arm, firmly shaking her head. Annabelle could easily
make me her new target.

The boy smirks at Annabelle. “You won't last three minutes in a
fight against me.”

“We’ll see about that. It'll be after school tomorrow.” She walks
away from him and towards us, giving me a defiant look. I know
what that means for us.

“I look forward to it.” I run after Annabelle as she speeds further
ahead.
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