Chapter 1 – ClearSkies High School (ClearSkies looks weird, but since that is your title, I will leave it be. ^^)

The bell shrilled loudly as Crystal gathered up her books. Class had just ended and the 9th Grader was eager to talk to her friend, Brianna, who stood outside her classroom door.

Just as Crystal picked up her bag, she heard thunder boom. She sighed and walked to Brianna, who was playing with her long, brown hair. (Thunder is associated with rain. Crystal/Berenice says(in a later part) that all they have is grey skies and rainy days and so, this is like evidence to support that point.)

The girls greeted one another and started to walk towards their lockers.

"You know what I can't understand...." Crystal said, as she closed her locker door.

"What's that, Crystal?" Brianna asked, trying to put in as many books as she could into her locker.

"This school is called ClearSkies High School.Why call it that when all we have is gray skies, rainy days and lockdowns 4 times a week?" Crystal asked, puzzled. 

"Hey, just a normal day in Dallas." 

"What's the use of the school being private if it's just like a public school with violence and hobos staying in the restroom?” Crystal eyed a guy who walked past them. He had piercings all over and a tatoo along his arm. She shuddered.

"Stop complaining Crystal. We live on Earth. What do you expect?" 

"Hey changing the subject- there's Nick," Crystal pointed out. (From Saint Razorblade's review.^^)

"So what?” Brianna caught a textbook just as it was about to fall from her locker.

"Brianna Elizabeth Ramos! You can't fool me! I've known you forever and I know that you're head over heels for him."

"Ok, fine. I'll admit it. I am, but it's just a crush!" Brianna said, blushing.

"Remember 5th grade?"

"Remember when I hit you on the head?"

A grin spread wide across Brianna's face. Crystal looked at her friend, “You didn't hit me on the- Oww!”

Brianna laughed, “Serves you right!” Her textbook was rolled up in her hand. Using it to hit Crystal made her feel great. It was 500 pages thick and was bound to have done some brain damage. She always did hate it when Crystal brought up the past.

"It's your own fault he's scared of you since he saw you teach his brother and best friend a lesson!" Crystal said loudly, rubbing her head.

"It's not my fault that I haven't learned to manage my anger.”

Crystal grabbed the textbook from Brianna's hand. She looked at her friend and sighed.

“Yes it is.”

