Have you ever felt like you weren’t wanted? Like you would never be accepted no matter what good you did? Like you were better than nearly all the other kids around you, but everyone fails to see it? Welcome to my world. 

My name’s Hermione Hail and I’m twelve years old. I recently moved with my Mum to a tiny town called Rainfall. We moved to Rainfall because of schools for me. You see, I have a strange tendency to get kicked out of every school I go to. I still haven’t survived a whole year at a school, no matter how expensive, I will get kicked out. It’s a Hermione Hail price guarantee!

So that’s why, as I walked through the gates to Rainfall Community High School for the start of Year Eight, I was determined to last the whole academic year. 

I approached several groups of chattering Year Eights and introduced myself. But no one seemed to want to know me. They asked me my name, and if I was new. Then I magically turned invisible to their eyes, and voilla! I was alone again as that group moved away. I drifted from one group of chatting kids to another, but everyone kept ignoring me. 

Then, I saw a group of two girls and three boys I hadn’t spoken to. I started making my way towards them, but then I stopped in my tracks. Something was really strange about these kids. They all had a weird, kind of aura that told me that they were powerful in ways I could barely imagine. The bell rang, and all the kids around me started trudging into the massive, grey cement building that’s motto was: “making the world brighter”. Stupid name for a school that, if anything, made the world darker.

Later on, once I was inside, I sat in my place in our form room, and tried not to get noticed. All the other kids in the room were shouting, chucking paper aeroplanes and, in general, being stupid. In a bid to restore order, our form tutor was giving out merit stars to the few people who were actually behaving. I must have had at least ten gold stars covering my jumper by the time everyone shut up. Our form tutor smiled around the class and told us how incredible it was – we’d taken just six-and-a-half minutes to stop talking! Everyone cheered, and promptly started talking again. 

At the end of form, our yellow-eyed form tutor asked me (and the five weird kids) to stay behind. They all nodded, so I went along with them and told the demon teacher that I would stay behind. 

When the rest of our class had gone, she turned to us. “I’ve been expecting you!” she said, smiling evilly. 

“You have an epic evil impression,” said one of the girls, the one with jet-black hair and electrical blue eyes. “I wish I had such a cool one!”

The teacher snarled, and launched herself at the girl. “EEEEEEEEEPPPPPP!!!!” she screeched.

The girl didn’t dodge. She simply raised her hand, and blasted our form tutor with an aquamarine energy stream. Lightning?! Our form-tutor-gone-crazy staggered back a few steps, but then returned. Somehow, she grew claws, and slashed at the girl.

“SKYE!!” screamed the other girl, and rushed to her friend’s side as she fell to the ground. Ignoring them, the evil yellow-eyed thing turned to us, and snarled. Correction: turned to me. She lashed at me with her claws, but I dodged, turned back to her, and concentrated. Suddenly, inexplicably, roots and plants sprouted around the demon teacher’s feet. My summoned biological material wrapped itself up the creature’s legs with lightning speed. It shot up her body like a racecar, and didn’t stop until it covered every inch of her evil monster body. Her final scream dyed on her lips as her mouth was bound shut by ivy. 

“Eurgh!” I said.

“Now that is what I call neat!” said Skye, getting to her feet. “We need to get out of here. More might come.”

“More!” I gaped. “There’s more like her?!”

“Yeah. Are you coming with us or not?! It’s a simple question. Yes or no?” Skye said. I thought about it. I thought about my life, how much it had changed since I arrived at Rainfall. I’d experienced more awesome things in the last few minutes than I had ever had back home in London. Suddenly, the decision seemed simple.

“Sure,” I said. “I’m in.”

