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The first time Lyraea saw Kryztal, she wasn’t thinking about love at all. She was thinking about how unfair it was that someone could look that effortlessly beautiful at seven in the morning.

Kryztal stood by the campus gates, sunlight caught in her short silver-tinted hair, headphones around her neck, eyes lost in a world only she could hear. Students passed by her like she was a painting they were too shy to stare at.

Lyraea wasn’t shy. She stopped walking.

Just... stopped.

Her heart stumbled in her chest, confused, like it had been nudged awake.

Who is she?

The question echoed in her mind longer than it should have.

Kryztal looked up—slowly, like she knew someone was watching—and her gaze landed straight on Lyraea.

For a second, neither of them moved.

The world didn’t either.

Then Kryztal gave a small nod, almost a smile, almost an invitation.

Lyraea’s cheeks warmed. “Oh no,” she whispered to herself. “I’m in trouble.” She didn’t know yet how right she was.

Because Kryztal wasn’t just going to enter her life.

She was going to unravel it—softly, gently, and completely.

Lyraea tried to act normal as she walked through the gates, but her heartbeat had its own opinions. She kept her eyes forward, pretending she wasn’t aware of Kryztal watching her approach.

Calm down, she told herself. She’s just a girl. A really pretty girl. With unfair hair. And eyes. And—okay, stop.

When she passed by, Kryztal lifted one side of her headphones. “Hey,” she said softly.

Lyraea’s steps froze again. “H–Hi.”

Kryztal’s voice was calm, low, almost melodic. “You’re in Section Aurora, right?”

“How did you—” Lyraea blinked. “Yeah. I mean, yes. How did you know?”

Kryztal shrugged. “You have the Aurora uniform patch.” She pointed to Lyraea’s sleeve.

“Oh.” Lyraea wanted to dissolve into the concrete. “Right. That makes sense.”

Kryztal smiled—small, but real. “I’m Kryztal.” “I’m Lyraea.”

She hoped she didn’t say it too fast. “I know,” Kryztal replied.

Lyraea’s eyes widened. “You... know me?”

Kryztal tilted her head. “You were the girl who defended that stray cat behind the library last month. People talked about it.”

Lyraea groaned. “I didn’t defend, I just—okay, maybe a little.” “That was brave,” Kryztal said. “Cute, too.”

Lyraea nearly malfunctioned.

Before she could respond, the campus bell rang—clear and sharp.

Kryztal glanced at the main building. “I have Media Arts first. You?” “Creative Writing,” Lyraea answered.

Kryztal nodded like she already expected that. “Perfect.” “Perfect?” Lyraea echoed, confused.

Kryztal stepped closer—a little too close—and handed Lyraea a folded sheet of paper. “We’re having an inter-class collaboration this month. Media Arts will be working with Creative Writing.”

Lyraea took the paper carefully. “I didn’t know that.”

“Now you do,” Kryztal said with a playful smirk. “See you in the collaboration room later?”


Lyraea felt heat crawl up her neck. “Y-Yeah. See you.” Kryztal placed her headphones back on, turned away, and walked off.



Lyraea watched her go.

Perfect, she repeated in her mind.

Why did it suddenly feel like this day was about to change everything?

The collaboration room buzzed with noise when Lyraea arrived after lunch.

Students from Creative Writing and Media Arts filled the tables, chatting while waiting for their teachers.

She scanned the room anxiously.

Kryztal wasn’t there yet.

Lyraea exhaled slowly... relieved? disappointed? She couldn’t tell.

She found a seat near the window and opened her notebook. She tried to look busy, but her mind was everywhere—until the door clicked open.

Kryztal walked in.

Her silver-tinted hair swayed, headphones hanging around her neck again. She scanned the room once... and her eyes locked on Lyraea.

That tiny smile again.

Just enough to make Lyraea’s stomach flutter.

Kryztal crossed the room and sat beside her without asking. “Miss me?”

Lyraea nearly choked on her own breath. “I—No—I mean—I just got here!” Kryztal laughed softly. “Relax. I won’t bite.”

Before Lyraea could respond, their teachers entered.
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“Alright, everyone,” Ms. Renales announced. “For this collaboration, each Media Arts student will pair with a Creative Writing student. Together, you’ll produce a short film concept—script, visuals, and theme.”
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Kryztal glanced sideways at Lyraea. “Looks like we’re partners.” Lyraea tried not to show how excited—and nervous—she felt. “Okay.

That’s... that’s fine.”

“Fine?” Kryztal raised a brow. “Wow. You sound thrilled.”

“I am!” Lyraea blurted, louder than intended. “I mean. I’m glad. Really.” Kryztal smirked. “Cute.”

Lyraea sank into her chair, face burning.

They began brainstorming. Words flowed easily between them— surprisingly. Kryztal’s artistic ideas paired perfectly with Lyraea’s storytelling style. They sketched outlines, plot concepts, characters.
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It was going well.Too well.

Until the announcement.

Mr. Alonzo clapped his hands. “One more thing. At the end of the month, we’ll hold a school-wide showcase. The best short film pitch will win a scholarship grant and represent the campus at Nationals.”



[image: ]




Whispers filled the room.

The word scholarship hit everyone.

But it hit Lyraea harder.

Her family needed that grant. She had been working toward it since last year.

She glanced at Kryztal—who seemed completely unfazed. Cool. Calm.

Confident.

Then something else happened.

Across the room, Ryelle—top student in Media Arts and Lyraea’s long-time academic rival—stood up.

“Sir, will the pairing be fixed? Or can we choose partners for fairness?” Lyraea stiffened.

Ryelle’s eyes were on Kryztal.

Mr. Alonzo folded his arms. “Why?”

Ryelle smiled too sweetly. “Because Kryztal and I planned to collaborate this year. We expected to work together.”

Kryztal didn’t react at first.

But then Ryelle said, loudly, “Kryztal and I always make the best team.” Lyraea felt something pinch inside her chest.

Kryztal finally spoke, voice calm but sharp. “Actually, sir... I’m fine with the assigned partner.”

The room went quiet. Ryelle blinked. “But—”

“I’ll stay with Lyraea,” Kryztal said clearly. “She’s the one I want to work with for this.” Lyraea froze.

Ryelle’s smile vanished.

The rivalry Lyraea thought she only had with Ryelle shifted—now, it was doubled.

Ryelle’s eyes narrowed at Lyraea.

“So be it,” she said coldly. “May the best team win.” Kryztal leaned closer to Lyraea, whispering,

“Looks like you just got pulled into something.” Lyraea whispered back,


“I didn’t ask to start a war.” Kryztal’s lips curved into a slow, daring smile.



“No,” she said, “but you’re standing with me. So you’re in it now.” And just like that, their partnership wasn’t just exciting—

It was dangerous.

The next day, Lyraea arrived early to the Media Room for another collaboration session. She wanted time to breathe, to clear her thoughts after yesterday’s unexpected tension.

But when she stepped inside, her stomach dropped. Their storyboard—two hours of work—was ruined.

The sketches Kryztal drew were scribbled over with thick black marker.

The dialogue Lyraea wrote was scratched out entirely.

Their concept paper was crumpled on the floor.

“Who... would do this?” Lyraea whispered, kneeling to pick up the paper.

A voice behind her answered, low and icy: “Ryelle.”

Lyraea turned.

Kryztal stood in the doorway—shoulders tense, eyes no longer soft but sharp, stormy. She rarely looked angry. But now she did.“Kryztal... you don’t know that,” Lyraea said softly.

“I do.” Kryztal walked forward, picking up the ruined storyboard and examining the strokes. “This is her pen. Same style she used to vandalize someone’s project last year.”

Lyraea bit her lip. “Why would she target us now?” Kryztal looked at her like the answer was obvious. “Because I chose you.”

Those words hit Lyraea harder than she expected. Before she could respond, the door swung open.

Ryelle walked in, pretending surprise.
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