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CHAPTER 1

BACK TO SCHOOL
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Omar's mother glared at him, her eyes filled with anger. "You will stay at home!" she declared firmly.

Omar couldn't believe it. "Come on! Why can't I go?" he pleaded with his mother.

Her face grew even more furious. "Have you seen yourself on the news? You are not going anywhere. You could be dead, like when you were with those stupid friends of yours," she snapped.

Omar felt his frustration rising. "Mom!" he exclaimed. "Nothing happened to me. We had everything under control."

"I want to hear none of that!" his mother interrupted. "You are not going anywhere anymore. You go to school, and when you finish school, you come home!"

Omar couldn't believe what he was hearing. "You have to be kidding me," he protested.

But his mother was resolute. "What if you had died that day?!" she demanded.

Omar tried to reason with her. "Come on," he said. "Don't think like that. I'm still here, so be happy."

"Of course I am happy," his mother retorted. "But you have to realize that it could have gone wrong."

"But Mom, it was..." Omar began, but his mother cut him off.

"Shhh! I don't want to hear anything more. Go to your room, now!" she ordered.

Omar trudged to his room, feeling frustrated and trapped. He had been at the battle in New York, which had been all over the news. His mother had seen it and was shocked to see her own son fighting.

Yesterday, Omar had returned from New York, and his mother couldn't hold back her anger any longer. She had been yelling at him for a while, and he wanted to go outside to escape her wrath. But of course, his mother was still very angry and refused to let him leave.

"And what about that other person that is in your body?!" his mother suddenly yelled, breaking the silence.

Omar sighed. "His name is Artie," he said.

"I don't care what his name is!" his mother exclaimed. "We are going to get him out of you as soon as possible."

Omar's frustration boiled over. "No!" he yelled. "He will stay with me until we both agree that he has to leave!"

His mother glared at him, her face red with anger. Omar knew that he had to find a way to make her understand. But for now, he would have to stay at home and wait for the right moment to talk to her again.

As Omar walked upstairs, his mother gave him an angry look. "I will find a way to get him out of you," she muttered.

Omar was really angry, and Artie could sense it. "We will be sitting at home all day," Artie said to Omar, hoping to lighten the mood.

Omar lay on his bed. "It will be a boring day at home indeed," he muttered. He got on his phone, just to kill some time, and did this for a few hours until he fell asleep.

A few hours later, Omar's parents started arguing. "Why are you always the one who has to start a fight?!" his mother asked.

"Me?!?" his father replied. "I'm asking you something, and all I get back is a comment."

Omar's mother argued, "Comment? Then you shouldn't ask me stupid questions all day long."

Omar's father angrily asked, "So you admit that you are giving me unnecessary comments?"

Omar's mother said nothing and walked to the kitchen, opening the fridge and staring at what was inside.

Omar's father followed her into the kitchen, continuing their fight. "All I do is ask some questions, but you are the one who can't answer them and has to argue!"

Omar's mother was completely done with him. She looked at the fridge with an angry face and slammed the fridge door. "I am completely done with it! Am I married to you to argue every day?" she shouted.

The quarrel with Omar's parents continued for a while, and Omar was unable to sleep. Even though he was upstairs in his room, he could still hear everything they said.

This was certainly nothing new to Omar. His parents often argued, but he was afraid that things could get out of hand. What if it drove the neighbors crazy, and they called the police?

"Don't think like that," Artie said, trying to calm Omar down.

Omar turned around in his bed and looked at his ceiling. "I'm trying, but it's hard," he replied.

The next morning, Omar got ready for school and started walking towards it. When he arrived, people started looking at him in the hall. "Is that the ghost boy who was on the news?" Omar heard someone say quietly.

Later, Omar realized what was going on. When he beat the bad guys with "The Outcasts," it was all over the news. Omar and Artie had completely forgotten that a lot of people had seen him on the news. Omar went to his locker and started to get his books from it when a group of guys walked up to him.

"You there, transparent boy," one of the guys said to Omar.

Omar corrected him, saying, "My name is Omar."

The guy said, "My mistake, Omar! I just want to say that you did really well. We all saw the news and were amazed at what we saw."

Omar blushed a little. He didn't really know how to react to this. "Uhm, thank you, I guess?" The guy patted Omar on the shoulder and walked on with his group.

"You're really starting to get famous," Artie said.

Omar smiled and told him that it wasn't anything special.

As Omar walked to his first class, he noticed that people began to stare at him. A little later, someone sat next to him. Omar knew him because he was in his class, but they had never really talked, and they had never been friends.

"Oh my god, I really have to ask you something," the guy said, looking at Omar with a sense of urgency.

Omar raised an eyebrow in confusion. "What is it?" he asked.

"How was Xyreon?" the guy asked eagerly.

Omar chuckled. "I haven't seen him," he replied.

"What do you mean?" the guy asked, incredulous. "You fought together!"

"So what?" Omar shrugged. "I don't have to tell you about him."

Just then, Mrs. Olivia walked in, interrupting their conversation. "Silence, everyone! Open your books," she yelled at the class.

The guy who had been talking to Omar quickly scurried back to his seat with a frightened expression. Omar couldn't help but laugh at the sight of him retreating in fear.

Mrs. Olivia made her way to her desk and dropped her folders and books on it with a sigh. She looked around the classroom, clearly less than thrilled to be there.

"And what were you thinking, Omar?" she asked sternly. "Just fighting some aliens and then coming back here?"

"Ma'am, I didn't really have a choice," Omar replied, trying to keep a straight face.

"No choice?!" Mrs. Olivia exclaimed. "Well, stop talking and grab your books."

Omar quickly grabbed his books from his bag and got to work. Thirty minutes into the class, Artie said to him.

"Omar!" Artie whispered. "Don't look to the right, but Jade is looking at you."

Without thinking twice, Omar turned his head to see Jade staring at him. She quickly looked away when she realized he had caught her gaze.

"I said don't turn right away, and look what you did," Artie scolded him.

"But wait," Omar said, his mind racing. "Do you think she likes me?"

"I don't know," Artie replied. "But it was certainly suspicious that she looked at you for so long."

Omar couldn't help but feel a surge of excitement at the thought of Jade potentially liking him. He couldn't wait to find out more. He tried to focus on the lesson, but his mind kept drifting back to Jade. Artie noticed his distraction and asked him a question.

"Does she do this often?" Artie asked, referring to the girl Omar was staring at.

"No," Omar replied. "That's why I was the one staring at her. She doesn't even know my name."

Suddenly, Mrs. Olivia's voice boomed through the classroom. "Omar... Omar! OMAR!"

Omar was startled and quickly responded, "Yes, ma'am!"

"Answer my question!" Mrs. Olivia demanded.

Omar was confused. "Which question?"

"Haven't you heard me speak for the last thirty seconds?" Mrs. Olivia asked, annoyed.

Omar looked around the classroom in confusion and sheepishly replied, "Uhm ... nope."

Mrs. Olivia was deeply disappointed and put her arms over each other. "What were you thinking about? You were staring forward the entire time."

"Uhm... About ... a few things that happened at home, nothing major," Omar lied. He had actually been thinking about the girl he liked and chatting with Artie, who was inside his mind.

Mrs. Olivia warned him, "This is your last warning. The next time you don't pay attention, you'll be kicked out of my class!"

Omar nodded up and down. "Sorry ma'am, I'll be paying attention."

Twenty minutes later, the school bell rang, and Mrs. Olivia's class was finally over. Omar sighed with relief, glad to hear the bell. He picked up his bag and started walking towards the cafeteria for his break.

As he walked, someone grabbed him by the neck from behind. Omar was startled and quickly turned around to see who it was. "Jason?" Omar asked in disbelief.

Jason nodded with a smile on his face, and they instantly hugged each other. "Where were you in Mrs. Olivia's class?" Omar asked.

"Phew... I'll never go to her class again. I'm done with her," Jason replied.

Omar grinned. "I understand what you mean. I don't like her either."

The two friends headed to the cafeteria to grab some food and sat down at a table together. As they ate, they talked about their plans for the weekend and joked around. For a moment, Omar forgot about the girl he had a crush on and just enjoyed hanging out with his best friend.

"Tell me, where did you go two days ago?" Jason asked, eager to catch up with his friend.

Omar replied with a sheepish smile, "Didn't you see the news?"

Jason laughed and said, "Of course, I watched the news. You're a superhero."

Omar looked down at his food, and he smiled. "I don't feel like a superhero. I'm still the same," he said while playing with his food.

"The same?" Jason asked. "You're famous!"

"Stop!" Omar laughingly said to Jason.

"But wait a minute," Jason said. "How did you actually do it?"

Omar replied, "What did I do?"

"That you are kind of invisible, just like a ghost," Jason said.

Omar knew exactly how he did this and what had caused it, but he didn't want to say it yet. "No idea. It happens by itself," Omar said, shrugging his shoulders. "I guess..."

Omar then changed the topic. "I think Jade might like me."

"Why do you think that?" Jason asked.

"We've been in the same class for a while, and did you see her look at me once?" Omar asked.

"Uhm..." Jason said while he was thinking. "Not as far as I know."

"Well," Omar said, "ever since I got on the news and more people know about me, Jade started staring at me in class the entire time."

Jason looked at Omar with a surprised expression. "Bro, she might actually like you."

"It has to be!" Omar exclaimed. "I used to be a nobody. She didn't even know my name, but now, because I get more attention, she sees something in me."

Jason, oblivious to Omar's possible fear of talking to Jade, said, "Go talk to her."

"Not now," Omar replied, looking down at the ground.

"Why not?" Jason asked. "Are you afraid?"

"Well, no. We need to come up with a plan on how I can get her," Omar explained.

Jason put his hand over his mouth and began rubbing his face as he contemplated. "Do you have time right after school?"

"Of course," Omar answered. "We can go to my place if you want."

"Sounds good to me," Jason said.

A few hours later, the school bell rang, signaling the end of the day. Omar and Jason both finished school and quickly packed their bags. Omar left the classroom in a hurry, and Jason followed closely behind.

"Bro, did you see that?!" Jason asked excitedly.

Omar, smiling, replied, "Of course."

"Jade likes you! She was looking at you for so long," Jason said.

"Even when I looked at her, she immediately looked away," Omar explained.

"I know!" Jason exclaimed. "She's yours. Now we just need to come up with a plan."

The two friends started walking together to Omar's house. Once they arrived, Jason dove onto Omar's bed and lay down with a sigh of relief. "Ahh... I really needed this," he said.

Omar immediately sat down at his computer and started checking his views on HighResTube. "You realize we have millions and millions of views," Omar said.

Jason nodded. "All because of the news. You really became famous after that fight in New York."

Omar leaned back in his chair, smiling at the monitor. "I can't believe it," he said.

"But listen," Jason interjected, "what's your plan with Jade?"

The two friends spent the rest of the afternoon brainstorming ideas to win over Jade's heart. Omar turned around and stared at the ceiling, lost in thought. He had been contemplating how to approach Jade, the girl he had been crushing on for months. Jason, his best friend, had been trying to help by giving different suggestions, but nothing seemed to be working.

"I don't know," Omar finally replied, breaking the silence.

"What if you just go up to her and talk to her?" Jason asked, trying to be helpful.

"Something tells me that even if I do that, she's still going to refuse me," Omar said, feeling defeated.

Jason let out a sigh. "Why would she refuse you? You're famous at school. She's not going to refuse you at all."

"You don't know that," Omar said, feeling uncertain.

"Hm..." Jason murmured, lost in thought. "What if you make her jealous?"

"What do you mean?" Omar asked, curious.

"Well," Jason said, "what if you give more attention to other girls and start talking to them? Jade will see that anyway."

Omar considered this for a moment before shaking his head. "I don't know. Maybe I just need to be honest with her."

Jason let out a small laugh. "That is never going to work."

Omar rolled his eyes. "Thanks for the vote of confidence."
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Omar had just finished school for the day and was walking home. As soon as he arrived, he went straight to his room, throwing his bag on his bed. He walked over to his desk, opened HighResTube, and started watching his own channel. The ratings were still good, and he was getting more and more views.

"Okay, what's our plan with Jade?" Omar asked his friend Artie.

"Omar," Artie replied honestly, "you don't even need to have a plan. All you have to do is talk to her."

"I don't know," Omar hesitated, "what if it doesn't work, anyway?"

"It will work," Artie reassured him. "You shouldn't be afraid, just do it."

Omar was silent, looking at his screen and listening to what Artie was saying. "You have no other choice," Artie continued. "You just have to be honest with her and let her know how you feel about her."

Omar remained silent, absorbing Artie's advice. "I feel your fear of failure too," Artie said. "But you are not alone. You will succeed, and I will try to help you."

"Okay," Omar finally agreed. "I'm not going to do anything stupid. I'm going to see her tomorrow, and I will tell her how I feel about her."

The next morning, Omar woke up and got ready for school as usual. He arrived at school, went straight to his locker to get his books, and then walked over to his class, sitting down in his chair.

"Should I go talk to her now?" Omar asked Artie.

"No," Artie advised. "You have to go to her during the break. Then you have a lot more time to talk because class starts in a few minutes."

"Of course, sounds good," Omar replied, a bit nervous. "But I am a bit nervous."

"I can feel it, but now just focus on the class," Artie said reassuringly.

Two hours later, the school bell rang, and the break had begun. Omar quickly put his books in his bag and looked over at Jade, waiting for her to leave the classroom.

As soon as he saw her getting up, Omar immediately got up, too. He walked up to Jade. "Hey, how are you?"

Jade looked at Omar, slightly surprised, and asked, "Oh, I'm fine. How are you?"

"I'm doing well too," Omar replied, trying to keep his nerves in check.

Omar and Jade walked out to the schoolyard, and he asked her, "Would you like to sit here?"

Jade nodded, and they sat down on a bench next to each other. Omar couldn't stop looking at Jade. The sun sparkled in her eyes, and Omar almost got lost in them.

"How are the videos doing?" Jade asked, breaking the silence.

Only then did Omar realize that he had been watching Jade for a little too long. "Oh, um, it's going well, getting more viewers every day," Omar replied.

Jade looked at Omar with a small smile. "You are really famous at school since you got on the news."

Omar replied, "I didn't expect this either. I thought that no one was watching the news these days. I hoped that no one noticed it."

Jade started to laugh. "That's cute to hear, but are you a real superhero now?"

As they conversed, Omar's nerves dissipated, and he spoke to Jade as if they had known each other for years. They laughed together, and it seemed like everything was going well.

The school bell rang again, signaling the start of lessons. "Uhm, wait, before we go to class, can I ask you something?" Omar asked Jade.

She got up, a curious look on her face. "Of course," she said.

Omar took a deep breath and mustered up the courage to ask her out. "Would you like to eat something after school tomorrow?" he asked
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