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Important Information 

This book is a fantasy, containing fictional magical characters, gnomes, wizards, and a world full of fantastic beings. It does not contain any inappropriate language. Remember, reading is the power of knowledge. 
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Dedication 

ith a heart full of gratitude and a mind filled with magic, I dedicate W this adventure to all readers who love to immerse themselves in the mysteries of fantastic adventures. 

May the journey of Tomy, Beatriz, Jarry, Cosmy, and the intrepid Tetris inspire us all to look beyond the obvious, embrace the unknown, and find the extraordinary in the most unexpected places. May you continue to believe in the magic that resides in every corner, in every friendship, and above all, in yourselves. 
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Thank you so much for being part of this story. 

The world of Rogus awaits us! 
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Preface 

t was supposed to be just another start to the school year, another new school in a small I town, and for Tomy, another attempt to fit in. But Rogus Vile, with its narrow, quiet streets, held secrets that transcended normality. In his first days at Rogus School, the ordinary gave way to the inexplicable: a teacher who seemed to dissolve into the shadows, dolls watching from the garden, bizarre rules, and a principal with a piercing gaze. 

What Tomy didn't know was that these peculiarities were just the tip of the iceberg of a 
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much greater mystery. A secret passage, a parallel world of magic and fantastic creatures, and an ancient battle echoing through the school corridors. Amid this web of secrets, he would find unlikely friends—Beatriz, the sensible leader; Jarry, the nerdy strategist; and Cosmy, the quiet observer—and an unexpected companion, the friendly little dog Tetris. 

Together, they will be drawn into an adventure that would challenge everything they knew. 
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A new city 

he alarm clock rang with an annoying melody, but today the sound seemed T even more shrill. It was my first day at Rogus School, and my stomach was doing somersaults as if I had swallowed a roller coaster. I looked at my reflection in the mirror: a sixteen-year-old boy with dark circles under his eyes from lack of sleep and hair that insisted on defying gravity. 

¬Calm down, Tomy, 

I muttered to myself. 

It's just another school, another city. 
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But deep down, I knew that every new change brought with it a mixture of hope and dread. 

After a hurried breakfast, with my mother trying to cheer me up with the promise of new friends and experiences—something I had heard a million times before—I left the house. The street was empty, and the houses all looked the same, with well-kept gardens and colors faded by time. 

Rogus Vile, it seemed, was the epitome of small-town tranquility. 

Rogus School was not much different from the others I had attended. An old red brick building with large windows and a courtyard that seemed to have been designed to house only crickets and 
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dry leaves. The difference, however, was in the atmosphere. An almost palpable silence hung in the air, a strange contrast to the usual buzz of a school before classes began. 

See you later, Tomy, and enjoy your new friends. 

We'll talk tonight. 

My mother's voice still echoed in my ears, but the image of those bright eyes in the darkness was more vivid. Curiosity and fear fought within me. 

What were those figures? What were they doing there? My legs, previously frozen in shock, now moved almost on their own. I couldn't just ignore it. 
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With my heart pounding, I pushed the door open a little more. The muffled creak made the figures stop their whispering and slowly turn in my direction. The air in the room seemed to grow heavier. 

Three teenage faces stared at me, their eyes wide with surprise and, perhaps, a touch of annoyance. 

One of them, a tall boy with green, tousled hair, held an old book in his hands. The other was a girl with tight braids and a serious expression. The third, a young man with glasses, stood next to the table, his hands outstretched over the dark cloth. 

And then, my eyes fixed on the fourth figure. It wasn't a person, but something that looked like it 
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was made of dense shadows, with the silhouette of a human, but without any defined details, except for the two intense points of light that were his eyes. A tall man with strange hair, chalk in his hand, and a school uniform. He was in the center of the room. There was my new teacher. 

The silence was so thick that I could hear my own heart pounding. No one said a word. Only the man's bright eyes seemed to pierce me, as if they were reading my soul. I was paralyzed. I wanted to run, but my feet refused to obey. 

The dark-haired boy holding the book was the first to break the spell. He closed the book with a snap and said in a low but firm voice: 
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“Who are you?” 

The revelation hit me like a bolt of lightning. That shadowy figure, with eyes that had seemed to burn in the darkness, was my new teacher. The voice that came out of him was not that of a monster, but of someone... normal. Or almost. It was deep, controlled, and echoed in the room as if coming from somewhere far away, even though he was standing a few feet away from me. 

He dropped the chalk he was holding onto the covered table, and the sound, though muffled by the cloth, seemed to break the spell of silence that hung in the air. 

“Calm down, everyone!” 
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he said, and his silhouette seemed to soften a little, though his bright eyes continued to stare at me intensely. 

“This is your new classmate, Tomy. He starts today, and I want everyone to help him settle in at school.” 

The three teenagers who were looking at me with surprise and annoyance relaxed a little. The dark-haired boy holding the book gave me an almost imperceptible nod. The girl with tight braids just stared at me with an indecipherable expression. 

And the boy with glasses, standing next to the desk, cleared his throat, looking a little embarrassed. 
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The teacher, whom I now dared to observe more closely, did not seem to have defined facial features like an ordinary person. It was as if the light in the room simply did not linger on his face, creating a kind of void where his eyes, nose, and mouth should have been, leaving only bright spots. It was disturbing and fascinating at the same time. He did not move from the center of the room, maintaining his upright posture and fixed gaze on me. 

¬Tomy. 

He continued, his voice still deep. 
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I believe you were looking for the office, right? You can introduce yourself to the group in the meantime. I'll take care of what we were looking at. 

He gestured slightly with one hand, and the movement was so fluid that it seemed as if there were no bones or joints under the “shadow” of his arm. That gesture, almost imperceptible, invited me to enter the room completely, to become part of that peculiar group. 

My mind was far away. A teacher made of shadows? Students who looked like they had just participated in a secret ritual? Rogus Vile was proving to be much stranger than I had imagined. 

17 


I took two steps forward, feeling my muscles tense and my face flush. The shame of having invaded their space and the strangeness of the situation mingled within me. I looked at the class, which now seemed to have multiplied to about fifteen or twenty students, all watching me in an almost deafening silence. My eyes briefly shifted to the dark figure of the teacher, who stood motionless in the center of the room, his bright eyes fixed on me, as if encouraging me to continue. 

“My name is Tomy.” 

I began, my voice sounding lower than I would have liked. 

18 


“I'm new in town and I'm starting at this school today.” 

That was all I could say. My mind was spinning, and the words simply refused to come out. I expected perhaps a few muffled laughs, or perhaps an awkward silence. But to my surprise, what came next was something that sent a chill down my spine in a completely different way. 

In an almost supernatural harmony, as if they had rehearsed it a thousand times, all the students responded, their voices joining in a chorus that, despite being that of teenagers, carried a strange gravity. 

¬Welcome, Tomy, to Rogus School. 

19 


The phrase echoed through the room, filling every corner with its uniform cadence. There was no warmth, no enthusiasm, just a strangely formal and unanimous acceptance. It was almost as if they were reciting a script. My eyes scanned the students' faces—some looked at me with serene curiosity, others had blank expressions, and some seemed almost robotic in their response. 

The teacher made no movement, but I felt his bright eyes watching me even more intently, as if assessing my reaction. 

The teacher's gesture, with his fluid movement and bright eyes fixed on the girl with braids, was a relief. At least I wouldn't have to wander the halls 
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of that strange school alone. The girl, who until then had been watching me with a serious expression, nodded briefly to the teacher and turned to me. There was no smile or warm invitation, just a nod of her head indicating that I should follow her. 

“This way.” 

She said, her voice low, almost a whisper, but clear. 

There was not the same uniformity as the class's chorus response, but still, it seemed... restrained. 

I nodded again, trying to convey gratitude and a little nervousness, and followed her out of the room. The hallway, which had previously seemed empty and quiet, now seemed even longer and 
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more mysterious with her in front of me. She walked with a peculiar grace, her footsteps almost inaudible, and her braids swayed slightly with each movement. 

“By the way, my name is Tomy,” 

I said, breaking the silence that had settled between us. 

“It's a pleasure to meet you.” 

She turned her head slightly, without stopping, and her eyes met mine for a brief moment. 

“I know,” 

she replied, without emotion. 
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“They said so.” 

“They?” 

I asked, my curiosity boiling. 

You mean... the class? 

She stopped suddenly in front of a dark wooden door with a discreet sign that read Administration. 

She turned completely toward me, and her deep brown eyes fixed on me without blinking. 

All of us. 

She said, and there was a tone of finality in her voice that made me feel like an outsider. 
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Welcome to Rogus School, Tomy. Things here are... 

different. 

She didn't smile, nor did she linger. She just pointed to the principal's office door and, without saying another word, turned and started walking back down the hallway, disappearing into the shadows. 

I stood there, staring at the principal's office door and then at the empty hallway where she had disappeared. 

Different. 

She said. That word echoed in my mind, and I had the strange feeling that she wasn't just referring to 
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classes or
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