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Greta Hexe and the Misfits are intrigued when the gnome Gellbenop presents their friend Amy Park with an ancient hand-blown glass bottle. Inside is Sabu, a kind-hearted genie who has spent centuries trapped within its enchanted glass. Bound to grant the wishes of whoever possesses the bottle, Sabu quickly becomes a close friend of Amy. But when innocent wishes begin producing strange and dangerous consequences, Greta realizes a powerful mystery is unfolding.

With Gleason High School descending into chaos, Greta, and the Misfits race to uncover the truth before it’s too late. To save their friend, they must confront an ancient magic unlike anything they have ever faced—one that will test their courage, their friendship, and the true meaning of freedom.
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It was a special day for a small percentage of the population of Elysian Hills.

Today was the first day at Gleason High for the incoming freshman class.

Greta Hexe and her friends—the Misfits—were among those freshmen.

Most of the Misfits had already been awake for quite some time, getting ready for the biggest day of their young lives. Greta, however, simply valued her sleep and saw no reason to rush into consciousness before absolutely necessary.

She remained fast asleep in her bedroom while her pet cat and familiar, Alice, lay curled up behind her legs.

Outside, the September morning was beautiful. Sunshine filled the sky, and a cool breeze drifted through the neighborhood.

Slowly, Greta’s bedroom window began to slide open.

A small gray cloud floated into the room and positioned itself directly above her head.

Neither Greta nor Alice noticed.

At first.

The cloud gave a low rumble.

Alice’s ears twitched.

The rumble grew louder.

The cat opened one eye.

Then both.

The cloud darkened.

Alice took one look at it and immediately decided she wanted absolutely no part of whatever was about to happen.

With a graceful leap, she jumped from the bed and hurried out of the room.

Greta continued sleeping peacefully.

A moment later, the cloud unleashed a torrential downpour.

Greta shot upright with a startled gasp as icy rain poured over her head and soaked her pajamas.

“What the—”

She scrambled across the mattress, trying to escape the miniature storm hovering over her bed.

Water splashed everywhere.

By the time she stumbled onto the floor, her hair hung flat against her face and her pajamas were completely drenched.

The cloud vanished in a puff of gray smoke.

Greta stood there dripping.

She wiped water from her eyes and groaned.

“Oma.”

This was hardly the first magical wake-up call her grandmother had used.

Muttering under her breath, Greta marched into the bathroom connected to her bedroom and firmly shut the door behind her.

⸻

At Madison’s house, things were considerably more fashionable.

Madison stood in her bedroom wearing a stylish silk blouse and denim skirt. Her hair had already been carefully arranged, and she was applying the small amount of makeup her parents allowed her to wear.

A portable speaker sitting on the bathroom counter played a playlist of 1980s music.

After putting on the finishing touches, she examined herself in the mirror.

Then she nodded approvingly.

“Fab.”

She smiled.

“Positively fab, doll.”

Completely satisfied with the verdict, she headed downstairs for breakfast.

⸻

At Rico’s house, he was already dressed and ready.

Sitting in his wheelchair with his hair perfectly combed, Rico studied the six neckties spread across the foot of his bed.

Choosing the correct tie for the first day of high school was an important decision.

After several moments of careful consideration, he selected a sophisticated blue patterned tie.

He tied it neatly around his neck, adjusted the knot, and examined himself in the mirror.

A smile appeared on his face.

“This is going to be your year, kid.”

He gave his reflection a wink and wheeled himself out of the room.

⸻

At Amy’s house, the situation was considerably less organized.

Several rejected outfit choices lay scattered across her bed.

Amy stood in front of her full-length mirror wearing a printed blouse and a short skirt while studying herself from every possible angle.

After several moments, she finally nodded.

She smiled. Yes. This was definitely the one.

“I hope Eli likes this outfit.”

She spun around once, causing the skirt to flare slightly.

Then she immediately checked herself in the mirror again just to be sure.

⸻

At Eli’s house, preparations had been much simpler.

His clothes had already been chosen.

A loud ping suddenly sounded from the laundry room.

Eli jumped off his bed and hurried to investigate.

Opening the dryer, he found exactly what he had been waiting for.

His sneakers.

Clean.

Bright white.

And freshly dried after yet another trip through the washing machine.

Grinning, he slipped them on, tied the laces with a flourish, and hurried downstairs.

“Hey Mom!”

He reached the kitchen.

“What’s for breakfast?”

⸻

Lucas was still asleep when the alarm on his phone finally dragged him into the world of the living.

He groaned, shut it off, and sat up.

After a lengthy yawn, he grabbed a pair of jeans and an Iron Man T-shirt from a nearby chair.

Then came the important inspection.

He picked up the shirt and sniffed it.

Not bad.

He sniffed the jeans.

Also acceptable.

Good enough.

Satisfied, he pulled them on, grabbed his backpack from the floor, and headed toward the front door of the small apartment he shared with his mother.

“See you later, Mom.”

⸻

Back at Greta’s house, she stood in front of her bedroom mirror modeling her chosen outfit: a black leather skirt and a printed white blouse with short sleeves.

“What do you think?” she asked.

“I think you look great,” her reflection replied.

Greta smiled.

“Really?”

“Absolutely.”

The reflection tilted its head.

“I also think Lucas is going to forget how words work for at least ten seconds.”

Greta rolled her eyes.

“I wasn’t asking about Lucas.”

“Of course you weren’t.”

Greta turned around.

“It looks okay from the back?”

The reflection examined her outfit carefully.

“Perfect. And before you ask. yes, the skirt looks fine from the back too”

Satisfied with the answer, Greta picked up her backpack and headed downstairs for breakfast with Alice following close behind.

Behind her, the reflection gave a little wave.

“Have a good day.”

Then it disappeared.

_____

The Misfits gathered outside Gleason High School and spent the first few minutes complimenting one another on how nice everyone looked.

The school itself seemed enormous compared to Keaton Middle School.

Students streamed through the front doors while parents dropped off nervous freshmen at the curb. Cars filled the parking lot. Everywhere Greta looked, there were unfamiliar faces.

Madison glanced at the paper schedule in her hand.

“We’re all supposed to go to the auditorium for the freshman assembly,” she said. “Anyone have any idea where that is?”

Greta looked at Lucas.

Lucas looked at Amy.

Amy looked at Rico.

Rico shrugged.

A moment later everyone shook their heads.

“We’ll just ask somebody,” Lucas said confidently.

The six friends headed inside.

The moment they entered the building, they were hit by a wall of noise.

Students filled every hallway.

Locker doors slammed.

Conversations echoed off the walls.

Some students hurried to class while others casually wandered through the halls as though they owned the place.

Greta suddenly felt very much like a freshman.

Lucas approached an older boy.

“Excuse me,” he said politely. “Could you tell us where the auditorium is?”

The boy barely slowed down.

“Buzz off, Frosch.”

He continued walking without another word.

Lucas stared after him.

Then he looked at Greta, who was holding his hand.

“Nice fella.”

Madison stepped forward.

“Let me try.”

She approached an older girl.

“Excuse me, could you point us toward the auditorium?”

The girl looked at Madison for approximately two seconds, rolled her eyes, and continued walking.

Madison blinked.

“That was bloody rude.”

Greta decided to try next.

She approached another student, a boy standing near a row of lockers.

“Could you please tell us how to get to the auditorium?”

The boy stopped and smiled.

Then he looked Greta up and down.

“Sure. Anything for a pretty girl like you.”

Greta immediately knew where this was going.

“In fact,” the boy continued, “why don’t I just walk you there?”

Out of the corner of her eye, Greta noticed Lucas suddenly rubbing his eye with the hand that happened to be holding hers.

The message was not subtle.

The boy noticed.

“That’s okay,” Lucas said. “Just tell us where it is. We won’t get lost.”

The boy smirked.

Then he gave them directions and headed off toward his own class.

As the Misfits walked toward the auditorium, Amy leaned closer to Eli.

“Can you believe that boy?” she whispered. “Showing interest in Greta right in front of Lucas?”

Eli chuckled.

“I’m just glad it wasn’t you.”

Amy smiled despite herself.

The two exchanged a quick glance before following the others into the auditorium.

Inside, nearly a hundred freshmen were already seated.

The Misfits found several empty seats together near the back.

The stage was dark.

So was the rest of the room.

For several seconds nothing happened.

Then suddenly music exploded through the speakers.

Several students jumped.

Colorful lights flashed across the stage.

The music grew louder.

Within moments students throughout the auditorium began clapping along to the beat.

“What is happening?” Rico whispered.

“I have absolutely no idea,” Madison replied.

A voice boomed through a microphone somewhere offstage.

“Freshman students of Gleason High!”

The music swelled even louder.

“Please welcome your principal...”

There was a dramatic pause.

“PRESTON BEEEEAAAKER!”

Mr. Winston Rogue, the assistant
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