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Chapter 1 – First Day Fiasco
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Alex Harper groaned as he trudged up the steps of Westfield High School. The morning sun was blazing, birds were chirping annoyingly like they were mocking him, and the sheer number of freshmen bustling around made him question why anyone ever volunteered for "high school." He tugged his backpack strap and adjusted his slightly crooked tie—a tragic attempt at looking “put together” that morning.

"First day, first impressions," he muttered to himself. "Don't trip, don't spill anything, don't—wait, did I brush my teeth?"

He ignored the rising panic in his chest and entered the school lobby, only to be met by the chaotic whirlpool of students. Lockers slammed, laughter echoed, and a kid in a Pikachu backpack nearly collided with him. Alex sidestepped with the grace of a startled cat and made a mental note: never trust a hallway during peak chaos.

As he navigated toward his homeroom, he spotted her.

Luna Bennett, standing by the staircase, radiant as if she had just stepped out of a commercial. Her hair bounced with every laugh, and her smile—oh, that smile—made Alex forget the basic survival instructions he had been reciting like a mantra.

“Focus, Harper,” he whispered, clutching his chest dramatically. “It’s not a movie. You do not swoon at the first sight.”

Luna didn’t notice him, of course. She was in a deep discussion with her friend Maya, who looked like she was plotting world domination through clever teasing. Alex, trying to casually walk past, misjudged a rogue backpack on the floor. His foot caught it, and in a spectacular display of teenage miscoordination, he flailed forward.

Time seemed to slow. Arms flailed, textbooks launched like missiles, and Alex’s dignity evaporated somewhere between “Oh no” and “Why me?”

BAM.

He collided headfirst into Luna—not gently, not gracefully—like a runaway bowling ball. She yelped, he yelped, and a nearby group of students gasped, partly horrified, mostly entertained.

“I—I’m so sorry!” Alex stammered, scrambling to regain balance. In his panic, he grabbed her backpack for support. She shrieked.

“Hey! Let go! You almost threw me into the wall!” Luna’s tone was sharp but not unkind, more like someone scolding a particularly clumsy puppy.

“I—I didn’t mean to!” Alex mumbled, face heating to a shade that could be called ‘tomato apocalypse.’ “I just...uh...tripped? Yes. Tripped. Totally normal.”

Maya, barely containing her laughter, stepped in. “Alex, meet Luna. Luna, meet...well, apparently, your personal disaster zone.”

Luna raised an eyebrow, her expression a mix of disbelief and amusement. “Pleasure,” she said dryly, brushing imaginary dust from her shoulder. “You’ve made quite the entrance.”

Alex groaned inwardly. This was not how you make a first impression. Not at all. He was now officially on Luna’s radar for all the wrong reasons.

“Do you always crash into people on the first day?” Luna asked, eyebrow still raised.

Alex wanted to vanish into a black hole. Instead, he managed a sheepish grin. “Only on days ending with ‘y.’ It’s my signature move.”

Maya snorted, Luna’s lips twitched. Alex, encouraged by the tiniest hint of a smile, attempted a bow—another disaster. His shoelace caught, and he nearly toppled again, only catching himself on a nearby locker.

Luna’s expression softened a fraction. “You’re...something, I’ll give you that.”

Before Alex could respond, the bell rang, signaling the start of homeroom. Students scrambled to their classrooms, and he realized he was still gripping Luna’s backpack. With a muttered, “Uh...returning property,” he let go and bolted down the hall, ignoring the snickers behind him.

Later that day, in homeroom, Alex sat in the back, nursing his bruised ego. Across the room, Luna was chatting with friends, occasionally glancing his way. Alex was convinced that if she did notice him, it was only to wonder why he was still alive after the morning fiasco.

Jamie Chen, his best friend, slid into the seat next to him. “Dude. First day and you’ve already made an impact. What happened out there? Did you wrestle a bear?”

Alex buried his face in his hands. “If by bear you mean a human girl, then yes. And I think I lost.”

Jamie snickered. “Don’t sweat it. First day chaos is a rite of passage. Trust me, you’ll either become a legend...or she’ll never let you live it down. Either way, entertainment value: 10/10.”

Alex peeked over his fingers, watching Luna laugh at something Maya said. “I just...she’s so...she’s Luna.”

Jamie rolled his eyes. “Yeah, she’s the Luna. Chill, man. Just survive the day without another head-on collision, and you’ll call it a win.”

Alex nodded. Survive the day. That was the plan. Nothing more, nothing less.

The day dragged on, each class bringing its own small catastrophes. In English, Alex accidentally spilled water on his notebook while trying to hide the mess from the teacher. In Math, he misread the board, proudly solving the wrong problem. Each failure, though minor, seemed monumental in the theater of teenage life.

By lunch, Alex had perfected the art of walking the fine line between unnoticed and memorable disaster. Unfortunately, his lunch tray betrayed him.

While navigating the crowded cafeteria, a rogue volleyball—clearly launched from PE practice—careened toward him. He ducked, but his elbow caught a tray of spaghetti someone was carrying. Red sauce flew in an arc that could only be described as “apocalyptic,” landing squarely on...Luna’s pristine white shirt.

Time froze. Students gasped. Luna’s eyes widened. Alex’s stomach dropped.

“Oh no. No, no, no...” he whispered, backing away as if retreat could reverse physics.

Luna blinked. Then, slowly, she stared at him, spaghetti dripping like a culinary battle flag.

“You...you just...you’re like...a walking disaster,” she said, tone somewhere between horror and disbelief. Then, surprisingly, a small laugh escaped her lips. “Seriously, how do you do that?”

Alex groaned. “It’s a gift. Highly exclusive, one-in-a-million kind of gift.”

Somewhere in the chaos, Maya clapped her hands, laughter bubbling uncontrollably. “Okay, that’s officially the best first-day fiasco I’ve ever seen!”

Alex bowed—carefully this time. “Thank you, thank you. I’ll be here all week. Try the spaghetti. Very...intentional.”

Luna shook her head, a smile tugging at her lips despite the ruined shirt. “You are ridiculous,” she said, but her tone carried a hint of amusement.

Alex, seated at the edge of his disaster zone, allowed himself a tiny, victorious grin. Maybe, just maybe, he was unforgettable.

After the cafeteria chaos, Alex spent the next class trying desperately to vanish into the background. History was mercifully quiet, save for the occasional cough or sneeze, but Alex’s mind kept replaying the spaghetti incident like a never-ending blooper reel.

“Focus, Harper,” he muttered, sliding his notebook open. “Do not think about the shirt, the sauce, or the way she looked at you...maybe a little.”

Meanwhile, Luna, sitting with Maya, seemed completely unbothered by the mess. In fact, she appeared...entertained. Maya whispered something, and Luna snorted, giving a glance Alex could only interpret as the kind of glance that says: you’re ridiculous, but I kind of like it.

Alex nearly fell off his chair just imagining it. He buried his face in his hands.

The bell rang, jolting him out of his spiral. “Great,” he muttered, “time for PE.”

He followed the herd of students to the gym, mentally preparing for dodgeballs, sprints, and all things physically humiliating. PE was never Alex’s strong suit; coordination was not exactly his friend. But today, somehow, he had a premonition it was going to be...legendary.

As fate would have it, Luna’s group was in the same PE class. Alex groaned. Why does fate hate me so much?

“Harper!” Jamie waved, clearly thrilled. “Ready for your first physical embarrassment?”

Alex groaned. “You have a way with words, Chen.”

The coach divided students into teams for a friendly game of volleyball. Alex, always unlucky in physical endeavors, ended up on Luna’s team. His stomach did a nervous flip.

“Okay team,” Luna said cheerfully, clapping her hands. “Let’s not lose terribly. Alex...try not to hit anyone this time, okay?”

Alex felt a stab of guilt. “No promises,” he muttered. Why did he say that out loud?

The game started. Alex immediately discovered that volleyball and Alex Harper were not compatible concepts. The ball came flying toward him. He jumped, flailed, and somehow—miraculously—managed to smack it straight into Jamie’s face. Jamie went down dramatically, clutching his nose.

“Sorry! Sorry!” Alex shouted, mortified.

Luna, instead of scolding, doubled over laughing. “Oh my gosh! Are you always this...creative?”

Alex wanted to crawl into a locker. Creative. That’s one word for it.

The game continued in a blur of chaos: balls flying, tripping over shoes, teammates yelling, and Alex somehow scoring a point by accidentally bouncing the ball off his head. When the whistle blew, everyone was panting, sweaty, and laughing—or crying from laughter.

“Alex, you’re...incredible,” Luna said between giggles. “In a completely terrifying way.”

Jamie leaned over, wiping fake blood from his nose. “Dude, you’re a one-man disaster team. I love it.”

Alex groaned. I’m a legend. But the kind everyone regrets knowing.

After PE, students shuffled to the courtyard for a break. Alex, wishing he could disappear into the nearest shrubbery, spotted Luna sitting on a bench with a book. Summoning all his courage, he approached cautiously, trying to look casual.

“Uh...hi,” he said, awkwardly leaning against the bench. “I, uh...didn’t mean to...you know...” He trailed off, gesturing vaguely to her shirt.

Luna glanced at him, raising an eyebrow. “You mean, try to redecorate me with spaghetti?”

Alex winced. “Yes! That. Exactly that.”

She smirked. “Well, you failed spectacularly. But points for effort?”

Alex blinked. “Points...for effort?”

“Yeah,” she said, closing her book. “If you’re going to crash into people and fling food, might as well make it memorable.”

Alex’s heart did a ridiculous somersault. She’s laughing. She’s not mad. She’s...smiling at me.

Just then, Maya appeared, carrying two iced teas. “Here, Luna. And for Mr. Chaos over there,” she said, tossing one to Alex. “He survived PE. Barely.”

Alex caught it with trembling hands. “Thanks...?”

“You’re welcome,” Maya said, grinning. “And don’t screw up the next class, or you’ll owe Luna another wardrobe makeover.”

Alex gulped. Next class. Right. Survival. Don’t die.

As he sipped his iced tea, Alex realized something terrifyingly wonderful: he was actually looking forward to surviving the rest of the day.

The rest of the morning seemed to pass in a haze of awkwardness and mild humiliation for Alex. In Chemistry class, he somehow managed to misread the instructions and mix two completely wrong solutions. The resulting small cloud of colorful smoke made everyone cough and scramble back—except Luna, who laughed from the safety of her seat.

“Alex Harper, you’re a walking science experiment gone wrong,” she called out, covering her mouth to stifle laughter.

Alex gave her a weak salute, smoke still curling from the test tube in his hand. “I aim to impress.”

Jamie, sitting beside him, whispered, “Impress? More like...terrorize.”

Alex shot him a glare. “Quiet. She’s watching.”

And watching she was. Luna’s expression was a mixture of amusement and curiosity, the kind that made Alex’s stomach do somersaults. He had no idea how one person could look both terrifyingly intimidating and ridiculously adorable at the same time.

By lunch, Alex had successfully survived the cafeteria incident, PE disaster, and chemistry chaos. He considered it a personal victory, until fate struck again.

“Group project!” the English teacher announced. Groans filled the classroom. Alex’s heart sank.

“Perfect,” he muttered under his breath. “Now I get to spend more quality time making a fool of myself.”

The teacher started calling out groups, and Alex froze when he heard:

“Alex Harper and...Luna Bennett.”

His stomach did a complete flip. Of course.

“Uh...hi,” he mumbled as he approached her desk. “Looks like we’re...partners.”

Luna smiled, flipping her notebook open. “Yep. Lucky you.”

Alex swallowed hard. “Lucky...for you, I hope.”

Jamie snorted from across the room. “Ohhh, this is going to be legendary.”

They spent the next hour awkwardly trying to figure out the project topic. Every suggestion Alex made seemed to go wrong: either too complicated, too childish, or somehow accidentally insulting. Luna, despite the occasional teasing, was surprisingly patient.

“You know,” she said, laughing as Alex nervously spilled pencils from his pencil case, “you’re like a walking disaster package. But...you’re kind of fun to work with.”

Alex blinked. “Fun...to work with?”

“Yeah,” Luna said, tapping her pen against her notebook. “It’s unpredictable. I like unpredictable.”

Alex’s heart thudded so loudly he was sure everyone in the room could hear it. He opened his mouth to respond, but all that came out was a nervous, “Uh...thanks?”

The rest of the afternoon passed in a blur of small mishaps: Alex almost tripped over his own backpack in Math class, accidentally knocked over a stack of chairs in the auditorium while finding the theater for Drama, and got caught doodling Luna’s face in the margins of his notebook—clearly visible when Jamie peeked over.

“You’ve got it bad, dude,” Jamie whispered during Drama. “Like...really bad.”

Alex groaned. “Shut up. No, I don’t. Maybe a little. Maybe a lot. But definitely not—ugh!”

Finally, the last bell rang. Students streamed out of the classrooms, laughing, chatting, and tossing papers. Alex and Luna, still paired for the project, walked out together—awkwardly close.

“So...first day,” Luna said, eyes twinkling, “and you’ve already caused...three major disasters. Congratulations.”

Alex forced a grin. “Thanks. I try.”

“You should probably take a nap now,” she said, smirking. “Might need the energy for tomorrow. I have a feeling it’s only going to get worse.”

Alex laughed, a little breathless. “Great. Can’t wait.”

As he watched her walk away, Alex realized two things: one, surviving Westfield High was going to be harder than he thought. Two...he didn’t mind it at all. Not if it meant spending every chaotic, ridiculous, awkward day with her.

And somewhere deep in the background, Jamie was muttering to himself: Yep. He’s done for. Totally done for.
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