
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


THE PRICE OF ELITE
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Chapter 1 – Carlos’ Arrival
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The taxi moved slowly along the tree-lined avenue that led to San Gabriel Academy, one of the most exclusive boarding schools in Madrid. The tall black gates, so high they seemed to touch the sky, gleamed under the morning sun. Behind them, the light-stone buildings with their enormous windows stretched out like a private kingdom only a few could enter.

Carlos swallowed hard as he looked at the place through the window. His hands were sweaty despite the cool air.

“Well, kid,” the taxi driver said, stopping the car in front of the main entrance. “Good luck in there.”

Carlos nodded and stepped out with his worn backpack slung over his shoulder. Around him, other students were arriving in luxury cars, accompanied by elegant parents wearing sunglasses and expensive suits. He walked forward alone, feeling like a tiny, misplaced dot in that world of perfection and money.

The scholarship.

That word had brought him there.

A unique opportunity to study at a school that promised to open doors he never could’ve imagined back in his neighborhood.

But as he walked toward the main building, that same word made him feel like an intruder.
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The Three Heirs

Carlos had barely been on campus for a few minutes when he noticed he was being watched. A group of three boys—tall, dressed in perfectly ironed uniforms—followed him with their eyes as if he were some strange creature on display.

Alejandro, blonde hair perfectly styled, arrogant smile.

Bruno, muscular, with a permanently hostile expression.

Samuel, thin, with a look of constant disdain.

All three, he had been told, were the spoiled heirs of the school: rich, popular, and used to commanding everyone around.

“Look who just arrived,” Alejandro murmured, loud enough for Carlos to hear. “This year’s scholarship.”

Samuel laughed.

Bruno snorted, as if the newcomer’s mere presence already bothered him.

Carlos clenched his jaw and kept walking. He wasn’t going to let them intimidate him on the first day.
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A ‘Welcome’ Lesson

Classes ended faster than he expected. Everything had been new, overwhelming. The classroom technology, the massive libraries... nothing resembled his old public school. Yet the weight of the stares and whispers followed him all morning.

As he walked out through the side door that led to the street, he felt someone grab his shoulder.

“Where do you think you’re going, scholarship boy?” Bruno asked.

Carlos barely had time to turn before Alejandro shoved him hard, slamming him against the wall.

“There are rules here,” Samuel added. “And one of them is that people like you stay in their place.”

Carlos tried to move away, but the three surrounded him. A punch in the stomach knocked the air out of him. Another hit his arm, making him stagger.

He didn’t scream. He wasn’t going to give them that satisfaction. He just clenched his teeth as the world spun.

When they finally let him go, he collapsed to his knees on the pavement. The boys walked away laughing, as if crushing him had been nothing more than stepping on an insect.

“Welcome to San Gabriel, kid,” Alejandro said before disappearing around the corner.
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The Brother Who Doesn’t Forgive

Carlos took a deep breath, trying to recover both his air and his dignity, when he heard a motorcycle screech to a stop. He recognized that engine immediately.

Javier, his older brother.

Javier quickly got off, removed his helmet, and when he saw him, his eyes lit up with fury.

“Who did this to you?” he asked, clenching his fists as if already ready to break someone’s bones.

“There’s no need...” Carlos murmured.

But Javier had already noticed the ripped shirt, the cut on his eyebrow, the shaky breathing. He took a step toward the school entrance, chest swelling with anger.

“Tell me who it was, Carlos. Now.”

Carlos stood up as best he could and grabbed his brother’s arm.

“No. You can’t. If you make a scene on the first day, they’ll kick me out.”

Javier looked at him, breathing like a bull ready to charge. For a few seconds, Carlos feared he wouldn’t be able to hold him back. But finally, Javier clenched his teeth and looked away.

“Fine,” he growled. “But if they touch you again...”

“I’ll handle it,” Carlos said, even though he wasn’t sure he could.
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An Unexpected Ally

As Javier started the motorcycle, a boy approached Carlos from the school entrance. He wore the same uniform as the others, but the way he walked—without arrogance, without hurry—already set him apart.

He had dark hair, square glasses, and a calm, friendly smile.

“I saw you in class,” the boy said. “I’m Daniel.”
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