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For the strangers who became home,and the home we had to leave to find them.

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Characters



[image: ]




[image: ]


◊  Adanna Kiko Joga.

◊  Remy Akari Sot.

◊  Mika Don Jabari.

◊  Priya Kai Sot.

◊  Tara Sot.

◊   Amira Sot.

◊  Don Carlos.
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◊  Cassian Hollow Joga (Mr. Valk)
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◊  Dead Haven.

◊  Porta Valley.

◊  Tokini.

◊  Stonegate University.

◊  Fumōchi.

◊  West liners.

◊  Casa del sol (Sun house cafe)

◊  The lycée de la Lumière (Pretentious Private) University.

◊  Lavia.

◊  SOBLANCO company.

◊  The Bulls Cop.
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Lovely Strangers is a coming-of-age novel about the moment you realize the life you're living was never your choice to make.

Remy Sot has spent four years at university chasing two dreams: making his parents proud, and winning the girl he loves. But when graduation brings rejection instead of romance, he's forced to confront a lifetime of emotional miscalculation—and the loneliness he's carried since childhood.

His best friend Mika doesn't have that problem. Charming, carefree, and hiding behind years of practiced indifference, Mika has spent his life escaping his father's expectations. But graduation changes everything. When their families gift them a mansion across the border in Porta Valley, the two step into a world their fathers built—only to discover its foundations rest on secrets, lies, and a death someone desperately wants buried.

Set against the simmering tension between two rival counties, this is a story about friendship, betrayal, and the strangers we become to the ones who raised us. Because the choices of one generation always become the cages of the next. And when all your best-laid plans fail, you either build new ones from the rubble—or you finally see the blueprint someone else drew for you all along.
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End of the year success

R

emy sat by the window, while Mika lay on his bed. The day they craved was now just seventy-two hours away. The 27th Graduation ceremony of the great Stonegate University would happen in three days' time, as the two conversed and prepared in their dorm room, 409.                                            

Remy had a vision—a dream. First, to make his parents proud by graduating with a degree that would unlock opportunities for him. His other dream was to find a partner—not a friend, he already had Mika for that, but someone of the opposite gender and he already had someone in mind Elena Cobs, American girl, blonde hair and nature green eyes he Loved her and the plan was to get her before the end of semester and so mission End of the year success was a go.

“Hey Remy, have you heard about the Senior tea party? Apparently, Sophie and the group are hosting it...so, we Hoppin’ in or what?” Mika asked while moving his Legs in the air as if he was swimming in imaginary water.

“Huh...In that head of yours the only things you think of is food and women aren’t you tensed you might not graduate? I mean you did dodge the Last exams, apparently you said you were sick if I can recall vividly and you never went for a retake”

“Blah! I mean I got looks and style I’ll probably be a model and forget this damn place. You are the one who worked hard to join this place. I only escorted you through the backdoor and found myself here. Don’t expect much from me, I mean, you could ask me to name a few professors and I wouldn’t have a clue. The university and the board itself are rotted to the core, there is always another way to graduate.”.

“Well excuse me Mr Corrupt model. I didn’t mean to meddle with you corrupt ways of getting things done. So, your corrupt ways will earn you a degree, I bet it already did.” Mika sat upright just as his phone, as if on cue, it began to ring. 

“Hello!... Speaking... Oh! It’s about to start?... Okay, I am on my way.” He stood as he ended the call, and turned to Remy.

“Well, see you at dinner time Perfect Lad. I’m leaving for the tea party. That was Sophie, she just invited me.” He reached for his sweater on the couch then continued.  “Even if I was to ask you to join me, you wouldn’t accompany me, so...bye. And please, don’t mess up that ‘Date thing’ you were trying so hard to hide from me. You better not chicken out, pretty boy.” Mika left laughing, closing the door behind him. 

Remy was left there staring at the open window, sunset rays shone all over his face making his skin appear golden, a colour admired by all, back at his hometown. A breeze freshened the air in his dorm room, leaving the curtains flying high, and a shiver in his spine. “What a Lovely view for a walk.” A chill ran through him. His mission's end point was now just three days away. He thought for a second, and left. He was chasing his dreams, and a partner to be.

Behind the great Raymond Paul III statue, the founder and the First Principal of Stonegate University, was the meeting point of the ‘Date’ that Remy had planned with Elena. Though the two were not official, Remy was planning to ask her out Today. This would accomplish his mission of ending University life with someone who one day, He hoped to share a place called Home. 

Remy arrived at the meeting point, feeling lucky. The view was perfect, and a cool wind swept back and forth. He tried to keep his cool but his hands were shaking. Was it out of excitement? He couldn’t figure it out. 

He looked down to see if his outfit matched the mood. His outfit was gentle, making him unavoidable and easy to approach. He watched the birds fly high. The sky was velvet gold, absorbing the golden colour from the sun. 

He kept consulting his watch, anxiety radiating from him like heat. Suddenly, his heart skipped a beat. Curiosity filled his body, his thoughts became uneasy. To the far left, a figure was moving his way.

He kept watching patiently, adjusting his eyes and holding his breath. There, he saw it. Blonde hair tied back to a ponytail. The ponytail was moving in all direction because of the running. Elena in her running gear. White sports shoes, a blue sweatshirt—watching her made Remy smile. He felt something inside; it was so pleasing and confronting, it made the goosebumps all over his body subside.

“Hey!” She was panting. “Sorry for keeping you waiting.”

“I just arrived. Honestly, you-...” He paused. She was surprisingly fragrant for someone who had just finished running. This caught him off guard. He waved away the idea of complementing her scent, and tried something else.

“I never knew you went on evening runs. So, all this time, you’ve just been showing me the tip of the iceberg? What else don’t I know?”

“Why do you want to know?” She paused, finally caught her breath. “Aah!... Do you work for some random UFO? Did they send you to collect data from me?”

“We all know they don’t exist.”

“Hmmm!... do we though? I guess it will remain a debate, since, we haven’t explored all corners of the world.”

“We...?”

“Yes we. I mean, who else is going to build that spaceship?”

“My brain is not meant for that. The only ship I can build is partnership. Which is essential for businesses out here.”

“Well, if you can’t build one, you could hire people to do it for you. Or is the Sot’s money not meant for that?”

“James Richard VII, famous quote says, ‘where there are profits...’”

“Money from my pocket is heavily involved.” They said in unison.

“Ugh, this is the gazillionth time you’ve used that quote about profits and pockets. We get it Remy.”

“I am glad you do.” He carefully studied her face. “Now. Shall we?” He extended his hand—an unspoken question. Her answer was to weave her fingers through his, turning two palms into one held secret.

“Straightforward as always, I see. I bet it’s boosting your ego.” She paused. “After that long run, my palm became sweaty. So, I don’t advice, we should, you know—”

“I don’t mind. That would be perfect, since, it will act as a lubricant.” He wished the ground would swallow him up after saying that.

“What!... What do you mean by that, Remy?” 

The two were trapped in a heavy abyss of silence.

Without thinking, Remy took Elena’s hand. Just like that, the two were holding hands. Surprise was Elena’s first reaction, followed by a low hum of pleasant astonishment. She was stunned into silence, feeling a warm, unexpected curl of admiration unfurl in her chest. 

She looked at him and didn’t say a word.

A single, clear thought cut through Remy’s mind: he had never seen anyone so beautiful. She stared at him, unblinking, as the sun lit her green eyes—those eyes dominated her tiny face, yet brightened it completely. Remy was overwhelmed by Elena’s staring game, he broke the rules and looked away.

“Ooh!... I’m surprised that even tough men have their weaknesses.”

“Why am I afraid to take that as a compliment?”

“Maybe because today, you are acting rather fishy. Was the real you abducted by a UFO crew?”

“Again, with the UFO thing. There are literally a billion things on the planet that you could’ve been obsessed with, but you chose some fictional green guys?”

“Wow... I have never heard a more racist and sexist statement like that. I bet there are, female aliens, and their skin colour doesn’t really matter. But importantly, you have to learn how to respect peoples hobbies and their interests.”

“Wha... Huhh... How am I?...” He said, shaking his head. “You are beginning to sound like my sister.”

“Is that an insult or a compliment?”

“Uhm... probably both.” 

“Well, it didn’t sound like a compliment to me.” Elena said as she gave their held hands a gentle, childlike swing as the wind blew.

“Shall we?” he asked, suggesting a walk with a glance toward the clear path.

Elena laughed at his abrupt question. The wind blew once again, a welcome interruption to the awkward tension. Her laughter made him wish, more than ever, that he could have her to himself—if only his mission would end well.

“Sure.” She said, covering a soft giggle, as they began to walk.

The silence between them grew heavy, charged. Remy couldn’t stand it. “So, what are your plans after graduating from this fortress?” he finally asked. “Your parents aren’t trying to get you engaged, are they?”

She softly hit his shoulders. “What made you say that, my parents aren’t that horrible.” She paused. “But it all depends on whether Malachi gets that guard sponsorship. He said, actually he promised, to take me with him for the musical tour if he got the sponsorship.”

The name tugged at Remy’s memory, but the recollection remained just out of reach. He stayed quiet trying to refresh his mind to remember.

“And you Remy? What do you have in mind, after graduation?”

“Well, you and I were to explore and conquer all corners of the world. But unfortunately, you have already signed up for that UFO band crew. Is that Malachi guy, like the band leader or something?”

His banter drew a laugh from her. “You mean to say, you don’t know who Malachi is?”

“Yes. I don’t have a clue of who he is. Is he like, a forgotten brother of yours?”

“A brother?... You could say that. But, he is more than just a brother to me.”

He looked at her, confused. Remy’s mind raced to label what she just said. Friend, brother, boyfriend—each category felt wrong. If he wasn’t a friend, what space did ‘More than a brother’ even occupy?

Elena laughed, a sound meant to dispel the confusion clouding his features. “If you continue making that face, you are going to age before your time.” She paused. “Anyway, I already told you that I would love to open my own fashion company. We did discuss this topic one time. Don’t you remember? And here I thought you were smart enough not to forget things.”

Remy’s brain was still tangled in her previous words. When the connection snapped into place: Malachi. He dropped her hand. The gesture was instinctive, though he was only working from a vague rumour—he’d heard she and Malachi were a thing. He didn’t like operating through rumours, but from what she’d just said about Malachi, they were close to the truth. He needed to confirm it—not for gossip, but for his own clarity. He turned to Elena.

“Is Malachi that lad who plays the guitar? For SG band? The band which had a show last week, at Stonegate Park?”

“Ooh! So, you do know him?”

“Yeah. Mika tried to get us to meet one time, but I wasn’t interested. They were just so loud and excited—for no absolute reason.”

“That’s him alright.” She said, her eyes softening as she giggled.  “Always loud and excited.”

Judging by her reaction, Remy already knew he had lost both the fight and the war. Any lingering hope of dating her, dissolved in the warmth of that giggle. It suddenly became too cold for him, the golden rays irritated his eyes, and his body felt itchy. He wanted to disappear, and never appear again. Only now, in defeat, did he let the question surface. How had he never noticed they were dating? Was it ignorance... or had a part of him refused to see? He needed answers. He wanted to know how long had this been going on? How long had he been the fool?

“I am guessing you went to their show last week?”

“Oh yeah, I was there. It was insane—the crowd was electric. Honestly, I almost didn’t go, but Malachai talked me into it and I’m so glad he did. We had the best time. Mika was in his element, screaming every lyric. Seriously, Remy, you should’ve come.” 

Remy gave a humourless smile. “To me, it sounded like your perfect day for two. Me showing up would’ve ruined... Whatever it was you had going on.”

Elena felt something sharp and cold at his words. Shock held her face still—was it the fear of losing him, or the sheer surprise that he discovered a truth she’d kept hidden? Remy looked at her.

“Are you and Malachi... dating?”

The question hung between them. She’d dreaded it, knowing Remy would ask eventually—knowing exactly how he’d react. He wasn’t one to linger where he felt like an outsider. If he knew she was with Malachai, he’d vanish from her life. She’d kept the truth buried, not out of deceit, but out of fear—fear of losing the one person who’d felt like hers before Malachai ever did. But now, under his waiting gaze, the lie had nowhere left to hide.

“Yes,” she said softly, the word both a confession and a surrender. “We are.”

Those words triggered his meltdown. His vision blurred; he knew the tears were coming, but he held his face rigid. He needed the truth to wash the clown's paint from his skin.

“How long has that been going on?”

“For like... five months.”

“And you never bothered to mention it. You know five months is a lot of time. Especially if it’s being wasted.”

“I just never found the right time to tell you...”
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