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Lure Me

Chapter 1


Marie
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I SUPPOSED I COULDN’T have expected any different. Faith High School... not the kind of place I wished to find myself in. Differently from the more modern and young academies, this one resembled a castle. But it wasn’t your typical, good and welcoming structure like the one people fell in love with in Hogwarts, but more like a castle that had been ravaged by multiple wars during its past.

I stood there, at the entrance, feeling a tightness in my heart.

I wasn’t supposed to be here, but I guessed I should be thankful my family had enough money to pay for the rest of my education. We didn’t have to pay all the tuition, of course. I managed to claim a reward which cut off a huge portion of the costs of studying here. But as mentioned, being in this place and mingling with these people was still like selling one of my organs.

I sighed and walked forward, but not before I heard something loud and constant coming. It was like an intermittent noise with no end. And it was getting closer, nearer by the second, and it was making me feel like I was not in a high school, but in the middle of a freeway.

I snapped my head to it, finding something that made my heart jump. It was a motorcycle, but it was different from most. It was chopper style-like, and heavy as fuck. It made me feel like it was bigger and more important than the man sitting on it, but that couldn’t be any further from the truth.

And there was a simple reason for that.

The man sitting on the motorcycle, controlling it, was doing so as if he owned the world. On his face was the most impressive and imposing smile I’d ever seen. And he wasn’t even wearing a helmet. A man of his caliber didn’t need that sort of thing.

He reveled in the danger, lived with it, breathed it, and he wasn’t shy of making that fact known. Right then and there, even though I didn’t know who that guy was, I felt sick to my stomach. Every cell in my body was wishing I could grab his head and bash it against the harsh cement of the road.

But I knew I would do no such thing. Not with him showing off like that and the number of people that gathered around him. They were flocking to him like he was their messiah, and he wasn’t alone.

His friend, or lackey, was also driving and commanding a Harley-Davidson motorcycle. And nearby we had the school’s parking space. All the cars, including the Mustangs and expensive Mercedes models, looked like nothing compared to those pieces of motor engineering.

As usual and according to unwritten rules some people would never figure out in their lives, his lackey’s motorcycle was not as grand as that of his friend. It was still an expensive model. The details made of gold and silver stood out. It did provide the owner the kind of respect he was aiming for, but who was who here was still clear as a spring.

Someone nudged me on the shoulder.

Snapping my head in the other direction, I found none other than a young girl about my age. She also appeared to be on her last year here in Faith High School. By being about my height, she could look at my eyes with a confidence that would be difficult for me to ever match – not that I was planning on making that a goal, though.

Her hair was black, but some of the locks were painted purple. It fell gracefully to her shoulders, and she also wore a short and tight jean jacket that accentuated her best chest features.

Underneath it was a common, long-sleeved shirt, and it was white with black stripes. Her pair of pants were skin tight, and over it she was wearing a very short skirt. If she walked about with it on and without her pants, I was sure she would be the subject of a barrage of seductive whistles and snarky comments from the male students.

Her face was also painted with dark makeup. Even her lips were purple, and overall she was giving off this punk vibe. I’d been with my share of friends like her, and her presence here thus didn’t put me off. If anything, it made me feel that I could somehow make this place a second home of mine.

Although, I wasn’t holding my breath to that.

The guys riding the motorcycles pulled over, people still gathering around them. It almost felt like the whole school was coming here just to witness their arrival.

That was just great, I joked. First day of classes couldn’t have begun any worse for me. There was something almost tangible associated with people like him –  men like him – I didn’t like. I hated these smug bastards as if they were something not worth being called human.

“His name is Roy Henson, and he’s basically the boss of this school,” the punk-looking girl said to me.

I wasn’t sure I wanted to be in a conversation with her, but I supposed that not saying anything would be rude. And since I didn’t have any friends here yet...

“Good, I suppose. Don’t really care about it, though.”

“You should be. He’s going to want to meet you. He greets all the new arrivals.”

I chuckled, turning my eyes to meet hers.

“You gotta be pulling my leg here. There’s no way he can find out I’m new here.”

She smirked.

“Well, I know you are a newcomer, and it didn’t take me too long to find that out. Trust me. He’s going to know.”

I sighed.

“Whatever. It’s not like he’s going to care about me anyway. He won’t even want to know my name.”

“You’d be surprised. He can take some special interest in some people, and you could be the kind of specialty he craves.”

“What are you going on about?” I rebuked, but soon a noise caught my attention.

Turning my attention to it, I felt my stomach churning. Now all the girls, of different ages and statures, were cheering and screaming around him. It was almost like he was some kind of pop star here.

But he couldn’t be. Someone his age and in 2020 would probably have a YouTube channel or at least an Instagram profile. And I couldn’t remember having ever heard of him before. Was this school some kind of thing that stood separated, cut away from the rest of the normal society?

They finished pulling over their Harley-Davidsons, the other guy that was following me catching my attention. He was shorter than the so-called boss of Faith High. His posture and the way he walked exhaled confidence, but it was still less intense than that of his friend.

We all knew who was the Alpha man here, out of the two of them. That, however, didn’t mean he wasn’t popular as well. He was more popular than I would ever be, I assumed. The number of girls gathering around him, wonder and illusion painted on their faces, was something to behold, after all.

“They are climbing up the steps. I don’t want to be in their way.”

The punk girl smirked.

“As you wish, but it’s just as I said. He’s going to notice you one way or another.”

I sighed and moved out of the way. Even if he were to notice me here, he wouldn’t have much time to do whatever with me. The people surrounding him were keeping his cocky mind pretty occupied already.

It took a while – and maybe too long – but eventually they were out of the way. The last girl was crossing the main gate when I exhaled and padded into the campus proper. I was almost grabbing my phone and checking when my next class was going to begin again when the punk-looking girl caught up to me.

“Since you are new here, maybe at least I can show you around,” she offered.

I looked at her eyes, studying them. Was this someone I could trust? Sure. I guessed that the other option was mingling with the girls that drooled over the bullies. There was probably no one here more suitable to become my friend than her.

“I’m Marie,” I said, offering my hand as we continued to walk.

“I’m Filo. I’ve studied here my whole life.”

“Good. Then I supposed I have someone who I can trust here. I don’t want to be caught with my pants down.”

She smirked.

“As long as you are my friend, I’ll be watching out for you.”

Smiling this time, she looked more genuine than before. I felt a little wave of warmth running through my heart. Maybe I’d been a little rude with her before, but it didn’t look like it bothered her. It almost seemed she was truly interested in becoming my friend.

“So, where are you going now?” She queried.
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Chapter 2


Roy
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I SUPPOSED I SHOULD have known that was going to happen. I was kind of a pop star here in this school. People loved me and in turn I relished their incessant support of me. I couldn’t even count how many people stopped at the entrance to be with me.

I was in my dorm room now, lying in my bed with my clothes and socks on. My fingers perused the screen of the phone, and I yawned. I was kind of bored here. I had classes and everything, but they couldn’t strike any interest in me.

My bedroom was kind of mundane. I didn’t have time to unpack the things I’d brought here and decorate the walls. I had some flags and some other things I enjoyed looking at, but I was still so bored I couldn’t imagine myself getting off the bed for anything.

It was dark outside. The light of a campus light post was coming through the window. It was closed, but the curtains hadn’t been drawn – not yet anyway. I didn’t want to nod off right now. It was too early still. It wasn’t even 11 PM.

John was sitting on a chair I’d brought for my dorm room. His fingers were also perusing the screen of his phone, but he seemed to be more interested in it than I was with my device. I guessed he was kind of excited about getting out of here and moving to college at the end of the academic season.

I was kinda looking forward to that too, but somewhat less so. My interests lied somewhere else. I would go to college only because my family was forcing me to.

John lifted his head and said, “There’s a billiard party going on right now. Wanna go there?”

I raised my eyebrows, finding the fact somewhat interesting. It was certainly more captivating than being in this dorm room until I felt so tired I had no chance but to turn off the lights and call it a day.

I swung my legs off the bed, putting my feet on the floor. “Sure. Let’s roll.”

John smirked and put his phone inside his pocket. I grabbed my leather coat and swung it on. My eyes flicked to the small box of cigarettes I’d brought, but decided not to bring it with me. This was a new year in Faith High and I didn’t know everyone here yet. I didn’t want to run the risk of anyone hurrying to campus police to denounce me for smoking.

John’s eyes also flicked to it, but he kept his mouth shut. I imagined he’d thought the same thing.

I marched out of the room without bothering to close it. Anybody here would think twice before stealing from me, even if some of them didn’t know me yet. What’s more, my room looked kind of boring with most of my stuff still inside the boxes.

We crossed the campus, sauntering from my dormitory to another building a couple of minutes away that looked similar to mine. It was another dormitory made for the guys only, and getting inside it was as easy as waiting until someone opened the door.

Nodding to the guy with short, blond hair in a white shirt, we proceeded to the basement. It looked similar to the equivalent room we had in our dormitory, but some of the furniture was different.

Upon getting inside it proper, I already felt better, as if I was in my natural habitat. The smell of weed wafted in the air, and many of the guests were coming over to greet me. Most wished for selfies with me as well. I took some of them, though not all. I didn’t want to spend too much time being pampered.

I came here with one intention in mind only.

I wanted to play some billiard with them, and to show them I was still the best player in said game here.

A guy about my height with a perfect stubble on his face and black, short hair ambled to me. He had an easiness in his walk that was similar to mine. He opened a victorious smile as he offered me his hand, showing me he wasn’t afraid.

I took his hand and power-shook it, certain I was asserting here who was the boss of this place. I smiled too, though not because I was content for seeing him here. If anything, I’d rather see this guy somewhere else where he couldn’t be a bother to me. But I was just a student here, despite all the fame. I couldn’t kick him out just because I didn’t like his smug face much.

“Roy. So nice to see you here, man. Came all the way here to play some billiard with us?”

“Sure, and it wasn’t that long of a walk. It was just some minutes away, and I was bored.”

He patted me on the back, everyone in the room now making space for us. The billiard table was in the middle of the basement. A small, round lamp hung from the ceiling, casting a fuzzy, warm light.

The smell of weed in the air was so intense I could see it moving, like some kind of fog.  It seemed I’d made a mistake when I decided not to bring my cigarette box with me. It wasn’t weed, though. I didn’t do drugs, other than alcohol and nicotine, that was.

The table was long, and there was enough space here for more than two people to play billiard at the same time. But since that would be unusual, nobody mentioned that.

And that’s without citing I supposed everyone here was aware of what was going to take place in this confined place anyway.

I was going to compete against Barry, and I was going to win just like in all the other times. He was a sore loser, though. Every year he thought he could humiliate me in front of everyone.

His smug was something I couldn’t continue putting up with. Here I was, someone loved by the whole school, having to tolerate a guy like him.

But it wasn’t like I could come up with an excuse to get out of this now anyway. There was only one way out this little mess I made for myself, and it was by defeating him fair and square. He was going to stand no chance against me.

With that thought in mind, I grabbed one of the billiard pools and rubbed the little dicey thing – or whatever it was called – against the tip. I had no idea why that had to be done, but most people always did it, including Barry.

Barry’s father was an oilman. He was richer than me, but I was the famous guy here. And in the room, there was now an atmosphere of wonder. What was going to happen now? The question just floated around.

It was meaningless, though. We all knew what was going to transpire from this moment onwards.

Barry shuffled over to the table, his hands holding the pool.

“This time, mate, I’m not making it easy for you.”

I smirked and approached the table as well.

“Like I need something like that.”

And just when I was enjoying our little taunting game, my eyes caught sight of something that made my body freeze.

There was a woman here, and she wasn’t like the rest.

This dormitory was meant for the guys, the boys, but women could still come and leave as they pleased. They were no prisoners in here, and nothing was prohibiting them from being a part of our little game. Plus, this place was known to be the red-light area of the whole campus. There were some others in other locales, but they weren’t as famous as this one.

But that woman being in here... What did it mean, and why was I even making this sort of question to myself anyway?

I should know why she was here. She was enjoying the show. I could perceive the shine in her eyes. In her hand was a soda can, and she took sips from it every so often. Her eyes looked at me, staring too much, though it didn’t seem she cared about that.

It was kind of curious, and it was interesting that I was paying this much attention to her when there were so many other women here to delight myself with.

She was beautiful, sure, but so were the rest of them. So why did her presence, face and whole body catch my attention the way it did?

“Hey popstar, we are still here and playing the game, aren’t we? Did you just see a flying saucer outside or something like that?”

It was Barry again, and he was ruining the staring game I was playing with the stranger. I looked at him and felt my face contorting. I couldn’t stand guys like him, and now I didn’t feel like returning my stare to the new girl. Fuck him.

I sighed. I was going to have to do it again. I was going to prove to this guy once more that I was much more than he ever would be and that he should be afraid of me.

“Nothing of the sort happened, mate. I was just assessing which girl I was going to claim once we are done here.”

“Spoken like the true king of the most beautiful girls in Faith High, Roy. I shouldn’t have thought you didn’t have it in you,” he taunted.

“Of course not, Barry. I came here to win, to be the best, and nothing is going to deter me from doing that.”

He prepped his pool, leaning behind the table and faking a strike. Straightening his back, he taunted. “I think we should begin this as soon as possible. No point doing all this taunting if we can’t back it up.”

“Agreed,” I said.

I grabbed all the balls. They were heavy and of different colors. Putting them on the billiard table and using a triangle instrument to bring them all together within its confines, I readied the game for its first phase.

And glancing back toward that girl, who was still sitting on the couch and taking occasional sips from her beer can, I couldn’t help but think I needed to do this to impress her as well. I didn’t have to, but I was already thinking about claiming her once this was done.

I was going to claim her and make her body melt underneath mine. I was sure she was going to love it.

“Ready to start this and show everyone here who’s the boss around here?” Barry asked, bringing up his family’s wealth again. He didn’t have to have said the appropriate terms, but I knew his last words were still tainted with his taunt. He always brought up his supposed wealth whenever he wanted to make someone feel smaller than him.

But for him, and as he should know, it wasn’t going to work.

The little tournament began and as I suspected, he’d gotten better at playing billiard during the Summer vacations. I knew he was going to train. Some of the guys here in Faith High made it their life-long objective to be better than me at something.

Nevertheless, it was still not going to be enough to beat me.

I was a couple of points ahead of him, and sweat drops pooled across his forehead. He was panting a little, as if he’d just come from a marathon. His face was a little red, too. I could tell this little game meant a lot to him.

But it was time to finish it.

I sat on the edge of the billiard table, prepped my pool, aimed it at the white ball, and smirked before delivering the definitive strike. Barry’s eyes watched with the utmost attention as the ball rolled at a high speed toward the last ball.

The white ball then struck the purple one, making it fall into the hole and roll over to the side of the table where it could be collected with the others.

His shoulders drooped in defeat, and I could tell he was feeling like the loser he was just by the way his lips contorted.

The room erupted in cheers and applauses. I pushed myself off the edge of the billiard table and shoved my arms over my head, smiling and thanking everyone that watched the little game from the beginning until its end.

And even though I was happy with the ending, there was still a matter I needed to tend to.

That woman was still here, and she was smiling at me without showing her lips. It was no smile of someone that felt proud of me or was feeling what she should be feeling now that she knew I wasn’t just talk.

I didn’t drive a Harley-Davidson to school just because I had money to own one. I didn’t have almost everyone here wrapped around my finger just because my family was rich. And I certainly didn’t command the influence I had in my dominion just because the Henson name was powerful in this city.

No. All of those things were based on something she should have known from the very beginning. I followed my words and statements with actions. And by beating that guy, Barry, in his most favorite game, I showed her I was the star of Faith High.

The room began to grow silent. Everyone was dispersing, though the stench of weed was still in the air. I’d tried it a couple of times, but it wasn’t my thing. That, however, didn’t mean I couldn’t appreciate its benefits every now and then.

I could always make use of its inhibition mechanisms, how it made everything matter less, how it made it possible for me to not give a fuck about things that occurred in my life. But it was also a part of the things that just weren’t worth the trouble. And the school police did always care more about weed than nicotine, after all.

And with the room dispersing and that girl moving away, I knew it was time for the thing I’d really come for.

I needed to talk to her.
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Chapter 3


Marie
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I HURRIED OUT OF THERE. I admitted the little tournament was fun, but Barry didn’t put up much of a fight. I knew his name because Filo was with me. She was showing me what the campus was like. She’d also said it was a pity that I was going to be here this year only. She was so persistent in proving that Faith High was the kind of place that could only be fully appreciated after years of coexistence with it. I knew the way she put it was kind of silly. It made the place feel more like an organism than a group of structures put together that some people happened to make use of, but that was the raw truth of our short exchange.

She’s also mentioned she couldn’t be here with me for too long. I responded to her by saying it was okay if she felt like going back to her dormitory. We lived in the same building and I had her phone number and everything anyway. Keeping contact with her wasn’t going to be a hard thing here.

And so, having witnessed the end of the game and tossing the empty beer can into the trash bin, I had nothing more to do or see here. It was cool having seen this particular part of the school culture, but now that it was past midnight, I needed to go.

And remembering that inopportune fact, all I could do was to sigh as I walked out of the basement and entered a dark hallway. I couldn’t even make out my feet, but I’d been in worse places before. This was nothing compared to them.

I ambled down the hallway, my mind thinking about nothing in particular when my ears picked up the sound of feet following me.

I spun on my heels at the same instant, ready to shout that I was no damsel in distress and was ready to call the police if need be.

But I wasn’t going to do any of those things, and there was a very good reason for that.

There was a man in front of me, though not close at all. His eyes were narrowed, and I could perceive something dark and intense surging through them.

His stare on me was absolute, and I couldn’t help but find myself a little frozen all of a sudden. A man shouldn’t be having this kind of effect on me.

And he was... No common, mundane kind of guy in this school. Oh no, he was none other than their popstar, and it was a wonder that no one was coming here and clogging the place up with their presence.

It was a wonder indeed... Maybe someone was keeping the entrance locked, protected so that he could have his chat with me.

Well, Filo had promised he would come looking for me one day. I just hadn’t considered that it was going to be tonight. He could have had so many better opportunities for a first meeting with me, and he’d chosen this one.

“Who are you?” I asked, putting a foot forward, almost stomping the floor. I wasn’t going to appear weak before him.

“To chat with you. To get to know you. Nothing more than that.”

“You are the grand popstar of Faith High. Why do you care about someone like me?”

“I can tell you are new here, and I like to make friends. Nothing more than that.”

I scoffed.

“If I wanted to be friends with you, I think I would have tried that first. But I have more important things to do, and I certainly didn’t come here to become one of your fans.”

“But you will.”

“I will what?”

“Become my fan. Everyone here loves me, including the teachers.”

I’d been to schools where some of the students could make teachers kiss their feet, but I doubted that happened here in Faith High. Wasn’t this supposed to be a grand place for the rich of the county, after all?

And this guy here... His name was Roy and he was nothing more than a stupid fool who thought too highly of himself.

“You think you are some kind of god, and that’s going to be your undoing. Tone it down,” I warned.

He chuckled and padded over to me. I didn’t take a step back, though a small portion of me begged me to do so. I wasn’t going to show him any kind of weakness. Once a bully like him sees that the girl is in fact his prey, they can’t give up.

He stopped, but now he was so close I could make out some of the lines and details of his face. His stubble complemented his chiseled expression, making something inside me stir.

And I hated myself for having that reaction. I didn’t want Roy thinking there was a part of me – as tiny as it was – falling for him. I didn’t know much of his life, but this I was already certain about. He was a brute, and he wouldn’t treat me well if I became anything more than his acquaintance.

What’s more, now I was actually wishing he could forget me. But okay, this was our little, short introduction, and I was going to appease him however I could.

“I’m not going to tone anything down. I never tone anything down. If anything, I always crank it up.”

I narrowed my eyes, finding it impossible not to admit this one other thing. He was a handsome man. A bad boy, a bully, a rude guy and I had every reason to not feel anything more than disgust for him, but I couldn’t deny that he was kind of my type of man.

There was one thing about his appearance I didn’t like much, though. His eyes were far too raging. I liked men with a softer touch and less swagger in their life. I didn’t need guys that imitated criminals.

“Then get out of here and leave me be. I’m not going to be a bother to you, and I doubt I’d even see you again.”

“But that can’t happen. We have classes together.”

“We didn’t have any today,” I shot back.

He chuckled, cleaning his mouth with the back of his hand.

“We will have to share the same space tomorrow, and it’s going to be in classroom B2. It’s quite cramped up in there, so I suggest you start liking me as soon as possible.”

I had no idea we were going to have classes together. My life was so stuffed with things to do and I was so busy I hadn’t had enough time to check my schedule yet. And also, that meant he knew...

“Your name is Marie Juarez. Mexican background or something like that? Actually, forget that. It doesn’t matter where your family is from. It matters what you do with who you are and the choices you make.”

“That was kind of deep. Did you write it down and repeat it in front of a mirror?”

He smirked.

“No, nothing of the sort. I just like coming up with stuff and creating new phrases.”

“Yeah? And why is that? It’s silly and makes you look pathetic.”

Roy chuckled, now moving closer to me. I realized that this was a game where only he could win, but I wasn’t about to give an inch here. Most of all, I was proud of who I was and I wasn’t going to pretend I was any different from my usual self.

“It’s not like that matters, or that any of this does, Marie. I am introducing myself to you,” he said before bowing, moving his right arm until his hand was touching his left armpit.

What a gentleman, but his little show of good manners wasn’t going to make me believe he was any different from a rude bully. He should know that well by now.

When he straightened his spine back up, I taunted, “And here I was thinking you were a real man. Seems that you are just a pussy in hiding. When are you next going to open your ass for your friend? And oh, his name escaped my mind right now. It’s not like I care, though.”

He smirked and shuffled over to me, a light bulb pinned to the wall now disclosing all of his facial lines and the smug he couldn’t seem to get rid of – though I doubted he wished to do anything about that. His smug played a very important role, and even though it was having no effect on me other than making me loathe him even more, he wasn’t going to reevaluate his strategy.

I had to wonder, though. Was he thinking he was going to make my heart melt for him? There was no chance that could ever happen. I didn’t have a boyfriend and didn’t believe in love. If anything, the only reason I would ever marry would be to get rich quickly.

“I suppose I should introduce myself as well. As you said, I’m Marie, and you are Roy and all of this is making me dislike you more. I can’t wait to get to bed, though. I’m tired of this little charade already.”

“Tired already? I thought you were having fun with all this. And I should point out that your bossy and overconfident attitude really makes my cock stir. I want to plow through you, to impale you when you come begging at my feet for help.”

I narrowed my eyes, sensing that something odd and new was sprouting up here. Did Roy know something I didn’t?

I chuckled. “Yeah, I’m tired. I’m tired of you. I’m tired of this school, and I’m tired of having to waste my time here.”

He smirked and pushed me against the wall. He was gentle about it, though. It was almost like he used just 10% of his strength.

But he had to do it because this was how he felt most confident and comfortable about the direction this was taking.

And putting one hand on the wall, palm open, his eyes locked with mine. I was hating myself for having to admit this, but all the charade was being worth something. It’d been so long since a man was this dominating with me.

I was kind of finding myself wishing he would do something more, like kissing me, but I supposed that would be too much to ask from someone who didn’t have big balls.

“Then, if you are that tired about all this, you should just go. I’m not impeding you. The door on the other side is unlocked. John is monitoring and protecting only the door behind me. I don’t need to force anything on you. I just needed the privacy and to find out who you really are behind all the masks.”

“I don’t wear any mask,” I rebuked, feeling his cologne coming to my nose, going through the nostrils and invading my lungs.

There was something about his perfume I couldn’t quite put my finger on. I’d smelled similar colognes before, but his was a little different. It spoke volumes about the kind of man he was, though. Behind all the farce, the tough guy attitude, there did appear to be something in his heart that was gentle.

I pushed the thought away, though. No point imagining things that didn’t exist. He was not a good man, and I’d do well to keep remembering that.

“Oh, really? And here I was thinking you were wearing one right now.”

“And what kind of mask would that be?”

“You keep trying, but you are always failing so hard at hiding your true self.”

“And what is my true self?” I probed.

He leaned in, and I debated whether I should just slap his cheek and make a run for it. It was as clear as day he wasn’t going to give up. He had his sights on me and was doing everything in his power to make me ‘bend the knee,’ to become his pretty little thing and fan like almost all the other girls here in Faith High.

That, however, wasn’t going to happen.

His eyes locked with mine, and he was so close I could feel the pulsing warmth coming from his body. He wasn’t shy about making this what he wanted it to be. He sought to continue making this all about himself, and I was letting him play his game.

For now, it was how things were going to be. I was sure that once this was over, he was going to forget me.

“I see someone that was deeply hurt in the past and doesn’t want to admit that anymore,” he taunted.

“Oh, you seem to know more about me than I do.”

He tsked, but didn’t show that I’d hit a nerve. His eyes were still intent, still locked with mine, and all I could perceive was an expressionless attitude. I guessed he was now wondering why I wasn’t falling for him.

But that was something he should already know about. I didn’t drool over guys – not ever.

“And I think I see something about you that you are trying to hide as well, though you don’t do it as well as I do,” I said.

“And what kind of thing is that? What am I hiding?”

“You are nothing more than a farce. You think you are something special, but deep inside, you are empty.”

“That so?”

“Yeah, it is. I think you cry yourself to sleep every night, remembering that you can never fill up the nothingness in your heart.”

He chuckled.

“You don’t know me.”

“And you don’t know me,” I rebuked.

“Maybe we should get to know each other better, then,” he teased, his head moving down, approaching mine. Should I slap his face now and pretend that nothing of this was occurring? Should I punch his balls? He was keeping his guard down right now. It would be so easy to do that, and painful for him, too.

“But I don’t want to get to know you better. Roy Henson is nothing more than a cockroach.”

“Should I take that as a threat?”

“Take it however you like, but if you keep pestering me, I won’t hesitate to crush you with my feet.”

“Damn, I like myself a tough girl, and you are hitting all the right buttons.”

I smirked, finding it unbelievable he was still playing with me, still insisting I was going to be anything more than his acquaintance.

“I think you’ve grown spoiled, too.”

“Well, maybe I’ve been. What of it, though? I was born to be who I was, and I get everything I want – always.”

“Like I said, spoiled. I’m the one thing here you are never going to claim for yourself.”

“I’d like to record that so that I could rub it in your face later, by the end of the year, but I don’t feel like grabbing my phone right now.”

“Oh, please. I’m not your plaything. I’m not one of your fans. I’m not one of your girls, and I’m the first independent woman you are meeting in your life.”

Leaning his head down a little more, he forced me to do it this time. My hand flew in the air, going upward, and stopping right in front of his mouth. Now, more than ever before, I could feel the heat of his body.

And it was intoxicating.

“I should have known,” Roy murmured.

“You should have known what?”

“That you are dying on the inside to open your legs for me, your fingers digging deep into the skin of my back. Deep down there, deep within your heart, you are nothing more than a little girl wishing to have your first time.”

I blushed.

He couldn’t know. Not from an exchange like this one.

His eyes locked with mine, and a sparkle in his eyes ensued. He got me, though I wasn’t about to admit anything of that to him. I needed to keep my tough act up, or else I wouldn’t have any idea how to deal with him from now on.

His head moved back a little, and I could tell he was enjoying this – more so than before.

“There’s no shame, you know,” Roy added.

“Shame about what? I don’t know what you are talking about.”

“Shame in being a virgin. I can smell it. I can feel that you are nothing more than a girl wishing to have a man grab you by your legs and shove it deep inside your pussy.”

I blushed again, feeling the warmth surging in my cheeks. This motherfucker was winning this, and he was tipping the scales in his favor without having to do much. I should do something. I should kick his balls with my knee and get the fuck out of here.

But I wasn’t going to do that.

That would be a sign of weakness.

“You are a vile asshole, Roy.”

“I like being that, and I like being the thing everyone here loves and craves. You are merely one of them now.”

And without warning, without giving me a sign, his hands flew, cupped my cheeks and made me kiss him without my consent. I fought in the beginning. I squirmed. I struggled, but his hold of me was firm and true.

And there was something else at play here, too. Something I couldn’t control. I was actually... enjoying this. I was in love with the kiss, like an alien sensation growing and sprouting inside me and taking control of every cell in my body.

He was keeping me locked with him, pinned to the wall. His body was heavy, immense, and he was so strong all I could do was to succumb. And the more he kissed me, the more his tongue clashed with mine, the more I gave in to his cravings.

And at long last, pulling away, all that was left was his smug.

“I got you. I showed you who you really are, Marie,” he taunted, now moving away and going back to the door his lackey was still guarding.

He left me there, in the dark hallway, panting. His kiss did more than just ‘show me who I really was.’ It made me feel something for him that was alien in nature.

No way that this could be happening with me.

No fucking way.
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Chapter 4


Roy
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I BOWED, SHOWING HIM respect. This was the man I owed everything to. He raised me, turned me into the man I now was, and now I was doing everything in my power to continue making him proud of me. I knew what some people talked behind my back about that, but to be frank, I didn’t care. I loved my old man.

When I straightened up my back, he growled, “I heard that a lot of people gathered around you when you arrived for your first day of classes.”

I smiled, quirking one corner of my mouth.

“Some people... have emotions they can’t control.”

“And you are sure you didn’t get carried away by the... welcoming party?”

I shook my head.

“No, sir. I would never let something like that happen. I am the one they can’t stop thinking about, but my goal there is still clear.”

I was in his office. It was quite old school. Most of the things in here, including the furniture, were made of oakwood. Even his desk was, and on top of it stood his MacBook. Latest model, and expensive as fuck. Not my kind of thing, though. I had an old and trusty Dell that I took around with me. Dad never made any comments about that, which was curious. I imagined he didn’t have to. There was no need to educate me about computer brands, after all.

Dad wanted me to be a new man, an independent one, and I was more than happy with how things were going.

And looking around again, basking in on the details of his office, I couldn’t help but think it was anything but the kind of place I’d ever wish to find myself in for hours on end, like he did. Too many bookshelves. Too much smell of what’s old, decaying. He kept it clean and tidy, but I couldn’t deny that a place with so much dead wood would always be accompanied by a foul smell.

Behind him, large and vertical windows allowed light through, inundating the office in soft white. It showed pretty much everything one needed to see and make out here without having to force their vision. And with now being midday, I couldn’t help but think this looked more like a Mafia Dom’s office than anything.

He put his elbows on top of his desk, his fingers meeting each other and interlacing. His head was behind his hands, and he was judging me through narrowed eyes.

“There’s something about your life in Faith High I’m not liking one bit about, though.”

My right finger jerked a little, my legs suddenly feeling as if they couldn’t hold my weight for much longer.

“W-what kind of thing?”

“I’m worried about how much attention you are paying to your teachers this academic year.”

I smirked shily, finding this all a bit odd.

“Why? What is making you think that of me?”

He sighed and said, “I’ve heard something I don’t like one bit.”

“What kind of thing.”

“You’ve been trying to hit on a girl that has nothing to do with you, and I want you to stop that.”

Concern sprouted up in my veins. He couldn’t be telling me he knew about those things, about her. It didn’t make any sense. She was nothing more than a new student that I took some liking to.

And what was the harm anyway in teasing and having some fun with her?

“How do you even know about her?”

He stood up and walked over to me. Dad was about my height, but he seemed taller and bigger now. It was his presence, his story that made all the difference. He went through so much before winding up with mom and me.

And he knew that his past was somewhat similar to my present. He was looking out for me in this matter we were discussing. I was aware of that, but it still didn’t mean he could control everything that I could do.

Putting a hand on my shoulder and guiding me to another room, he said, “You know I’m doing this for your best.”

“I know. I’m aware of that, dad.”

“Which is why I want you to stop. I’m sure you will find a nice girl you will want to marry. Leave her alone.”

“Why? What’s making you feel so worried about her?”

“I don’t think you need to know anything about that.”

“That’s bullshit!”

He narrowed his eyes, something dark and unforgiving swiping through them. Dad could strike fear in me sometimes, and I had to admit now was one of those occasions.

“Say that sort of thing in front of me again, and you won’t like what I’d do.”

“Yes, dad...” I lamented, and he moved his hand away, sighing and rubbing his hand over his face.

“She’s going to marry Barry Wood, son. She’s not the kind of girl you will ever want to mess around with.”

“What?!”

What kind of revelation was that? It didn’t make any sense. She’d just showed up in school. It’d been a couple of months of classes already, but she was still a nobody. Why would a guy like Barry even want to get close to someone like her?

I’d been approaching her, being a bother to her and playing with her because she was a fiery girl. She knew how to fight back, even though our first encounter had resulted in my victory. Not much she could have done about it, though. It wasn’t her fault she was still a virgin even though she was in her last year of high school.

“That doesn’t make any sense, dad. Who the fuck is her anyway?”

“As I said, nobody that you should care about.”

“Well, now I do care about who she is and her past. I want to know everything.”

He marched to me, his nostrils flaring a little.

“I said that you need to forget about her and focus on your future. I don’t want you driving around, pretending to be some kind of anarchist, or whatever it is that you like to do with your motorcycle. That’s not the kind of life that you deserve.”

“I like the motorcycle and I have many friends because of who I am. I don’t plan on becoming someone else, and you do know that my grades are still very good.”

He waved his hand, dismissing my last argument.

“Your grades are flawless, but that’s nothing more than your obligation. If you don’t really begin to focus on what’s really important, don’t change that ergh... punk side of your life, it will all come crashing down. Everything you’ve built will disappear like it’s nothing. I won’t let that happen.”

I sighed and closed my eyes. I didn’t come here to have a discussion with dad. I loved him too much to do that.

“Fine.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Fine, really? You want me to think that’s going to be good enough?”

“Well, what else would like me to say?”

He opened his mouth, but didn’t say anything. But finally, he spoke, “Okay, then just go and please focus on your studies. I don’t want to have this discussion with you ever again.”

“You won’t have to.”
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I OPENED THE DOOR AND found my old man in the kitchen, cooking. He was in front of the stove and the counters, bringing a pot from here to there, readying the cutlery on the round kitchen table, and adding some condiments whenever he knew they would bring the best out of the flavors.

And the smell wafting in the air, of spices and some other things... It was all really so good. I couldn’t imagine myself wishing to have someone else making tonight’s dinner.

He noticed me in front of the door, which was now closed. I stood in the living room, and the kitchen shared the same space with it. Our home wasn’t extravagant and didn’t have a second floor like most homes in the region, but it was our place, and I was a little fond of it.

I kind of wished we could have something better, but that wasn’t something worth fretting over. If anything, I could see myself living here for many more years.

I’d just come from Faith High. I had my backpack with me, and I was holding it in my hand. I was kind of tired. I didn’t like having to take buses to go anywhere, but I didn’t have a better choice. The other option was basically not studying.

Dad needed his car at all times, though, so it wasn’t like he could lend it to me. I wished things were different. I wished I could have my own car – maybe even a motorcycle, even though it wasn’t my favorite option – but money was short. I couldn’t afford either of those things.

I put the backpack on the couch, throwing it there. I had my laptop inside it and a couple of other rather fragile things in there, but I didn’t care if they would break or not. They weren’t going to. I just knew that like I knew the back of my hand.

Noticing the noise I made, dad turned around and opened a tight-lipped smile. The front of his hairline was receding, but he was still very much the man I knew. Mom wasn’t with us anymore. I missed her. There was nothing we could have done to keep her here...

He dried his hands using a small hand towel and walked over to me. I could see an interesting, different shine in his eyes, like he had something important to tell me. Whether or not he had it, I wasn’t going to pretend I’d come here to like it. Dad didn’t usually have anything good to inform me about, after all.

“I’m not sure how you are going to take this, Marie.”

“Shoot. I don’t think it can be anything worse or more shocking than what happened today.”

“What do you mean?”

I sighed.

“There’s this guy in school who keeps bothering me and being a nuisance. Just because he is their pop star or something like that. I found his online profiles. He has a bunch of followers.”

“Really? Who is he?”

I stood up from the chair and walked from here to there, in deep thought.

“His name is Roy Henson, and he really thinks he’s better than everyone at school. He likes to show off and invite people to random tournaments.”

“And why did he take an interest in you? You are new there.”

“That’s the thing. Because I’m new and don’t know him well, he thinks I should be ‘introduced’ to him – or whatever it is that’s going on in his mind. Point is, he’s been bothering me.”

“Have you tried to contact administration? I’m sure they can do something about him.”

I smirked, finding his solution a bit ridiculous.

“Don’t be naïve, dad. A guy like him... His family probably funds most of the school. They would do nothing against him. Money trumps everything.”

He gripped the chair, looking down.

“You are right. That was stupid.”

I sighed.

“It’s okay. I don’t think there’s anything I can do, other than winning in his stupid little game.”

Looking at me now, he asked, “And how was your day?”

“Ah, yeah... I bombed some tests. I should have studied more, but it really has been quite a different year. I don’t think I should have changed schools.”

Dad walked over to me and said, “Well, I know that having put you there wasn’t the most ideal choice, but after what happened in Lee High... You couldn’t stay there anymore.”

“Thanks, dad. Once this is all over, I could help you with your work, I think.”

He brought his hand to his forehead, eyes widening.

“Really? I’d rather not. You deserve something better. You deserve to be paid well. I’m a loner and a failure of a human being. And I think I have a surprise you are going to like quite a bit.”

I took a step back, not liking where this was going. I already knew I wasn’t going to like it, but that wasn’t going to do anything to lessen the weight of his revelation. I supposed, though, that nothing could change his mind. He was always going to make his great revelation one way or another.

“What’s... going on here, dad? What seems to be bothering you? I can tell there’s something you want to tell me.”

He moved away, his body feeling and looking heavier than normal. Even his shoulders were lower than usual.

And he wasn’t looking at my eyes when he spoke.

“I struck a deal.”

“What kind of deal? You know what happened the last time I had to put up with one of your said ‘pacts’.”

He turned his head, a shy smirk on his face.

“You are not going to believe it. Your life is going to turn upside down, in a good manner.”

“I already don’t like this at all,” I whined.

He came to me and grabbed my hands, holding them gently.

“Promise me you are not going to hate me for this.”

What I thought of was our house. It was located in a dark, red-light kind of neighborhood. There were people just across the streets doing drugs, smoking weed and sniffing cocaine. And that’s without mentioning the random and occasional gunshots in the distance – and sometimes they echoed too close for comfort. I’d always wake up sweaty and panting those nights too, and those were the worst.

I looked into his eyes – really looked into them – and could only spot the love of a father for her daughter. Hating him because of anything seemed unimaginable at this moment, but that was because I had no idea what was going on in his mind – what he was keeping hidden from me.

“Speak, then. I don’t want to make this any longer than it already is.”

He let go of my hands and turned to face the window, now gazing across the yard of the house as if it was something special. It wasn’t, though. We had grass, but that was about it. And our property was also separated from the other houses by a tall wooden fence. All I could see beyond it was a portion of a neighbor’s roof.

“You are going to marry, Marie.”

“What?”

The words struck me like a rolling boulder, making my heart rate quicken in seconds. The world spun around me, and I almost felt like I was in some kind of circus where I was the main attraction. I felt exposed and didn’t know what I should be saying – and let alone what I should be doing.

“Marry? What?” I continued, looking and sounding more confused than before.

He rubbed at the temple of his forehead, looking down as if he was ashamed of what he did – and if he really was being truthful about that, he should be ashamed of himself.

“You are going to marry Barry Wood. His father and I are very good friends, and he took pity on us. He knows we are going through some rough patches, but he’s willing to continue helping us. How else do you think I’m funding your education here?”

“Wait, what? Hasn’t the money been coming from your work? From the books?”

He drooped his shoulder, avoiding my eyes.

“Like I said, Marie. I’m a failure. I can make enough to put food on the table, but it’s still not enough for your education. I’m not good enough for you. I’m sorry I’m your father.”

“No!” I said, shaking my head in disbelief. “Don’t say something like that.”

“It’s true, though,” he admitted, giving me an uncomfortable smile. “I was never supposed to be your father.”

“Wait... You are not going to tell me-”

“But I am going to. No point lying about anything anymore. Your mother and I... We didn’t want you in the beginning. We didn’t plan to have you, though I have to say... you are the best thing that’s happened in my life.”

My hand flew to the temple of my forehead. I tried to make the world around me spin less, but it was to no avail. I felt weaker, as if my blood pressure was dropping by the second. And reaching with my hand, I pulled the chair and sat in it, finding myself in a different world now – one where I couldn’t control anything.

And Barry Wood, of all people. I didn’t know the guy at all. I knew more about my nemesis, Roy Henson, than I knew about him.

Moving to stand behind me, dad settled his hand on my shoulder. “You are 18 now and very much an adult, despite still being a teen. You know I want the best for you only. I want you to have opportunities that I didn’t have.”

“But at what cost? Taking away my freedom and treating me as if I were some King’s daughter? I don’t want to be a part of that. I won’t be.”

“Marie-”

“It’s decided. Call off the wedding.”

He gave me another uncomfortable smile. “But I can’t.”

“What do you mean that you can’t?”

“I’ve already gotten his money and spent it. We are going to live in a new place. I didn’t want to have to talk about it this way, but to be frank as well... I also didn’t consider you were going to have this reaction.”
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